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TO 

HENBT O. HOUGHTON, Esq., iLJL 

OF BIYXBUDX. 

Mr Dbar Mb. Houqbtont 

Shakespeare's Sonnets were dedicated by their pub- 
Usher to a sort of editor oftkem^ because hewas ^unr 
''(mlie begetter:' The editor of this edition of Shake^ 
speare*s CompUte Works dedloates it to the publisher 
far much the same reason. For tf you are not its only 
begetter^ it was at least undertaken and has been eonif 
pUtted to earry out apian in the design of which you 
had a eonsiderable share. For that reason^ toOy your 
eotaJborer has placed upon its titlepage the name of 
the great Press established by you and direeted in 
a spirit which seems to have been caught from those 
emiinewt printers and scholars,^ the AldL There u, 
moreover^ a certain appropriateness in the name 
borne by this edition, it seems jU and of gofod omen 
that what was played to the general public at the 
Bankside in Old England should be printed for the 
general public at Rieerside in the New. There is 
yet one mare reason why your name should appear 
ypon this page: it is to acknowledge here miy long* 
jilt personal interest in your labors and the interest 
which you haveshown in those of 

Yours most truly ^ 

M. G. W. 
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PUBLISHEBS' NOTE. 



WH}Dr Mr. ColUer paUiflhed the emended loUo of 1623, t^ 
appeared in Fvinam'9 Magamnej Oetober and November, 1863, 
a vesj aUe examination of the authenticity of these emenda- 
tions, and the next year the artiolee were iaeoed with other 
fltodies in a Tolnme entitled Shakespeart^B Scholar. The au- 
thor was Mr. Bichard Grant White, a man of letters in New 
York, whose work on the Cowrier and Enquirer of that city 
had been marked by great brilliancy, at the same time that the 
anther himself was so persistent in courting sedosion that he 
won for himself the $obr%quet of '' the priyate gentleman of the 
Ccwrier** So sensitive was he on this pcunt that, when that 
paper praised his articles in Putnam' $j he wrote to the editor, 
begging that '^ the paper shall never land me or my doings while 
I am part of it and above ground." 

When Shaketpeare's Scholar was published, Mr. White was 
thirty-two years old, bom of a family very markedly American. 
As he said a few years later : ** For more than two hnndred 
years my forefathers on both sides have been New England 
men ; and, besides, not one of us, myself included, has ever been 
across the water." He had, however, a most generous acquaint* 
anee with the groat En§^and of literature, and he did both his 
own country and the England of his day a most important ser- 
vice when, during the war for the Union, he wrote a series of 
letters, signed ^^ A Yankee," to the London Spectatary which 
were singularly enlightening as to the politics and social life of 
the United States. 

Besides his facility in letters, Mr. White was a thorough 
student of music, and himself an ardent musician. 1^ criti- 
eisms, for the most part unsigned, were of the highest intelli* 
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▼iii PUBLISHERS NOTE. 

genoe, and for yean his greatest ddight was in a qoartet of 
which he was a member that met regularly for the playing of 
classical mnsie. As Mr. Church, in his sketch,^ has said : ^Am 
a player, he was much above the average of amateur perform- 
ers, thouj^ he had taken up the violoncello comparatively lato in 
life. He had stadied earnestly nnder the toition of Frederick 
Bergner, the we]14cnown vioLoncello virtaoso, and his knowledge 
of mnsic was predse and extensive. literature was his work, 
music his pleasure and his passion." 

In 1867 Mr. White began the paUication of a new edition of 
Shakespeare, issuing Volumes IL-Y . in that year, and complet- 
ing the series of twelve volumes in 1866 with Volume I., which 
wasdevotedtoastudy of Shakespeare's life and genius. These 
volumes at once attracted the attention of scholars at home and 
abroad, and gave Mr. White a distinguished place amongst 
Shakespeareans. During the progress of the work he wrote abo 
a very acute study of the authorship of the three parts of Hemry 
IV. Mr. James Russell Lowell was edit<fr of the AtlanUo 
Monthly in 1867, and wrote a very full review of the four 
volumes first published. The review was in two artides, and 
in the first article he said : — 

^'We should demand for a perfect editor, then, first, a 
thorough glossological knowledge of the English contemporary 
with Shakespeare; second, enough logical acuteness of mind 
and metaphysical training to enable him to follow recondite 
processes of thought ; third, such a conviction of the supremacy 
of his author as always to prefer his thought to any theory of 
his own ; fourth, a feeling for music, and so much knowledge of 
the practice of other poets as to understand that Shakespeare's 
versification differs from theirs as often in kind as in degree ; 
fifth, an acquaintance with the world as well as with books ; 
and last, what is perhaps of more importance than all, so great 
a familiarity with the working of the imaginative faculty in 
general, and of its peculiar operation in the mind of Shakespeare, 
as will prevent his thinking a passage dark with excess of light, 
and enable him to understand fully that the Qothic Shakespeare 

^ AiUmiicMomiklp,Un6h,t»L 
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PUBLISHERS' NOTB. is 

efton saperimposed upon the dmder eohmm of a single wwd, 
that seems to twist under it, bat does noty— like the quaint 
shafts in cloisters, — a weight of meening whieh the modem 
architeots of sentenees woold consider wholly onjostiflaUe by 
eoneet prmnple* 

^It would be mureasonaUe to ezpeet a nnion of all these 
qnalifieations in a single man, bat we think that Mr. White 
combines them in larger proportion tfum any editor with whose 
labors we are ecqaiiinted. He has im eeateness in treeing the 
finer fibres of thoog^ wortl^ of the keenest lawyer on the scent 
of a derioos trail of eircomstantial evidence ; he has a sincere 
desire to ilkstrate his aathor rather than himself ; he is a man 
of the world, as well as a schdar; he comprehends the mastery 
of imagination, and that it is the essential element as well of 
poetry as of profound thinking ; a critic of masic, he appreciates 
the importance of rhythm as the hi^ier mystery of versification. 
The sam of his qoalifications is large, and his work is honoraUe 
to American letters." 

The first artidle containing this passage was substantially an 
appreeiation of Shakespeare. The second contained a detailed 
criticism of Mr. White's labors, and in that, Mr. LoweU in con- 
dnsionsays:— 

^ After sack consdentioos examination of his work as the im* 
portance of it demands, after a painful comparison, note by note, 
and reading by reading, of his edition with iJiose of Messrs. 
Knight, Collier, and Dyce, our opinion of his ability and fitness 
for his task has been heightened and confirmed. Not that we 
always agree with him, — not that we do not think that in re- 
spect of the folio text he has sometmies erred on the side of 
soperstitioas reverence for it, and sometimes in too rashly aban« 
doning it, — but, making all due exceptions, we think that bis 
edition is, in the phrase of our New England fathers in Israel, 
for substance, scope, and aim, the best hitherto published. The 
chief matter must in all cases be the text, and tiie faults we find 
in him do not, as a general role, affect that Some of them are 
faults which his own better judgment, we think, will lead him 
to avoid in his forthcoming volumes, and in regard to some, he 
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win probtUy lioiiastiiy disagree with us m to thrir being fiidt* 
ataU.'' 

Mr. White did not reet in his Shakeflpeerean Btndies at this 
point, bat continued his aident paraait through a laborioiu life* 
In printing his work he had come into friendly relations with 
the late Mr. H. O. Hoai^ton, and in 1883 Mr. Hoag^n, then 
at the head of the house of Houghton, Mifflin & Co., proposed 
to him that he should distil the essence of lus now ripe Shak^ 
spearean seholarship into a new edition of the poet, where both 
editor and printer should study how to produce a compact, not 
a voluminous Shakespeare* Mr. White worked at lus task widi 
enthusiasm and affection. He was now an acknowledged ao- 
thority in this field, and he could therefore give the condensed 
results of his mature judgment without defending himself in full 
discussion. The spirit in which he undertook lus work and the 
principles he adopted appear in his Preface. His lebtions with 
his publisher are hinted at in lus Dedication. 

On his part Mr. Houghton studied with great care the prob* 
lem of presenting a Shakespeare which should lack nothing 
that a printer could do for it. Mr. White, following the exam^ 
pie of the first folio^ had made the groups of Comedies, Histories 
and Poems, and Tragedies, and thus the work fell naturally 
into three volumes. Mr. Houghton aimed to use a large, per- 
fectly readable type, and to aid the eye in eveiy possible way 
in die distribution of matter. This necessarily led to a large 
number of pages, but he hoped to overcome any objection on 
this score by using a thin, opaque paper. 

The edition was issued dieref ore in three volumes, but the 
result was not whoify satisfactory from a mechanical point of 
view, and afterward the work wis re-issued in six volumes* But 
the conditions which were not favorable in 1883 have been 
reversed in recent years, and it has become possible to secure a 
paper so thin that a light handy volume of 900 pages can be 
made, and yet so opaque that the print does not show through. 
The publishers have therefore reverted to the original design 
and issued a three volume edition, taking advantage of the op- 
portunity thus afforded to amplify Mr* White's veiy compaci 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



PUBUSHER8' NOTE. n 

UogrftphMal aketeh of Shakespeare, bj meene of footootee. 
SiDoe Mr. White's death some interestiiig studies in this field 
hare been made by schokrs, of whom Mr. Sidney Lee is one of 
the most oonspicnoos, and it seemed a pity not to make ose of 
these stadies. In both editions of the Biverside Shakespeare, 
however, the text and eritioal apparatus have been left as finally 
determined by one of the most aecompHshed Shakespeareans (rf 
Ameriea. 
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EDITOR'S PREFACE. 



Teob edhiopi of the works of Shakespesre has been prepared 
with a eiii^ eye to the wants of his readers. Its purpose is 
not to furnish material for critical stady either of the Eliza- 
bethan dramatists or of the English langoage. It seeks radier 
to enable the reader of general intelligence to understand, and 
tiierefore to enjoy, what Shakespeare wrote as nearly as pos- 
sible in the very way in which he would have nnderstood and 
enjoyed it if he had lived in London in the reign of James L 
Tliat done, as well as the editor was able to do it nnder the lim- 
iting conditions of his work, he has regarded his task as ended. 
Editors of poets and dramatists at the best are always neces- 
saiy evils ; commentators at the best are rarely better than un- 
necessary nuisances. They are so in this present case when. 
they presume to do all the reader's thinking and appreciation 
for him, and thus deprive him of the highest pleasures and rich- 
est benefits that come of reading Shakespeare } and chiefly 
when in doing this they grope and fnmUe for a profound moral 
purpose in these plays ; which is really to insiBt upon such a 
purpose in the Italian nonelli and English chronicles, which, 
always with the least possible trouble to himself, Shakespeare 
put into an actaUe shape. 

Nor has it been deemed denrable to label Shakespeare's style, 
and pigeonJiole it for reference by pointing out that this is 
metaphor, that simile, and the others syneohdoche, hendiadys, 
litotes, seugma, and the like. In an edition prepared as a text- 
book of literature for schools all this is in place and in keeping; 
but in one intended merely to be read and enjoyed, it seems 
more than out of place and out of keeping. I have never been 
able to divine how such rhetorical labeling helped any one to a 
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Vd PREFACE. 

greater enjoyment or a better nnderataading et Shakeepeaie or 
any other poet : rather the contrary. On the one hand, it is 
mere mental gynmaetios (yet mental gymnasties are not only 
beneficial but needful for those who are in training) ; and on the 
other, mere naming of tools, or rather — and mnch worse — the 
naming of work according to the tool by which it was wrooght. 
Shakespeare himself has left us a valoable opinion iqmn this 
point;— 

^Thess saiiUy godftithen of IwaTen's Ughti^ 

That gire a name to ereiy fixed star. 
Have no moie profit of their shining nights 
Than those that walk and wot not what they are : ** 

wUeh is nothing against the stndy of astronomy, bat mneh 
against the looking at the great li^^ts of the world, whether in 
man or in nature, merely from a scientific, not to say a pedant&o^ 
point of view. 

In this edition the Introductions to the Flays present, in a 
compact form, all that is known in regard to the origin of each, 
the date of its production, and the period of its action, —^ points 
these of some interest, althon|^ not of the highest importance, 
except to an editor or critic of Shakespeare. They are almost 
technicaL To most readers of Shakespeare, howeyer thon^^ 
ful and appreciative, it is of very little moment where the poet 
found the subject of a play, and of UtUa more in what year it 
was written. 

The Poems haye been placed in the second yolame chiefty for 
fxmyenience of arrangement ; but eyen those who are anxious 
upon the point of chronological sequence must admit that there 
they are more nearly in place than they would be immediately 
after the great tragedies. Almost all of them are early work; 
and indeed most of the sonnets were written before 1697, and 
bear the marks of the period that produced Borneo and Juliei. 
The prologues to the great lore tragedy are in form and in style, 
and in a certain fashion of versification, exact counterparts of 
the sonnets ; to which in tone, and often in sentiment, the play 
is notably correspondent But indeed this matter of arrange* 
ment is hardly more than a question of manual oonyenience. 
Whether the poems precede the plays or follow them, or di- 
vide one sort oi them from another, or are distributed thiou|j^ 
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Umdi, 18 of no more iknportaaM than whether 2%e Tempegt is 
printed fint of the playf, or TibuM Andranieut : not so much, 
mdeed ; for rarely it le better that Ths T&mpegt ahoold be the 
door to Shakespeare than TUu$ AndraniouSf lest any sensitiye 
SGol shoold shudder at the threshold and draw back. There 
seems to be no sufficient reason for changing the order — al- 
though it is hardly order — in which these plays were first pub- 
lished by Shakespeare's fellow-actors^ and which has since been 
followed in all the popular editions^ and nearly all the critical 
editions of consideration : and it has been here retained. 

This work was plaamed, and has been carefully prepared, 
widi the intention of presenting to the public for the first time 
an edition of Shakespeare's plays and poems which, compact^ 
ecMDnpendiouSy yet easily readable^ and at a very moderate price, 
ahoold giro a text edited with scrupulous care^ and, with the aa- 
■istanee of all the critical i4[»paratns that exists for that purpose, 
•et forth every fact known with regard to the poet and his wrii> 
ings, and add to this notes explanatory of every obsolete word 
or phrase and of every obscure passage ; in a word, unite thor- 
ough editorial work and attractive appearance with convenience 
ftjMl oheMuiess* 

To attain these ends it was of course necessary to make the 
notes and other extraneous parts of the book as brief as they 
eould be, and at the same time fulfil their function. But this 
task has proved easier than, when it was undertaken, it was 
feared that it would be found. In critical editions of Shake- 
speare, the bulk of the annotation (exclusive of so-called sbs- 
thetie and philosophieal criticism) is made xxp of various read- 
ings and tho discussion of them ; a wearisome business to all, 
and one which to the general reader is often tedious to offen- 
Bveness and always of little profit. He wishes simply to read 
and to understand his author. In this edition his wants and 
wishes have received prime consideration. What is here given 
piresents results, not processes. The editor has made the best 
text that he could make through the study of the poet's dramas 
in connection with the literature and the history of his time, 
and of all that has been written upon them by any considerable 
erities ; but he has g^ven here his finished work, and not a list 
^ the tools with which he did it, or heaps of his chips and iha^ 
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lugs. He eoald mbt hftve made Im text with more senipoloiii 
eare, nor, he believes, have presented it more acceptably to 
those for whom it is intended, if he had filled an octavo volame 
with discassions of each play. It has been very rarely deemed 
either necessary or desirable to refer to any other reading than 
the one giyen ; and this has been done only when the case has 
seemed doubtful, or when some other reading would be a help 
to the understanding of the passage in question. The glossarial 
and explanatory notes have been prepared in a like spirit and 
with like purpose. They are intended simply to enable the 
reader to understand the words and phrases used by the poet, 
without a display of the sources whence they have been derired, 
and with the briefest possible diversion of the reader's attention 
from the author to the editor. 

In determining what passages were sufficiently obscure to jus- 
tify explanation, the editor, following endnent example, took 
advice of his washerwoman, and also of the correctors of the 
press in the office in which the edition was printed, to whose in- 
telligent suggestions and thoughtful care he owes much which it 
gives him pleasure to acknowledge. He therefore ventures to 
say to any reader who may not be able to understand a passage 
which is left without remark, that the fault may possibly be that 
of some other person than the poet or the editor. 

Upon one point the convenience of the reader and his unin- 
terrupted enjoyment of the author have been carefully conrid- 
ered and constantly borne in mind. Explanation of obsolete 
words and phrases is given whenever it is needed, and as often 
as occasion requires. An obsolete or obscure word or phrase is 
not passed over in one play because it has been explained in 
another. There seems to be no good reason why a reader who 
is absorbed in the enjoyment of a passage in one play should be 
sent back or forth to look up in another the meaning of some 
word or phrase before him ; or why he should be made to wait 
while he turns to the end of the book, or perhaps to the end of 
another volume, and looks through a glossary. Therefore, every 
word that needs explanation is explained in this edition whenever 
and wherever it occurs, unless, indeed, it is found twice in the 
same scene: in which case repetition was deemed superfluous. 

Wxplanation, however, has never been obtruded in the many 
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MMtimriddi the poet himsdf makes deer Ueowni 
Nd e few of die t eraadee wiiieh eommon lenie would ler^ie 
from meet amuntetod editions of Shekespeeve aie e mere enti* 
eipetioii of what the author himself tells as in his own good time 
and in his own good way^ to say nothing of the many whioh are 
afanost an intelleetoal insult to the Shakespeare reader. Why, 
for erample, should the reader be told in a note the stary of 
Ulysses and Diomed, apropos of line 19» Se. 2, Aet IV . of Pari 
in. of Henry the SiaOhf when two lines below the poet himself 
gives all the particulars that are necessary to the mdenrtanding 
of the passage ? In anything that may be said about Maria's 
''new nuap with the angmentation of the Indies'' (Twe^lh 
Nightj Act IIL Sc 2), what is there mrae to the purpose of * 
reader than she tells as herself^ — that it was foil of linesiand 
that MalTolio's face was as foU? What need of setting forth 
that Antolyeas {The Winter's Tale, Act IV. Se. 3) was the 
name of a rogoe, and the manner and degree of his rogoery, 
when Shakespeare makes him tell as all that, end quite as widl» 
pe ih iysi as any one of his editors can teQ it? And when a 
man, a woman, or a childi with sense enoa|^ to haye the rifjtiX 
to read Shakespeare, comes upon a note wUcht for snramplei 
giavely esplams that in Fbyios's caation (JfUiue Ommr^ Act 
LScl), 

''T<m ought not walk 

Upon a laboofing^ay wilhonfe the iign 

01 your profoarion/* 

^ kboorin^day ** means, not a day that laboaxs, bot a eostomary 
day for labooring, and finds two or three editors or critics cited 
in support of the decision, has not the he, the she, or the it a 
ri^ to feel that sach editors and critics have need themsehres 
of a Ycry summary and ezemphuy kind of editing ? Tet not 
a little of the ertraneoas parts <rf many annotated editions of 
Shakespeare are made ap of rabbish whidi is of this sort, if not, 
an of it, quite so rublMshy. 

What the reader of Shakespeare, the reader of common 
sense, common intelligence, common information, and common 
e^iacity of poetical diought (and to all others Shakespeare or 
any other great poet is and must ever remain an oracle uttered 
b an unknown toogne), — what such a reader needs, and whaW 
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from obMrmtioii, I mm penuaded that he wUhes, b to feel wd 
aflflored that he has before him what Shakespeare wrotOi as 
nearly as that may be aseertainedi and to have the language 
and dbe eonstmetion of this text ezpUined iriiererer the one is 
obsolete or the other obseore. The fcomery it need hardly be 
said, is the more important, even of these two important points; 
and as to this I have to say that the text here presented is not 
f oonded open that of any anteoedent modem edition, even my 
own, bat is the result of a new and thorooi^ edllation. As to 
my previous readings in cormpt or nneertain passages of the 
old text, they have had the benefit of nearly twenty years* orit- 
ieism and eonsideration, by others and myself widi the resolt 
that I stand by some of them, as others do, but abandon some; 
while ^ap«m more adviee,'* and cantioasfy, yet with no feeling 
of timidity, I have introdnoed not a few whieh I hope are well* 
grounded restorations. As little is said in the notes, frequently 
nothing, aboot ibis part of my labor, it may be well to bring 
forward some exanq;iles of the sort of editorial work whieh has 
been here performed, and the simple results of which are given 
almost withoat remark. The first shall be taken from the earii- 
estpagesof the first play in our first volmne. In The T&ay^ett, 
Aet I. Se. 2, line 66, in the following passage^ 

" Thy motiwr was a piece of virtae^ and 
She said thoa wiat my daughter/' 

the word ^ pieee ^ has hitherto, I believe, been regarded, and 
rilently aooepted, as meaning bit, in the sense of sample, — Tbj 
mother was a sample of virtue. But here *^piece*' means-* 
some of us will probably shrink from the interpretation — sim- 
ply a young woman. The word, somewhat in this sense, has 
hardly passed out of use, although like many other words, it 
has been degraded in the lapse of time. Gay gentlemen of the 
past generation used to speak (I remember having in mj boy- 
hood heard them so speak) of a wanton girl as ^a piece;" 
Charles Lamb so writes in one of his letters in a passage not 
quite quotable here; and even nowadays, ladies of the best 
breeding use the word in regard to a young woman somewhat 
as diey use ^ hussy," but with a milder meaning; perhaps more 
in the spirit in which they good-naturedly use ^ minx." As to 
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Ae use of tbe wotd with tfab mimning in ShalMpein'i dqf and 
nftenrudii see tbete examplae : •* 

« TlM kniglift with Ilk idr jiMet 
Afe kngdi the lady tpM." 

This pieee, howeveri was rather a light one ; bat see the reply 
of the ehaste and noUe Coontess of Salisbuy to the matrimo* 
nial SQtt of Edward, the Blaek Prinee : — 

*Nor by AmbitioQS Lium will I be boogbt 
In mj ehaste bnaat to barbcmr sach a thongbt^ 
As to be worthy to be made a Bride, 
A PJMi imfit for Prinesly Edwaid's skle.** 

Dbattov, Ei^i9k EenieaU BpMm. 

The wovdy indeed, was osed for a young woman, with special 
reference to the semal relation, but withont color either of good 
or iD, •■w^ was applied alike to the chaste <y»^ the nnfthast^fti 
The following passages from others of Shakespeare's plays are 
examples in point : — 

** Thair traasfoniMtioos 
Were nerer for apisos of beauty csier 
Kor in a way so chaste." 

Tfm If Mter^t TUe, Aet IV. Se. 4, Hae 81. 

Here the sense is, not ^were never for a piece of beauty,*' ele^ 
but ^ were never for apiece— of beauty rarer nor,** etc That, 
in the following passage from the same play, the word has 
tfns same meanings and not that of a piece of statoaiy work, 
which it has before in the same scenes would be plain withoot 
die confirming evidence of the fourth line (Act V. Sc* 8, line 
88):— 

"ZMNte. OrojalfftMt, 

There '• magic in thy majesty, which has 
My evils ooigar'd to remembranoe and 
From thf admirmg daughUr took the spirits^ 
Staadiag like stone with thee." 

In Henry the Sighthf the word oocors in the same sense (Act 

V.Sc.6,line27): — 

"An princely graces 
That mould np sach a mighty pteee as this is 
With all the rirtaes," etc ; 

tfie ^mi|^ity piece*' being a new4N>ni female child held in Ae 
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arms of iti godmotlier. The foDowing nuj be preeentod widii 
oatrenuffk: — 

" Hs, like a paUng eaekdld, woaU drink mp 
The leet end drcgt of a flefe temedpiMf.'* 

TVdAw amd Crtmda, Acfe IV. Be. I, line el. 

^ When M a lion's whelp iheU, to himfelf nnknown, wilhool i>alring 
find and he emhieoed by a jwaet of tender air/' etc. 

C$mbeUn§, Act V. 8c. 4. 

" When nators framed thii jMOf [Bfexina] the meent thee a good tomt 
therefofe »j whet a paiagon ihe is/' etc. Perielm, Act IV. Be. S. 

" Thon [Marina] art apteos of Yirtne ; 
I doobt not thy training hath been nobfe." 



It need haxdlj be eeid that the eoexirteiiee of the eeme word, 
ehiefl^ in the aenee, Kteral or metaphorieal, of a part, a fregmenti 
a sample, is not at all to the puipoee in the consideration of 
this question. 

In As Tau Like It, Aet L So. 3, after reading heretofoio 
with the folio, 

•"CdM. Bet fa all of tfds for year father t 
Boi. Ho, some of it fa lor py ehfldfls father^ 

I now read, 

*'Ko^ some of it fa for my/uftsr's Md.** 

The reaeons lor this change concern, first, the sense of die pae* 
■age, and, next, the anthority of the old copy. Further con- 
nderation has left me no donbt that Shakespeare would not have 
made Rosalind say ^my child's father.'' Not at all for the 
squeamish reasons wiiich have heen urged against the folio read- 
ing ; for that implies nothing wrong in Bosalind, and it is purity, 
or verily prudery itself, compared with many other things that 
she and Celia do say. In Shakespeare's day women of soundest 
and truest chastity were not afraid or ashamed to say that they 
expected and hoped to be made mothers by the men they loved. 
See what Perdita, daintiest, sweetest, shyest, of the opening buds 
in Shakespeare's flower4>ed of fair women, says direetly to her 
bver (Act IV. Sc 4) : — 

** No, like a bank for love to Ue and play on; 
Not like a corse; or if , not to he buried. 
Bat quick and hi mine anns^** 
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luKving jmt before 8iid ct him, in one o( ber moit endienting 
revelations of parity, 

^Illnotpiit 

The dibble in earth to Ml one slip of tbam; 

No more feben were I {Minted I woold wish 

This jronth ahoald say 't were well, and onlj therefore 

Deiire to breed bj me.'* 

And maaxj readers will remember the resentment of the yoong 
kdj in the old ballad, who, nrged to marry a man very moeh 
beneath her, dedares as one of the great eanses of her aversion, 
that she is nnwilUng ever to feel a chad's blood stir within her; 
which is mnch like Helen's speech, in AU'i Well thM JEnds 
WMj to the young lord whom she declines to choose : — 

^ Ton are too yoong, too happy and too good 
To make youaelf a eon ont of my blood." * 

An objection to the reading ''my child's fatiier'' ap«m tiie 
ground of Rosalind's chastity or delicacy is therefore nntenaUe. 
Shakespeare's chasto and delicate women never hesitate on 
proper occasions, and when they have the Uw on their ode, te 
confess to all the natoral impulses of their sex. Hie objection 
te it is simply that it is not the fitting answer to Celia's qoee- 
tion ; to which the spontaneons reply would be a reference by 
Rosalind to herself as her &ther^s child. Rosalind would have 
been likely to say, '' No, some of it is for my father's dangh- 
ter;" and it is more than poenble that here <<child" does 
mean daoghter. Bat, on the other hand, the folio has very 
pUinly ^ childes father." Well, my attitude towards the folio 
has been much changed by stady and reflection. My feeling 
towards it, and towards all publications of its kind and period, 
I may not be able to explain ; but I am sure that it is shared, 
or will be shared, by those of my fellow students whose opin- 
ion is most entitled to respect It is a mingled feeling, of en- 
tire lack of reverence for their anthozity, with a hesitation at 
disturbing the text found in them on the ground that it b 
strange, obscure, or otherwise unacceptable* A study of the 
dramatic literature of Elizabeth's time is apt to beget in the sto* 
dent the belief that almost any playwrig^ — even the greatest 
•—of that day was often content to write something that had 
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die mere misty oatUne of % powhle aeiuie^ and that would nm 
easilj off his pen and into his verse. Urns, althoiigh these eld 
play-books represent mannseripts stolen and patched and hetero- 
geneous, and are frequently printed in sach typographical dis- 
order that their texts haye not the slightest daim to nnqaestion' 
ing deference, the experienced reader feels that he may well 
hesitate at distorlnng what, notwithstanding its obscority, its ex* 
,travagance, or even its tameness, Shakespeare himself may have 
written. Time and reflection — none the less likely to lead 
aright, I believe, because I have not made the stndy of Shake* 
speare what is called a specialty — have led me to great distrust 
of most oonjectoral emendation. I do not feel quite sore of 
^'bisson mnUitade" {CcriaianuSy Act m. Sc. 1); nay, verily, 
I sometimes even donbt whether the dying Falstaff "^ babbled 
of green fields." In regolating the text of these plays, one too 
common mistake has been the assomption that what Shake- 
speare wrote was always comprehensible, not to say admirable; 
which— Shakespeare being the man he was, writing when he 
wrote, as he wrote, and for his purpose — is, to say the least, 
somewhat unreasonable and unwarranted. And this assump- 
tion, aided by the uneasy desire to discover an ever present 
moral purpose, or at least the constant evidence of a profound 
moral insist, on Shakespeare's part, has also led to much over* 
subtle explanation of his meaning in obscure or disputed pas- 
sages. I can now see that I myself have erred in this way 
heretofore. The cases are numerous, however, in which cor- 
ruption is so plain that all doubt and hesitation must be broken 
throuj^ and the hand of restoration and regulation be boldly 
applied. When this is to be done, and how, it is for the editor 
to decide , at his peril if his judgment and his sympathy with his 
author faiL Shakespeare's text has come to us in a condition 
that demands for its regulation such a combination of qualifica* 
tions, inborn and acquired, that a man with any fitness at ail 
for the task will perform it generally with much doubt of him- 
self, and yet sometimes with boldness. Rosalind's answer to 
CeUa's question seems to me an occasion of the latter sort^ 

• n* «oazM of tnor (of whloh I mjmSkt haro Non ■oorw of modern osamplM) wtf 
inbiibly tliif : ta^tfiahen ekikU ; nest e tnuuporitton in type, ckUdt/tukmi flneUy m 
MMHun oormtloit of this to dWfalM./iia<r. 
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Hofodei (Aei L Se. 4, liiie 36) fbniuhes a paange wUeh has 
given more tremble and oeeanon of oonjeetnral eritieiflm than 
any other in Shakeepeare't plays, one or two, perfaapB, ezeepted. 
In Mr. Fomess't admirable Variomm edition of this play, the 
nolM on this pamge, aUhongfa they are abbreriated as mneh as 
possible, fill, in yery small letter, six of those vast pages. The 
passage stands thns in the qoarto of 1604, in which only it is 

fatfwd • *"" 

"ThediBmofssIe 
Doth sU the DoUe sabstoaoe of s doubt 
To hit own Msiidle.*' 

It is first to be remarked that here ^ his " stands, as it oom* 
monty does, for «te, and represents ^' eale," whatever that may 
be.* I am sore that it is a mere irregular phonetie spelling of 
amZy which was often pronoonced esl, as dmil was prononnoed 
^ pronoonoed, indeed) iedy and written drn^ and as spirit was 
often pronoonced sprtety whether so written or not. If proof 
were needed that << eale'' is evUj which was pronoonced ed (or 
perhiqps even ajf), it seems to be fouid in the following passage 

of this very play : — 

"The spirit that I have seen 
Maybeaderil; sad the devil hath power 
T* asRuiie a pkashig shape," 



which is printed thus in the qnarto of 1604: — 

" The spirit that I haire sesne 
Maj be a dtaU and the dealt hath power 
T* sesame " etc. 



The three words at the end of the second line, **of a doobt,'' 
represent, I am sore, the compositor's misapprehension of the 
words oft oduUeTj obscurely written* Shakespeare oses ^ adol- 
lerate'* elsewhere in a similar sense, and adulter is foond, al- 
though rarely, in the literature of his time. This woold be the 



•lBejb«pudoii«tlarflMBtlMil^h«ra,wlMi*lfb FwraeM wtthwrt oonwiMiif — 
kw alivMly BMftioiMd, Ihftt la TCfMd to tb« woid tit tiM OMBbrMgs 8hak«qM^ 
bj WM. omiii^t ftOB Hi chmelnlillo eeoaaey. A with tlM poMMil^ mom and d*«, 
■imnwItH to Ow oM t«t, ewwMid flat to myditioo of the OoMedtw (whtoh wm yob- 
bihod to 18S7uidftmot7pod to 18W)towUoh the tooto to nfud to thii wocd wwo 
■leoSntMt forth. (AatowhiehMoftliothoooinptoiooditlottjMMwi.) Artinikrovw- 
•ISht«MifMtho*«dltioBtobodiUo«,to the GuiihrUlfo list, 18W-18a3, tortMMl of 1867- 
188S. Ite yoMiertiop pweedid by wnm jmn tho* not oaly of Mr. Wetter^ CHtiad Jte. 
•M«M«<M bot of othor oOltloai aaS wwtor to i^i0h MOM oditcie Man to haT» lifwAid 
aaetMtwto r . 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



xxn PREFACE. 

only iiifltaiioe of his use of it ; but what of that? He would not 
HBO ft word more than onee onlew he needed it more than once; 
and he has need many words bat onoe, indnding adulterer. 1m 
this ease rarity aided misapprehension. It seems to me that the 
whole context, with its suggestions of ** corraption ** and ^^ scan- 
dal," leads (in both words) to the reading that I have given} 
Hamlet's point being that a little evil oorrapts and adnlteratee a 
great deal of good*; jost as Marston's is in the following ooaplefc 
in his Scourge of VOlanie^ which famishes at once a oontempo- 
nuy instance of the word, and an example of its ose in predself 
the sense it has here : -— 



* Shall oock-hone fat-psmicht Milo stshie whole stocks 
Of wdMMrn sonlet with his adnlteiiiig spots." 



SoLlXL 



** So, oft it chances in partlcnkr men. 
That for some ndons mole of natnre in them, 



Canying, I taj, the stamp of one defect^ 

Being nature's lirexy, or fortune's star. 
Their virtaes else— be thej as pore as grace, 
As infinite as man mar nndaigo*— 
Shall in the general censure take corruption 
Btom that particular fault : the dram <rf eril 
IXyth all the noUa substance oft adulter. 
To his own scandaL" 

If, thns restored, it does not stand, by its own strength, on both 
feet, nothing that I coald say more would help it to stability. 

In Part L of King Henry the Fourth (Act Y. Sc. 1), the 
following paasage appears thns in the folio: — 

"•FaL BebeUion laj in his waj» and he f ound it 
iVtaos. Peace, chewet, peace I " 

Here ^ ehewet " has perplexed editors and commentators. It 
has been regarded by some as a form of ehouettez^oml, mean- 
ing that Falstaff was a screech owl ; others have taken it to be 
a diminative of eheughj and to mean a jackdaw, in which case 
the speech would have mach the same meaning as in the other, 
—a meaning which is not at all in keeping with the passage ; for 
the fat knight merely vents one of his lazy, pictoresque witti- 
cisms, and by no means the worst of them. He is impudent^ 
however, and the Prince rebukes him, applying to him an epithet 
■mch like others that he has used before. He has called him. 
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m pmioiM otctmnm, *'wm,*' "'ribs,'' «<k6eeh,'' and '^tdlow/' 
and here he eaiDs hnn ** saet»'' of whieh ehewet is a mere irregif 
kr phonetb spdling; mtet haying been pronoanoed shuetj as 
ttt^orwas (and is) pronounced skugoTf as stiAor was pronounced 
and sometiDies printed Mhootetf and as mrrah was pronounced 
$kirrah. So we have Mrrah for Hrrah in Zore's jCoiotir 's 
Loti (Aei V. Se. 1), as here ehewet for #0100^ or met.* The 
wovd was in use in Shakespeare's day ; but perhaps was not so 
as the other kindred terms whieh the Prince uses to 
; FalstalPs g r ea s y rotundity. 
The lolio of 1623 represents Queen Katherine (King Hmwy 
the Bighthj Act IV. Se. 2) as saying of Wolsey diat he was 

* one that, by iuggettloD, 
Tied an Oe Ungdom: timony was fair-play ; ** 

and tUs reading has been given in most recent editions. But 
here the sense of the context, and what is of hardly less impor- 
tance, Aat of the passage in Holinshed which Shakespeare was 
adi^ng to his dramatic purpose (and such passages in tale, 
phy, or ehronide are the best and surest guides to the true text, 
when it is doubtfol ; much better than any duotu$ UUrarum or 
acute eritical conjecture), both show that ^ tied ^ is a mere mia- 
print of tUhed. ^ This cardinal was of a great stomach, for he 
co mp ut e d himself equal with princes and by crafty iuggetUonB 
got into his hands tiMMMiaroife ^rsomifv ; he forced Utt^ 
ofijs.^ This suggestion is not my own, but Sir Thomas Han- 
mer's, who made the change nearly one hundred and fifty yearn 
ago. It has, however, of late been generally disregarded ; eno- 

neoQsl^y I <i»^ >>u^« 

In King Bicha/rd ths Second (Act m. Sc. 4) the ({iieen, 
after listening for some while to the Gardener^s censure of her 
husband's life, breaks forth, according to the folio, thus : «— 
* O9 1 am prsit to death thnnigh want of speaking/' 



icAbadbofhitelTHieh Mimd («4)aiidtliatof Jr. *8m mj Mmi. 

t qf StigHtk Fi9mmeiati0m fa tk» £2is«teiAaM lfr», wliieh ptMedad Mr. Aln- 
•■teSUit^ tUbonto irack on the mm fubJMt, In whiah thay tn rBpilntod in a Min*- 
wbta Mm i kit a d ianii. TImj hsf* lanmOly the MlYuiti«« off iMing raiiportM by Mr. 
aUif. AMn0pleiums«se0ptionbtA,MtowhiohMr.XlUfliMiitftoadmtttlii)tIbaT« 
MtibUilitd Hi I proDnndatlon ^ly in the nam* of the page In Lovt^t iMbcm^s LMt 
iMttk^ pnpOTlj JfiMf), an aiMpUon qnito inadmlfldbl«, Indeed imponfble. I bope to 
Sad tlBM Mid oeeiiiOB to aet forth the hnndrada of ezamplea whieh I had eoUeeted U- 

\ 9i tUe polBti of whieh It aeemed to ae niowiiy to elte onlj ti ] 
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Here '^pieet ** has hidierto been Msomed to be a phonetle epelk 
ing idpre88*df with «n alkurion to the old punidiment of press* 
ing to death. I regard it as merely the Bn^h use of the 
French j^rsa^ss ready, which was eommon in Shakespeare's 
tune. It occurs elsewhere in these plays, and woold be appro* 
priate in the month of a Frenchwoman. Chiefly, howerer, it 
seems more womanlike tosay, I am ready to die throoj^ want 
of speaking, than to refer to the ponishment infliotod npon a 
criminal for not speaking. 

The old ooines of these plays pre se nt difflcolties here and 
there in the prefixes of speeches ; which are in some cases plainly 
wrong, and in others, generally those in which minor person- 
ages axe involyed, the names of the actors. In most cases this 
eonfosion has been rectified with little troaUe and with general 
assent In All *s Well that JSnds Well, howerar, there is an 
instance which, althongh it involTCs two personages who are 
Tory nnimportant, has cansed perplexity, and has been the occa- 
iion of elaborate comment Act m. opens thns in the folio:— - 
•*nmHiik. Enur tkt Dukt ^Wlomm, tkB tw ^ t mtkm m wUh m intpt ^ fll i ri i llfwfc 
DnJtt. 80 that from point to pobt now yon have hsMEd 

The fancbuMotall xeaaons of this warn. 

Whose grest dedsion hath mnch blood Id forth 

And more thixsta after. 
iXorcf. Holy seemes the qnarrell 

Vpon your Gcaoet park : bladw sad f earafnii 

On the oppoeer. 
DmIw. Therefore we memaile mnch our Oosin Fnuwe 

Would b ao inst a boiineia, shnt his bosoms 

Againet onr borrowing prayers. 
FrwA E. Good my Lord, 

The reaaona of our state I cannot jfSiA, 

Bet like a common and an oatward man 

That the great figure of a Coonsaile frames 

By selfe unable motion, therefore dare not 

8ay what I think of it, sinoe I have found 

My aelfe in my inoertahi gronnda to falla 

As oflen aa I gueat 
Dith9. Be it his pleasure. 
Frmck G. But I am sure the younger of our aatoie 

That aurfet on their eaae, will day by day 

CooM here for Fhyaicke." 

In die next scene, which ia at Booiillon (it will be neces s ary 
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here for tbe reader to refer to the text of the play), Helen 
eemee in to her mother, and Ae stage direction in the folio 
is, ^^JSnter Helen and two OentiemenJ' Now thoee two gen- 
tlemen, who have brooght news of the departure of Bertram 
to the wars, are also designated in the folio prefixes to their 
speeehes as ""Frmch £." and ""Frmeh O.*' Afterwaids, in 
Scene 6, which takes place at the camp before Florence, we 
have, ^^ Enter Cawnt BoeeUlion and the Frenchmen as aJtfirzt^^ 
and the Frenchmen here are called in the prefixes ^ Captain 
J^." and ** Captain O." It seems quite nnnecessary to discnss 
or eyen to mention all the suppositions of which these prefixes 
have been the occasion, or the dispositions which have hereto- 
fore been made of the personages and the speeches. I shall re- 
mark only apon one notable misapprehension, — that the Firet 
Lord (^ 1 Lord ") in the opening of Act III., qaoted above, is 
one of the two Frenchmen, This is qoite inconsistent with the 
c<mditions of the scene and with the speeches. The Frendi^ 
men are manifestly envoys ; and they would not, could not, de- 
dare to the Duke, then and there, that his quarrel seemed holy. 
Indeed, one of them immediately says that hs has no right to 
express any such opinion. This First Lord is — very plainly, it 
would seem— a Florentine, and one of the Duke's attendants. 
Hence he is not called French E. or French G., but simply 
*' First Lord ; ** a common designation of persons of his sort 
He eehoes the sentiments of his master. Then the envoys speak. 
They afterwards leave the camp, where they learned Bertram's 
intention, and go to Bousillon. They join the Ftanch contin- 
gent of the Florentine army, which one of them says is likely to 
be large ; and when 4hey afterwards appear as soldiers they are 
given dieir military tides and designated as Captains. There 
are but two French lords or gentlemen in all the play. The 
letters S. and 0. are probaUy the first letters of the names of 
the actors who played these minor parts. The " 1 Lord" of 
the opening of Act HI. is merely an unimportant member 
of the Duke's suite. This regulation seems to be indicated by 
the incidents and the action of the scenes in question, and it 
removes all difBlcnlty. 

The only captive of Falstairs prowess (2 Henry ths Fourth, 
Act IV. Sc 3) has been hitherto represented in all modem 
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* editions as Sir John CdeviUe of the Dale. The point is one of 
very small importance ; bat that was not his name, nor is there 
anj anthority for that name. The rhythm of the lines in which 
his name appears reqnires three syllables ; and in the old text 
these are fomid. The name occurs eleven times in text and 
stage directions ; and in all of these it is spelled CoUevUe. In 
fact, the first syllable had nothing to do with eole. This person, 
a knight of an old Norman fiuuily, was a descendant of Gilbert 
de Collavilla, who came over, like the Slys, with ^* Richard Gon- 
qneror ; " and manifestly the two syllables of the first half of 
the name had survived in common speech, aUhongh in the course 
of five hnndred years a had been changed to «, and villa into 
vile. Moreover, Burke {HeraULry) quotes thirty-two faunilies 
entitied to bear arms as CoUevil or Colvil, and two as Colyvile, 
but not one Golevile. This, however, merely gives support to 
the evidence borne by the spelling of the old copies, by the 
rhythm, and by the origin of the name, upon this trivial point 
of literal accuracy. The pronunciation of the name was plainly 
CoUyvetL 

It has been said already that in this edition explanations of 
obsolete words and phrases, even when they pass the limits of a 
definition or a gloss, are necessarily made as brief as they may 
be, and be understood.. Cases which have proved inexplicable 
are simply confessed to be so. It is better to admit ignorance 
frankly than to beat about the bush that contains the invisible 
birds; nor is there any profit in chaffering over counterfeit 
knowledge known to be wortMess. And when I have differed 
from others as to the meaning of a word or phrase, I have 
simply given my own interpretation, without refuting or even re- 
ferring to what I deem the error of others ; which I mention 
because I have found that there is a sort of critic,— pedantic, it 
need hardly be said, (that is, not unlearned, but unwise,) — 
whose ideal of criticism is discussion, with the recital of prece- 
dent and the setting forth of authority, and who consequenUy 
infers that what is left unmentioned is unknown. It will be safe 
for such readers to assume that such errors as may offend them 
in my work are errors of judgment, rather than of ignorance. 

Conspicuous among the passages which perplex the editor 
of these plays, and which it seems beet to leave without at' 
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tempted emendation and widi litUe or no Temark, ib the toBmh 
iDginAU's WeUthatEnds WeU (Act IV. Sc. 2) : — 

" Diana. I see that men make ropes in such a icam 
That we 11 forsake oorselyes. Give me that ring." 

It seems to me that hope of restoration of this passage need not; 
yet be quite abandoned, because not only the immediate con- 
text, but the whole scene, points so unmistakably to what Diana 
may be expected to say. Thus far, however, there has been no 
appfoaeh to its rectification, nor to an acceptable explanation of 
it; and it is better simply to say so and pass on. Otherwise it 
might be remarked that perhaps ^^scarre" is merely searey 
which was so pronounced, and not infrequently so written, and 
that the word may not impossibly be here used in the sense of 
extremity ; although Shakespeare generally uses it in the very 
dear sense of frighten. 

In The Wtnter^$ Tale (Act IV. Sc. 3), the Qown, speaking 
of Autolycus, says he is " an admirable conceited fellow," and 
asks, '' Has he any unbraided wares ? " The generally accepted 
explanation of the strange word unJbraided is that it means 
honest, that may be trusted. It is certain that braid did mean 
deceitful, unsound. But is it natural that the Clown should ask 
partienlarly after sound wares, and use this word ? I think not. 
Moreover, hrcM has many senses. In addition to that already 
given, and to the common one, ^ weave, plait," Bailey (1726) 
gives '^ trim, finical," and ^ puUed out, drawn," and for hraidedy 
^ faded, lost its colour." And in Robert Greene's Sadagan in 
Dianam (1690) this word occurs in these lines : — 

" Dian rose with all her maids 
Blushing thus at lores braid$i " 

where I confess that I cannot find its meaning. Mr. Dyce sajrs, 
^eraft, deceits;" but Love on this occasion had been guilty of 
no craft or deceit, and therefore it is not surprising that he 
Mr. Dyce) adds ^' perhaps npbraidings." But how wide the 
difference between craft and upbraiding! In a case of such 
perplexity, it would be well, perhaps, simply to confess ignorance ; 
but it seems probable that the dramatist made the Clown blun- 
der among all these senses of tJie word, by asking for either em* 
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broidered or embraided wares (he knew not which), and sog^ 
gasting at the same time to the audience the senses trastworthj 
and onfaded, of which he himself was ignorant. This would be 
in Shakespeare's way. 

Henry VIII. swears (Act V. Sc 1) "by my holy dame;** 
and we are told by what it is the &shion to call " an anthority," 
not becaose of any special opportonities of knowledge on the 
part of the anthorily in qnestion, bat merely because he has pal 
all of Shakespeare's words, like Dundreary's night shirts, ^uk% 
wow," together with the much that he (in common with every 
English-speaking reader of Shakespeare) knows about nearly 
all of them, and the very little that he knows (and might be ex- 
pected to know) apbout the few points as to which there is any 
doubt, — we are told by this " aathority " that " holy dame " is 
the same as halidanu Not so. Heniy, when he swore by his 
holy dame, and others in like case, swore and meant to swear 
most distinctly by the Virgin Mary. He was in the habit of 
swearing by her ; and this Shakespeare did not forget, nor al- 
low his aadience to forget True there was a word luUidomy of 
which the origin was its two simple elements, and not holy 
and dame; but for this word holydams had been snbstitated 
(how ignorantly, or how otherwise, is not to die purpose), and 
it was not used as a corruption of halidom. To disregard this 
fact, and to insist that hclydame and halidom are the same, is 
sheer pedantiy. So by an affinity of sound other words and 
phrases had been substituted for those which they resembled in 
sound, and somewhat in sense. There is no doubt that yewis = 
certain, sure, is the original form of " I wis," and that the lat- 
ter was substituted for the former by mistake. None the less is 
it true thatit was substituted, and that Ittns was used for centa- 
ries by educated men to mean " I know," without any intention 
of saying yewis or yunt, correctly or incorrectly, or any thought 
of it or even any knowledge of it. So, because of a like resem- 
blance in sound, " good year " was substituted for goujeroj and 
those who used it meant to say good year^ and not goujero ; 
from which, indeed, they would have revolted. So with Ham^ 
let's " I know a hawk from a handsaw." There is no reason^ 
able doubt that in this phrase handsa/w occupies a place once 
filled by heironrghmo. But to ehange it for the latter worl 
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wbich has been done, is nn justifiable. Hamlet — that is Shake, 
speare and the people of his day — meant to saj handtata ; 
they were not ignoranUy blondering after heran^ha/w. To 
know a hawk from a handsaw had become an alliterative folk 
phrase, like not knowing B from a boU's foot ; the latter an- 
tiAesis having eome into use from the likeness of the pointed- 
bowed B in old MSS. (missals and the like) to die print of m 
neaf s foot in the ground. All these changes had taken place 
and were settled genemlions before Shakespeare wrote. Thqf 
were fixed phrases, with a welkmderstood meaning; just as 
nowadays bridegroom takes, and indeed long ago had taken, 
the place of Mdgum^ shamrfaeed of $hamofa8t, and adder of 
nadder. To teU readers of Shakespeare that holydame is the 
same as halidom^ I wis as ywis^ what the good year the same as 
what the goujeroy or hawk from a hamdsaw the same as hawk 
from a heronrehaw^ b pedantry in the absurd, mere Dryasdusts 
ism and pigeon4ioIing; and none the less absurd because pigeons 
holing, and even Dryasdustism, are useful and respeetaUe in 
their proper pkices. 

The old copies of Shakespeare's plays, including the folio of 
1623, — with which all anthorily for the text ends, — were 
printed Very carelesdy, if we judge them by our modem stand* 
aid of typography ; but they, and particularly the folio, were 
not printed without intelligent system. The typographical faults 
of the folio are the consequence of neglect and of defective 
proof-reading. For instance, proper names are almost invari- 
ably printed in Italic letter; and so are words and phrases in 
Latin and other foreign tongues ; for example, the whole of the 
dialogue in Henry the Fifth between the Princess Katherine and 
her gentlewoman, and even the senseless rubbish which is spoken 
te FaroUes in AU'$ WeU that Ends Well (Act IV. Sc. 1), and 
thelike. The punetuation is generally good; although much of it 
is bad, partly from heedlessness, partly from misapprehension. 
Upon one point the folio presents a notable approach to aocu^ 
racy, — the contracted forms of words used by the poet, which 
were generally those used by other writers of verse in hb day. 
The most frequent and most important of these are the contrao* 
tion of the preterite termination, ed, of the third person angular 
•f the present tense of the verb, ett^ the penultimato e in partici 
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plet and tabstanthrM, like goAeringi uritheringf ete., the a in 
words like power and flower. There are others ; bat these are 
the chief. Thej are in general caiefuUy observed in the folio i 
and the eifeet upon the riqrthm and flow of Shakespeare^s verse, 
and even of his prose, is of course considerable. To these is to 
be added the elision of n and e in the combinaiion in the. By 
modem editors this has generally been observed only as to the 
first word, to the suppression or modification of m oharacteristie 
trait of language. This combination was generally pronoonced 
not «* thSy bat simply ith. The contraction of the preterite is 
never indicated by some editors, who print the ed always in full, 
bat accent the e when the last syllable is to be pronounced, or 
mark it with a di»resis thus : fowourid or favoured. It need 
hardly be said that in both these cases the diacritical mark is 
perverted from its proper use. Others mark the contraction ex- 
cept in preterites in which the « is a part of the stem verb, 
such as hvOf move. Thos, however, they not only deviate from 
the printing of the folio and the practice of Shakespeare's time, 
bat fail to distinguish the contnM^ted from the uncontracted use 
of these preterites. For example, in the following coaplet the 
word moved in the first line must be contracted ; in the second 
it must have its full participial form and sonnd: — 

" If erer man wers mov*d with woman's moans, 
Be moTed with my tean, my sighs, my groans." 

Therefore the participle in the first line should not be printed 
without the mark of contraction. If we are to indicate pro- 
nunciation and rhythm by typographical form, in cases like the 
following u$^ and tired should be distinguished from ued and 

" That to my nse it might nnnsed .stay.** 
^ The beast that bean me tired with my woe." 
And if lines like the following were read with the pronuncialiQii 
sf our day, they would not be verse at all: — 
" Even till onf enoed desolation.'* 
Unless this is read, 

*< Bt^ tan unto-ced desolati-oo,** 
ft is no more a verse than, 

The early worm is the one the early bird catches s 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



PBEFACE. 

wbieh oooeentnOied exfmuaxm 61 the wisdom and eocperienod of 
ages becomes more riiyihmioal in the form. 

The diiggard worm escapes the eail j bird. 

Upon all these points, as already has been said, the folio is noi- 
Mj partieahur, ahhoogh of course not always exact; and in 
this edition it has been followed, except in eases of manifest 



In regard to one snbject, to which I had given no attention 
until just as this preface was going to press, it seems proper that 
I should here set forth the grounds of my decision. There has 
of late appeared a growing inclination to accept 2%6 Two NchU 
Kinsmen as, in a considerable part, the work of Shakespeare ; 
and it has been companioned with his plays in some recent edi- 
tions. In Mr. Dyce's, where it appears, I find it said that 
Coleridge and Walker (Mr. William Sidney Walker, I suppose) 
have unhesitatingly expressed their belief that Shakespeare was 
concerned in the composition of this play. In my judgment the 
opinion of neither of these writers is a good staff to lean upon 
in the consideration of such a question — Coleridge's even less 
than Mr. Walker's; and it appears that, although Mr. Dyce 
was '^perfectly convinced that portions of The Tuoo Noble 
Kinemen are from Shakespeare's pen," he included it in his 
edition chiefly for the reasons given by Mr. James Spalding in a 
letter upon its authorship. I have not yet seen Mr. Spalding's 
letter ; but as Mr. Dyce records that he assigns to Shakespeare 
the whole first act, the first scene of the third act, and the whole 
of the fifth act, except one scene (Sc 2), I took up the play again, 
not having seen it or thought of it since my only reading of it 
some years ago. Nevertheless, after reading it carefully once 
more, and re-reading it, I am very sure that Shakespeare did not 
write one scene of it, and had nothing to do with its construction. 
Kiefly, for these reasons : As a whole the play is wanting — 
wanting to poverty, and even unto death, in that embodiment 
and expression of the spirit of life which is the chief and the 
salient trait of Shakespeare's work. These people are not flesh 
and blood made glorious because we look at them through the 
great poet's eyes. They move before us with some stateliness, 
feut artificiaUy, as in a masque or a pageant There are none 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



xxxn PREFACE, 

of diose rimple utterances of simple thauglLt and feeling which 
come straight home to as from the lips of Shakespeare's grand* 
est men and women. I%i8 posing demigod says not one word 
like that which is thrown off in passing chance by Shakespeare's 
Theseus: — 

"Well none of that: that haTO I told my love 
In glory of my kinsman Hereokt 



That Is an old derice; and it was plsy'd 
When I from Thebes came last a oonqaeror." 

The next reason is akin to the foregoing, — the lack of ^ba^aMsr 
in the personages. It is not that the characterization is feeble: 
there is no characterization at aJL For example, except in their 
antagonistic relations, Falamon and Arcite, the two heroes of 
the play, are as like as two drops of water: alike in semblance^ 
alike in substance, alike in their reflection of the same forms and 
colors. And as to Emilia, Shakespeare would have made a truer 
woman, and a sweeter, out of a cheese-paring. The rhythm 
is not Shakespeare's, as I think any reader with a. feeling for 
rhythm will see by the following passage from Act Y. Sc 4,-— 
of course I confine myself to those parts of the play assigned to 
him by Mr. Spalding : — 

" There 's many a man alive that hath ontliTed 
The love o* th* people ; yea m the self-same state 
Stands many a father with hia child : some comfoit 
We have by ao considering ; we ezpue 
And not without men's pity; to liye still 
Have their good wishes ; we prevent 
The loathsome misery/' etc* 

Indeed, in all these scenes there is none of Shakespeare's strong, 
free flow of thought and language, not one impulse of that 
mighty tide on which he himself was sometimes borne away 
from self-restraint and reason ; nor is there any of his glow, in 
which there always flushes the tint of warm human blood. And 
as to grace and sweetness of style, — mere euphonious use of 
words, there is in these scenes not a litde that is more ox less 
Eke the following, which is from the scene most like Shake 
ipeare in all the play : — 

• X liftvw eight puMfM marked in those eight seenes for thii spUoed rhytha. 
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" preMnts me with 
A hnee of bones ; two sach steeds migbt w«ll 
fie &y a pair afkingt bad^d in afidd 
That thdr cn»n'§ titles tried.** 

Act m. Sc 1. 

WiU anj one who hath ears to hear, except sach as would bo 
fteedleesfy lengthened hj ApoUo, believe that William Shake- 
peare wrote those lines ? Moreover, there is in these seeneSf aa 
in the rest of the plaj, an ahnost entire absence of the oonfnsed 
eonstraction and the wresting of words even to perversion which 
are as proper to Shakespeare as his fancy or his homonr. The 
pUy is cleanly eonstmcted in its sentences and intelligibly wriU 
ten from beginning ^to end. In brief, its style lacks altogether 
both Shakespeare's transcendent beanties and his striking fauilts 
of detaiL In a few passages it has the air of an imitation of 
Shakespeare, as Giolio Romano might imitate Raphael ; and as 
in one case, so in the other, it is barely possible that the great 
master's pencil may have toached the canvas here and there, 
and left apon it a stroke of lig^ or a flash of beaaty. In addi- 
tion to these considerations there is another fact, minate in its 
natare, bat not therefore of small importance in the determinar 
lion of sach a question as that before as. There are in these 
scenes fifteen words which are never nsed by Shakespeare in ^ 
his aathentic plays : preeipUaneey vigUatingy martiaUstj fiurtedy 
nb = akin, aperancej importmenty dividual = separate, oj)- 
posed, Umiterf prewam, MdM = married, gkbif=:rouad and 
protuberant, |x»r^=ear, eaikins (of a horseshoe), jadery. It 
is nothing against oar acceptance of a word in one of iShake- 
speare's plays that he has not used it elsewhere ; for a single ase 
merely implies a single need ; bat that in writing eight scenes 
of one play he should have used fifteen words which are not 
found in aJl his other plays together is to me quite incredible. 
For the reasons which have been here set forth I cannot agree 
with those who would receive any part of The Two NMe 
Kinamen within the Shakespearean canon. 

It win be seen from the foregoing pages that if a faU discussion 
of every cridcal question, every amended reading, and every 
g^oes, whether proposed by the present editor, or adopted from 
ethers, were undertaken, the number of these volumes would 
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have to be multiplied at leart bjfbnr : and that withoat any real 
gain to the reader of Shakegpeare. Soch diseiusions are, to 
some extent, necessary in their proper places, and they have a 
certain interest for a small class of readers ; bat they are a 
very barren, rootless, parasite form of literature, and of such 
literary pottering the less ihe better ; the supply should be lim- 
ited by the absdato necessily. Finally, as to this all-impor- 
tant, and almost only-important, matter of the text, I can now 
do no more than beg the reader to accept my assurance that it 
has received in the most minute particulars my careful atten- 
tion ; and that I have made no change of a letter or of a pdmt 
without consideration. I need hardly say that in the course of 
my work I have consulted the principal editors and critics of 
Shakespeare, past and present ; and among the latter I may, 
without invidious distinction, name the Cambridge editors, Wil- 
liam O. Garke (now no longer living) and W. Aldis Wright, 
LL. D., who have laid all after editors and critical stadento of 
Shakespeare under obligations to them forever. In writing 
again the life of Shakespeare, I have had the advantage of 
having at hand Mr. Halliwell-Fhillips's lately published Out- 
lines j without consulting which no one will hereafter presume 
to write upon that subject In this brief sketch — the life of 
Shakespeare can be but a sketeh — of necessity noHung more is 
attempted than the bare recital of facto in chronological order. 

It only remains for me to express die hope that this edition 
may meet the wants and receive the approval of those in whose 
interests it was undertaken, — the general readers and loving 
students of Shakespeare. 

E.G.W. 
STUTvasAKT Squabb, 

Nbw Toax, 27th SepUmber^ 1883. 
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Ov the penonal life of the author of these pUys and poems 
we knoir very littloi bat qnite as much as we could reasonably 
ezpeet to know of a man who was of very hmnble birth, of no 
political or social importance, who was neither a soldier nor a 
eharchman, and who lived three hondred years ago. 

The name Shakespeare is an old one, it baring been discov- 
ered in a docunent dated A. d. 1278, a time when surnames 
were rare.^ The nmnber of those who bore this name seems to 
hare been always oomparatiyely small; nor have they been 
widety distribated. They are most frequently heard of in War- 
wiokdiire ; but even there they did not form a family with a 
coherence and a settled place of abode. They were yeomen, and 
not yeomen of substance and established position, but little above 
the peasantry ; small farmers mostly, although some of them were 
small traders. In the reign of Edward VI. (a. d. 1547-1663), 
one of these Shakespeares, named Bachard, was a tenant farmer, 
witb a cottage and a little land, in the very small and obscure 
village of Snitterfield, Warwickshire. He had two sons, Henry 
and John, the former of whom lived his life in Snitterfield. 
Tlie latter went to the neighboring borough4own, Stratf ord-on* 
Avon, and set himself up in the glover's trade ; and in the year 
1652 he was living there in a hired house in Henley Street. 
like most other persons in his condition of life at that time, he 
turned his hand to getting an honest penny in any way, and 
dealt in wool and in com. He became a thriving and a rising 
man, and was chosen to fill various town offices, until in 1561 

* It mmaM to dm mort than doabtfhl tiMt tlw umM it of maitUl origin, mMaing 
Aateipwr. I iMp^ct that it was a triiyllable, ymaauaot A »hdk'€9-p9r or »hak-e»-pw; 
ad that It beouaa iint «AaqMr, and then dutke-tpear^ tbrougli the teadenoy to perTtir- 
ficatcwMfd ■laplo inimiiwg wbtch lacomaaop in rtgwd to ■ornanwii —B. O. W. 
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he WB8 made one of the Chemberlaiiif of the bonmgfa, and at 
laet^ in 1668, High Bailiff. 

Stratf ord-on-Avon was at thia time a yery dirty litde plaeey 
with a few hundred inhabitants ; let us hope that among the 
many dirty little plaoes then scattered over England, there was 
none dirtier. The streets were filled with mod, slops, and all 
sorts of fool refose, indnding dang4ieaps. Of the latter assem- 
blages of filth, a certain number were pablidy recognised and 
allowed in specified places ; and yet the Stratford folk were so 
careless of cleanliness that they would Uudly let these heaps 
gather in the streets before their houses. Al^ogh one of the 
permitted sUrqumaria was not far from his door, John Shake- 
speare offended in this way beyond bearing, even in such aris- 
ing man, and was fined therefor. The Stratford folk were also 
very rode and ignorant. Few even of the best of them could 
write their own names ; and among those who eould not was 
John Shakespeare. 

In the year 1557, four years before he was made Chambeiw 
lain, John Shakespeare married Mary Arden, the youngest 
daughter of Robert Arden, a fairly rich yeoman farmer in 
the neighboriiood, who had died a few months before. Mary 
Arden had inherited by her father's will, some money, a little 
estate of sixty acres, called Ashbies, and the rerersion of another, 
called Wilmecote; and thus, considering John Shakespeare's 
condition in life, he had married an heiress. Tha influence of 
money in obtaining the esteon of the world and social considera- 
tion was soon apparent in this instanoe. The husband of Mary 
Arden entered immediately upon his upward career in the 
borough and from being called simply Shakespeare, and then 
John Shakespeare, in the town records, he came to be called 
Master John Shakespeare. 

In 1556 he had bought, for £40, the house and land on which 
he lived in Henley Street (mortgaging it, however, it would ap- 
pear, for its full Yalue) ; and there, in April, 1564, was bom to 
him a son, who was baptized William on the 26th of that month. 
We know the day of his baptism, but not that of his birth. The 
custom of the time makes it quite certain that the birth preceded 
the baptism but a very few days ; and Mr. HaUiwell-Phillips, 
the highest authority upon such a question, says that it took 
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place ^upon or ahnort immeduitely before the twenly-eecond 
day of April, 1564, but most probably on that Saturday." For 
two years William was an only child ; then a second son was 
bom, who was named GKlbert He became a haberdasher in 
London. Of John Shakespeare's other children, it is only ne- 
cessary to remark that one, Edmund, also went to London, and 
became an actor at the Globe Theatre. 

lliere was a grammar school at Stratford, and it is highly 
probable that William Shakespeare went to this school for a 
while in his early boyhood. The language which was taught at 
this school was Latin, nothing else ; and Shakespeare's writings 
show some knowledge of that language, with some remembrance 
of the grammar4M>oks generally used at such schools in die reign 
olElixabethandlongafter.^ John Shakespeare's litde prosperity 
was, however, short4iyed : he got into trouble ; he was obliged 
to mortgage his wife's few acres at Ashbies, and it appears tliat 
his eldest son was taken away early from school to begin to 
earn his living. When he was about fifteen or sixteen years old, 
he was apprenticed to a butcher. Tliere was a tradition that 
''when he killed a calf he would do it in high style and make a 
speech ; " but this is probably an ornamental flourish, in honor 
of his after reputation. Tradition does not speak of him as an 
industrious i^yprentice, nor as a model youth ; rather that he 
was *' given to all unluckiness," to ill company, and to deer-steal- 
ing. One item in his unluckiness, the circumstances of which 
support traditionary censure on other pcnnts, was that, when 
he was a penniless youth of eighteen, he married Anne Hath^ 
way, a woman of twenty-six, the daughter of Richard Hatha- 
way, a small yeoman &rmer, in the hamlet of Shottery, hard 
by Stratford, and that Mistress Anne's first child (a danghter, 
named Susannah) was bom within about five months of her mar- 

1 The fooBdallM of l4itte te iMh Mbooto M ttM* rt Slntf oi« WM 
and eoBfWHtioii booka, altar widdh tlie bojs raad Saaaoa, Tsranoe, Oioaro, Virgil, 
PlMtw, Ovid, and Hocaoa. In tha Bodlalaii Ilbruy ia a copy of Orid'a MataoiofphoMa 
wifk *• W» Sh* ** OB tha tttla-paga, whleh maj taava baao Shakaapaaw^a oooa. His 
ariioniniaaraifi , Holol^niaa and Sir Hugh ETaaa, latd thalr oopTMraaUon with acrapa d«awa 
Iram tha aeboolbooka wbtoh ShakaaiMan uaad. Jamaa BaaaaU LowaD, fai hia Bkak^ 
tpmn (Moa JVbra, liaaarda an opinion that Sbakaapaara mada naa of an adltlon of tha 
O iaa fc trafadlana, Qra^A af ZdOM^ and Ina tan oa a aavaral planaibla pavanaUana In anp- 
poitofUaaoQjaatim. Tha ehiaf ancllah hook aoaaarfUa to him waa tha Blbla, and hk 
taavMBt aaa of BIhUaal phnaaa haa lad to tha pablkirtlon of wliola hooka daalsBad to 
point oat hb faBdahtadMai to tha BMa and Inriltarity with ik 
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riago, which did not take pkee in her own paruh and upon 
pnblication of banns, bat by speinal lioenBe, and at Bome remote 
churchy which diligent search has not yet discoyered. 

In 1585 twins (who were named Hamnet and Jadith) were 
bom to this needy, improvident couple ; and this is the last fact 
in regard to William Shakespeare that we know with any ap- 
proach to certainty for many years. 

We next hear of him in London ; but when he went there, 
and why, we know but yaguely, and only by inference assisted 
by tradition. Tradition says that he poached on the grounds of 
Charlecote, the beautiful residence of Sir Thomas Lucy, near 
Stratford ; and that, being treated severely by the kn^ht, he 
wrote a lampoon upon him, and set it up on the gates of Charle- 
cote Park ; whereupon Sir Thomas's wrath was so hot against 
him that he fled from Stratford, and hid himself in London.^ 
Something of truth there probabfy is in this ; but to William 
Shakespeare, the son of a ruined village tradesman, the husband 
at twenty-one of a wife nearly thirty, and the father of three in- 
fant children, without a business, without a pound that he could 
call his own, there were necessary no motives of extraneous ori- 
gin to drive him to London to seek his fortune. Forseven years 
(from 1585 to 1592) we are without authentic information of 
any kind in regard to him. But tradition, which is strongly 
supported by probability on all points, says that he reached Lon- 
don in such poverty that he lived at first by holding the horses 
of gentlemen who rode to the theatre ; that he afterwards b^ 
came a senritor in. Burbage's theatre, — a prompter's attendant, 
or, in plain words, a call4>oy. The author of Hamlet, King 
Lear J and OtheUo a call-boy, at the age of twenty-one or twenty- 
two years, in a rude, roofless theatre, were indeed a sight for 
gods and men.' During these seven years when he was eating 

1 sir ThoniM Uiqy to doobtlMi OHlMitaVBd In JiuUoe Bh^ 
Jitnv Wioet ^ WtndMr. lb. Lm mwm to tUnk tlMfe BlakMp«m, on iMrlar Stnfe* 
fozd, did not go immodtotely to London, and qiootw WUltom BaoBton, % MvantMnth 
oontory Mtor, who zomMnbortd bfanring that ho had baan for a tfana a oonmkry aohool- 



* It la apparent that Barbafa*a oompaay, looaaly ao-oallad, had lor Iti patron tlia Sail 
of L eloaate r , oana after hto death wider the patronage of the Sari of Darby, and there- 
after waa known aa the Lord Chamberlain'a oompany* nntU upon the aooaedon of Kfaig 
Jamea L, it waa known aa the king*a Playera. To tiito oompeny Uiakeepeare appeara 
to h*Ta been attached the greater part of hto Ufe, and In it to have aeqvMI great dtoi 
an aotor, apart from hto rapalation aa a ^tojwright. 
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the bitter bread of poyerty, he miut hsre f ootid tune to obtain 
some knowledge of books (of whieht ezoept BiUes and the eehool- 
hoiue gramman, there were probably not a dozen in all Strat- 
ford, and of which he coold haye learned nothing from his 
mother, for she, like his father, conld not write even her own 
name), and then toshow off eetively his powers as a writer. For 
in 1592, Robert Greene, dying of debanehery, and eaten np with 
enyy in his sonl, as in his body with disease, thus aJlndes to him, 
professing to warn his fellow playwrights against aetoi^4uithors : 
'^Tmst them not, for there is an npstart erow, beaatified with 
our feathers, that with his lygers heart wrapt in a players hide 
supposes he is as well able to bombast oot a blanke verse as the 
best of yoo, and being an abeolote Johannei faeMum is, in his 
own eoneeit, the onely Shake-soene in a eoontrie." In this in- 
▼alnable ebollition of spleen we have manif esdy a satirical trav- 
esty of die line, 

" O tiger*a heart wnipp*d in a woman's hide,'* 

in the Third Part of Kinff Henry the Sixth; and hence it is 
erident that all the three parts of that series of Histories were 
written before 1592, and that Shakespeare was known asharaig 
been more or less concerned in their composition. It also shows 
him to OS working his way in the theatres by being ready to 
torn his hand to anything, and that the attention attracted by 
his writing had excited the malicioos envy of the mean-eooled 
among the dramatists of the day, whose hate was farther pro- 
voked by a conscioosness of soperiori^ on his part, which he 
could not wen keep wholly hidden. Bot Shakespeare had also 
won admirers and made friends among the more generoos. This 
we know by the testimony of Henry Chettle, who had edited poor 
Greene's pamphlet, whidi was poblished after his death. Shake- 
speare was of coarse annoyed by Greene's derogatory fling ; and 
Chetde, soon afterwards pabUshing a book of his own, called 
Kind Hearts Dream, took occasion to refer to the matter and 
to say, '* I am as sory as if the originall fault had beene my 
fault because myself e have scene his demeanor no lesse civil 
than he exelent in the qualitie he professes ; besides divers of 
worship have reported his oprightness of dealing which argoes 
his homty, and his facetioos grace in writing that approves his 
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art'' Chetde probaUy made his apology as handsome as he 
coold ; but it leaves no room for doubt that Shakespeare at that 
time was respected professi o naJly and as a man. Already, too, 
he had began to attract the favorable notice of those in the 
higher ranks of life. The words *' of worship " have a specific 
meaning, and refer to persons among the nobility and gentry. 
One other word here needs remai^ — faoetioas : it does not 
mean jocose, bat daintQy skilfaL 

What Chetde says comports with, and seems almost to have 
relation to, the next fact that we have to record in Shakespeare's 
life, — the publication of his first book, VmMtaauLAdania^ which 
appeared in the next year, 1693. Its dedication to the Earl of 
Southampton, although apparently not requested nor authorized, 
makes it plain that the yoong nobleman had shown sufficient 
kindness of disposition toward the poet to cause the latter to fed 
that he might Ycntare upon the compliment without fear of a re- 
buff.^ This poem, although it is the least meritorious of all its 
author's writings, at once gave Shakespeare a high reputation. 
Poor as it is, it was praised by critics who make no allusion to 
its writer's plays. The reason of this is that at that time, before 
Shakespeare wrote his masterpieces, plays were not regarded 
as literature, but were looked upon merely as ephemeral work, 
done for money, to furnish amusement to a heterogeneous pub- 
lic To this work and to his business as an actor Shakespeare 
now gave himself up wholly if not heartily; and his life, so 
far as we know anything of it, was without other incident for 
twenty years than acting, writing plays, and getting money. 
To Venus and Adonis he added, in 1594, his poem Lucrece; 
and these two works were regarded by his contemporaries as 
those upon which his chief claim to literary reputation rested.* 
HiB Sonnets were written for private circulation only : what was 

siheSvlolBoiitlMMqitanwMinbtolwiBtMhjvwafttlilatii^ HAWMWtnotdl- 
BuflyluHMlwBMinbiijoiiifeh; a giwt ftiTorlto at eonrt; Indeed it wMthroofh an intrlgiw 
wtth KUabeth Yemon, e oomt iMMty, wbom he eeeraOy Banied, the* he Ml under 
the Qaeen'e dhpleaere, and aofferad tram It tfaraugh the mneinder of herraigB ; end 
he led efterwerd e life of adTenftue, «akli« gnat Intereit In Yii«iiiiis when hie naoM 
■arvlne In Hampton and Hampton Bonda. Throoghont hJa oaner he waa an ardent 
lonr of letten and the piaj, and ft patron of wilten and aoton. 

••• Ho fewor than aanneditiona of Famw appeared betweoi 1094 and laoS; an eighth 
lQllo«ndfail617. Lnoroee aohlend ft fifth edMoa In the year of BhakMpaon'i death.** 
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the iiM»tiYe of the greater number of them must ever remain a 
mystory. From what we know of Shakespeare's relation to bis 
work, and to work in general, and from oar knowledge of the 
habits of the time, it is probable that, with all his facility of 
pen, he did not write so many verses without a gainful purpose 
in regard at least to some of them. 

In Angust, 1696, Shakeqpeare's only son, Hamnet, died, and 
was buried at Stratford on the 11th of that month. We do not 
know that Us father was present at the fnneraL^ He seems to 
have been living at this time in lodgings near the Bear Garden 
in Sonthwaxk. Aboot this time there was an application to the 
Herald's College for a grant of arms to John Shakeqpeare ; and 
a draft of a grant was made in Oetober, 1696. John Shake- 
speare was now, howeyer, in saeh distaress that he was keeping 
oat of the way of the service of process for the collection of debts 
which he coald not pay. Tliere is no record of any endeavor to 
lelieFe him on the part of his prosperous son ; bat we may be 
sore that the expense of this attempt to make the father a gen« 
tieman of coat armor was borne by him, who, if it had been sao- 
eessfol, would in consequence haye been a gentleman by descent. 
Looking forward a little to the conclusion of this matter, we 
find that in 1599 the attempt was renewed; and it was then pro- 
posed to impale the arms of Arden with those to be granted to 
John Shakespeare, there bang an ancient family of Arden in 
Warwickshire. With this, however, Robert Arden, the father^ 
in4aw of John Shakespeare, had no traceaUe connection. The 
project of impalement was abandoned, althou^ there was a 
drawing or ''trick " made of the proposed escutcheon, which is 
still preserved. But no record of the confirmation of the pro- 
posed grant exists; and the arms which are emblaaoned above 
the poet's tomb are a distinction to which he had no right. As 
no one else had a right to them, however, his use of tfiem was 
not diqmted, except by the protest of some gentlemen who cen- 
sured Clarencieux, King at Arms, for his recklessness in grant- 
ing coat armor to various unfit persons, including John Shake- 



. Lm tUalEt Ikat SlmkMpMn ntanMd to ainfeford in 1006, mUaff hii bdtof 
tte nvkad etaBfft Umd imdaoad fai fto BftOn of fto poek Mid his 
ImOfy. B«fatbwiiMrtltoT«doftlMltfd4iSle«lliMlniHiidi]MWM«Bte^^ 
I Bhrtwpwif wu in Strafeford •v«ry ytar. 
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tpeasre. The anus of WUHam Shakespeare, like those of many 
another man sinoe, are spnrioiu, a mere pretentioiiB sham.^ 

In 1597 the poet bought for hia owniresidenoe a large and 
handsome house in Stratford, called New Place, — the largest 
and handsomest in the town. There were grounds of moderate 
size attached to it; but the house was described some years before 
as '' in great ruyne and decay and unrepayred," whence prob- 
ably the comparaliYely small price, £60 (equal to about $S600 
now), for which it was sold. There is a tradition, mentioned by 
Bowe on the authority of Davenant, and by Oldys in his diary, 
that at the time of this purchase, and to enable the poet to make 
it, his patron, Lord Southampton, presented him with £1000. 
But although it is yery credible that Southampton did giye 
him the money with which to make the purchase, the largeness 
of the sum mentioned — equal to $60,000 now — and the fact 
that not one tenth of it was needed for the purpose named 
make it probable that a cipher was added to the true figures, 
and that the gift was £100, which would have bought New 
Place and possibly put it in good order. 

Shakespeare was now, however, a moneyed man, and had the 
reputation of being so.' There is a letter in existence, dated 
April 24 (O. S.), 1697, urging one Richard Quiney, a Strat- 
ford man, to induce Shakespeare to buy some land in Shot- 
tery (the little Tillage, near Stratford, which produced Anne 
Hathaway) ; and in the same year Quiney wrote a letter to the 
poet, asking the loan of the considerable sum of £30, — equal 
to more than S1600 now, — for which he offers the good securi^ 
which he evidently assumes would be expected. It is remark- 
able that the only existing letter or manuscript which we know 
was ever in the hands of the author of Momeo and Juliet and 
of Hamlet is this application for a loan of money, in the way 
of business. 

The next fact of Shakespeare's life as to which we have any 
information is creditable to his penetration and to his good 
nature. There is a tradition, recorded by Rowe in 1709, that 
Ben Jonson's best comedy. Every Man in hi$ Humour y had 



610L 
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been offered to the players, and was aboat to be rejeetod, when 
Shakeqpeare happened to see it, and, disooYering its merit, re- 
commended its performance, and that be afterwards continned 
bis support of Jonson, who then began to write for the company 
of which Shakespeare was a member. Oroff Ben afterwards 
said that he '^ loyed the man " who, tradition tell us, did him 
this service.^ 

In 1601 John Shakespeare escaped his creditors very effectu- 
ally by going into that bankruptcy that pays all debts, and 
was buried at Stratf ord-on-Avon on the 8th of September. Of 
the death of the poet's mother I belieye no record has been 
discovered.' We know nothing of her, except that she could 
not write her name, and that she enjoyed the confidence and 
love of her &ther, which was shown by the terms of his wilL 
Shakespeare's wife was not mentioned in her father's will, and, 
as we shall see, narrowly escaped not being mentioned in his 
own. 

Shakespeare wentcm adding to his landed property. In May, 
1601, he bought one hundred and seven acres from the Combes, 
paying for them £320, — equal to nearly $20,000 now, — and 
in September, 1602, he bought a cottage and garden near New 
Place. 

The death of Queen Elizabeth in 1603 deprived Shakespeare 
of his most illustrious admirer, to the glories of whose reign he, 
however, added largely. It is remarkable that, among the many 
poetical tributes to the Virgin Queen which were elicited by her 
death, there was not a line from the facile pen of Shakespeare^ 
And yet, perhaps, it is not remarkable. Nothing was to be 
gained by such an exercise of his craft ; and Shakespeare seems 
to have worked only for profit When her successor made his 
triumphal entry to the capital, marching from the Tower to 
Westminster, there were in his train the nine actors who had by 
special license been made the king's players, ^'His Majesty's 
Servants." Each of them was presented with four yards and 
a half of scarlet doth ; a customary allowance. What the mas- 



1 Ib ftolM of tlMwe who took port Ib the otiginol porfonnaooos In 16B6 of Svtrff Man 
ioMf Ammut, Shikoipeoio'o nomo ftMido int. 
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ter of New Plaee and the hndlord of the other aeree in his 
TK^taesnon, who was at this time deseribed ** in any bill, war- 
rant, quittance or obligation" as ^Master William Shake- 
speare of the eoonty of Warwick, gentleman," did with his 
four yards and a half is a litde question not without enrious 
interest 

Shakespeare went very rarely, it would seem, to Stratford- 
on-Avon ; but he was thore in May, 1603, when he brought suit 
against one PhiHp Rogers for £1 16#. lOd, Rogers owed him 
£1 Ids. lOd, for mah sold at several times, and, moreover, had 
borrowed 2f. of him; and having been aUe to pay only 6s. of 
the debt, Shakespeare sued him for the remainder. In July the 
poet bought an unexpired lease of the tithes of Stratford, Old 
Stratford, Bishopton and Weloombe, four near4ying parishes, 
for which ho paid £440, — equal to about $26,000 now, — a pur- 
chase which was very advantageous pecuniarily ; for it brought 
him a yearly income of £60, — equal to about $S600 now, — 
and added g r eat l y to his importance as a local magnate. There 
was a story that in Shakespeare's Stratford journeys back and 
forth he used to stop at the Crown Inn at Oxford, which was 
kept by one Davenant, who had a very handsome wife, and that 
he thus became the father of that fourth or fifth rate poet and 
playwright, Sir William Davenant. But this bit of gossipping 
scandal has upon it all the marks of fabrication, and may be dis- 
missed without further remark. In 1608 we find the poet again 
suing a townsman, by name Jotm Addenbroke, and recovering 
in February, 1609, £6, witii £1 4s. costs. But the defendant 
having fled, he could not be imprisoned ; and thereupon the 
author of The Merchant of Venice proceeded against one 
Homeby, who had given bail for Addenbroke. 

All this time Shakespeare had gone on acting parts of gen* 
eral utility, and adding play to play and thereby pound to pound. 
Of the times at which he produced his plays we know, in most 
cases, only by inference from external and internal evidence ; a 
subject which is treated in detail in the introductory remarks to 
each play in this edition* His last dramatic woik seems to have 
been King Henry VIILy which was brought out in 1613, when 
he had retired from the stage, and was probably living at New 
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Flaoe.^ NeverihalesBy in March of that year he boaght a dwell- 
in^Jioiue in London for £140.* It was not far from the Black- 
friars Theatre ; the first story was boilt over a gateway ; and it 
stood in a small plot of huuL This housC) the only property 
that Shakespeare is known to have possessed in London, was 
destroyed in the great fire of 1662. 

The only story that hae come down to ns of Shakespeare's 
personal life dining his long residence in London is one of am- 
orous adventore. At that time, and for long afterward, it was 
a custom, among those who coold afford to pay for the priyi- 
lege, to. sit on the stage, and there to talk with the actors when 
they were not engaged in performance. One afternoon, when 
Bichard Borhage, the great actor of the day, was playing Rich- 
ard EEL, a part in which he won high favor, a woman among 
this stage audience — not a gentlewoman, but what Pepys might 
haye called a she-citizen — asked him to sap with her after the 
play was over. Shakespeare, who was also acting that day, 
overheard the invitation, and, hastening away after the fall of 
the curtain, presented himself at the appointed place, and suc- 
ceeded in persuading the fair citizen to accept his company in- 
stead of his fellow player's. When Burhage knocked at the door 
he was informed through the key-hole in a voice not unfamiliar 
to him, that '^ William Conqueror was before Richard." The 
story fits too well the habits and customs of the time and the 
personally of those who figure in it to be rejected as made out 
of whole doth. 

The last that we hear of Shakespeare, before the closing 
scene of his life, is his being involved in a project for the en- 
closure of a large part of the common-fields at Stratf ord-on- 
Avon, to which the Stratford folk were strongly opposed, 
because of the injurious effect it would have upon their agri- 
culture, and particularly upon the interests of the agricultural* 
laborers. The project originated with William Combe, the 
squire of Weleombe, who '' tormented the poor and coaxed the 
rich " into acquiescence. Among the rich people who supported 

\ tlMft SlmkMpMn took op Id* midflnM pamMMntlj in 8«nt> 
I to Join BoUmqb, It to inftntd tteft h» 
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the rieh squire was William Shakespeare; and letters of re* 
monstrance were written and visits of deprecation paid to him 
about the matter; in vain, it would seem, for he still sided 
with the squire. But in the end Welcombe and Shakespeare 
and the rest were defeated, and the common land was not en« 
closed. 

Shakespeare died in 1616, when he was but fifty^two years 
old. His last illness was brought on, according to tradition, in 
this way : In the spring of that year, Ben Jonson and Michael 
Drayton visited Stratford-on-Avon, and Shakespeare and they 
drank so much wine together at one of the taverns that, on their 
way to New Place, they lay upon the ground all night, with the 
consequence to Shakespeare of a fever, of which he died on 
Tuesday, the 23d of April. This story is quite in accordance 
with the habits of the time, and the tradition, as Mr. Halliwell- 
Fhillips says, may probably be relied upon ; but the fever, we 
may be sure, was caused by the filthy and unsanitary oondition 
of the town in which the poet lived. His funeral took place on 
the 26th of April, when his remains were laid in the chancel of 
the beautiful parish church of Stratford, in the record of which 
his baptism had been entered, on the next day of the same 
month, fifty4wo years before. His body was buried in the 
chancel, not because of his literary distinction, but because that 
was the rightful and customary burial-place of the owners of the 
Stratford tithes, — a reason much more pleasing to him. Upon 
the stone over the grave were cut these now well-known Unes, 
which tradition assigns to the poet's own pen : — 

*' Good frond for lesiu sako f orbesre 
To digg the dwwt enoloMod kease 
Bleote be the man that aparca theae atonea, 
And oiizat be he that moToa my bonea." 

* Shakespeare, we may be sure, had no fear that his body 
would be removed to Westminster Abbey or elsewhere, because 
he had written Handet and King Lear. What he dreaded (if, 
indeed, he wrote the prayer and the curse) was that his remains 
would be thrown into the charnel-house in the church-yard ; a 
hideous Golgotha, which was not removed until about the be- 
ginning of the present century. Above Shakespeare's grave^ 
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agaijist the wall of the ohnveh, is » handBome marble monn* 
ment, with his bust, representing him in the act of writing. 
Underneath is an inflated Latin inscription. 

The poet left two daughters, who were married to oommon- 
idace Stratford men. By his wiU he entailed his estate ; but in 
▼ain. The hmd passed away from his lineal heirs at the death of 
Lady Barnard, his last descendant, in 1670. His will is some- 
what remarkable for the particnlarity with which' it mentions 
kinsmen and friends, and beqneaths little legacies. It u more 
remarkable for the fact that his wife's name does not appear 
in it as it was drawn up and completed. By an after-thought, 
interlined, he left her his '< second-best bed." A second-best 
bed was a sort of legacy not uncommon in those days; but 
second-best thoughts of a wife in a wiU were so, let us hope. 
Moreover, there is not in this last expression of Shakespeare's 
wishes as to the proper^ which he had accumulated with such 
steady purpose any provision for the residence of hia wife in the 
house in which she was then living. 

No satisfactory portrait of Shakespeare exists. Only two 
have any semblance of authenticity: that upon the title-page 
of the folio of 1623,^ and the bust on the monument at Stratford. 
The former u a hideous and lifeless thing ; the latter is more 
like nature ; but although this bust, which is the only existing 
representation of Shakespeare that is acceptable on all grounds, 
gives us doubtless some idea of what he was at fifty, the story 
that it was modelled from the poet's face after death is oi^y 
one of the many which have originated in the brains of weak 
enthnsiastB, ready to believe anything about Shakespeare, and to 
invent what tiiey believe. According to tradition, he was *' a 
handsome, well-shaped man." The two portraits agree in re* 
presenting him as having a high, bald forehead, a short, straight 
nose, a long upper lip, and a full, oval face. He grew portly 
as he approached middle age. The Stratford bust was colored 

iTtewgnTtd portrait wMbyllMrtlBDroMlioat It I* now olidmad tiMt it f oOowvd 
m ^tbMag wbldh omm to U^t fai 1882, wad In 1886 wm prtNnted to tiM MMBorial 
Pletan Oalkrf st Stntf orcL Thno is good grouid for UUorliv that thk pictora 
WM from Hf • whoa Ebakmptmn wm about f orty-ftfo, and it is oo n|o o tui od to bavo boon 
palntad by an neto of Drooaboat. 
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after nature : ^ the face was &ir, the hair aaham, the eyes hasel 
or warm £p^y« 

This u the sum of our knowledge of the life of him who, in 
his way of seeing, of thinking, and of writing, surpassed all 
other men. 

UtwMorlgtnaUyoalorad. la ITBB lUloM Ind tt wbltowadwd. In 1881» fto wUto- 
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SHAEESPEABETS WOBKS 

n 1HB OBDBS IN WHICH TUKY WXBB PfiOBABLT WRITTEN 



Thb fint known m«ntkm of - ShalietpMn by name as a writer of plays 
Is fimnd in Francia Merea's PaOadU Tamia, jmbUsheft at London in 1598. 
Mares waa a aehool-master, of a mildly critioal \aan of mind. He landa 
Shaksapeaie higbly, and mentions the titles of twelye of his plays, inclnd* 
inga LoM^f Labomn Warn {tmtoy^ieh, see the Introduction to AU's Well, 
ete.)» Vemu and Adunu, LuenoBt and his "aogpied Sonneta among his pri- 
Yale fHends." Bightsen of the playa (indnding Tke CcnUmtkm, etc, and 
TkB Trm 7Va^y,etc, as to which see the Introduction to the Second and 
Third Farts of JTtii^ Aary F7.) were published during the life of Shake- 
speare, and one after his death {OthOo^hk 16SS), in quarto. A collected 
edition of the plays (omitting Peridu) was prepared ibr the presa by 
Shakespeare's ieUow-pkyers and theatrical partnem, Johp Heminge and 
Heniy Condell, and published in folio In 16S8. The London Stationer's 
Register (in which titles were recorded by intending publishers, to secure 
copyright) contains the first mention of eleTcn plays. Three are first beard 
of in priTata diaries, and two in booka of the period. During the seren- 
teenth century three other folio editions of the collected plays and sundry 
quarto editions of single pUys were published; but only the folio of 16S3 
and the pnoeding quartos hm^e any aothority. 

FRrtMkbtojMroT T«w of pabltaitkNi 

writiiig. or flnt nunUon. 
[7^ CmOaaumofUm two H<me» <f\ 

York <md LtmeoMUrl * .... I 

[Tke Trm Tragtdy<fRidiard DuhB | "^^'^ **®* 

•/York] J 

Lore's Labour's Lost 1588-9 1B98 

The Comedy of Errors ^ . . . . 1589 1594 

The Two Gentlemen of Veion* . . 1589-90 1598 

Titus Andnmicus 1591 1594(^,1598 

[Looe's Labowrt Wm] 1592-4 1598 

Sonneta 1590-1606 1598-1609 

King Hcniy VI., Ptet I ) 

King Henry VL, Ftot n. . . . .> 1590-3 16i8 

King Henry VJ., Part IIL . . .) 

Venus snd Adonis 1591-S 1593 

•IMm ia itslk IfMtr tad botwMB bnekots an thoM of pisTi sfltrwudi nwilttM. 
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[Ram^ tmd JwUatl 1591-t 1597 

King Bichud mn 1599^ 1597 

A Midsammer-Night'f Praam . . 1592 (1) and 1601 (f ) 1598 

Lncreoe 1598 1594 

King Richard n. 1594-« 1597 

The Merchant of Yenioe. . . . 1594 1598 

Romeo and Juliet 1596 1597 

King John 1596-7 1598 

King Henry IV., Part L . • . . 1596-7 1597 

King Henry IV., Fart n. . . . 1597 1598(1), 1608 

[The Merry Wivee of Wind9or\ . 1598 1601 

[Trtaue and CreM$idd\ .... 1598^ %1609(I)J^ 

As Yon Like It . ...... 1598-^ 1600* 

Much Ado about Nothing . . . 1599 1600 

King Henry v. 1599 1600 

Twelfth Night 1599-1600 1601 

Hamlet 1600-1 I60S 

JnlinsCiMar 1600-1 1601 

The Taming of the Shrew < . . 1601-4 1683 

The Phoenix and Tnnle .... 1601 (Y) 1601 

The Merry Wireii of TTindsor . . 1608 1688 

All's Well that Ends WeU ... 1604 1683 - 

Measure for Measaro 1604 1604 

Othello 1604-11(1) 1604 (If), 1691 

King Lear 1605 1607. 

A Lover's Complaint 1605(1) 1609 

Macbeth 1605-9 1610 

Antony and Cleopatra 1607 1608 

Pericles 1608-9 1609 

Timon of Athens 1608 1683 

Troilns and CreMlda 1608 1609 

Coriolanns 160i-10 1683 

Cymbeline 1609-10 1683 

The Tempeat 1610-U 1611 

The Winter's Tale 1611 1611 

King Hanry YUL 16U-18 1604(!1)»1618 
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INTBODUCTION. 

This play is in Shakespeare's matorest style. It was written be- 
tween 1608 and 1611. The farther limit is fixed by the fact that 
Goiualo's description of his ideal commonwealth (Act II. Sc. 1) 
is taken almost word for word from Florio's translation of Mon- 
taigne's Essays, which was published in 1603. It was Shikespeare's 
habit thos to appropriate to himself any thonght or any personage 
that he found in his reading, and which seemed to him good stuff to 
work into his plays. The passage in question here follows: — 

** It is a nation, would I answer Plato, that hath no kind of traf- 
iike, no knowledge of letters, no intelligence of numbers, no name 
of magistrate, nor of politike superiority ; no use of serrice, of riches, 
or of poverty ; no contracts, no successions, no dividends, no occu- 
pation, but idle ; no respect of kinred, but common ; no aparrell 
but natural, no manuring of huids, no use of wine, com, or mettle. 
The very words that<import lying, falsehood, treason, dissimulation, 
covetonsness, envie, detraction, and pardon, were never heard of 
amongst them." 

A comparison of this passage with Gonzalo's speeches (pp. 21, 22) 
will make it plain to any reader that the latter are a mere dramatic 
modification of the former. The hither limit of the period during 
which the play must have been written is fixed by the fact of its^per- 
formance before King James L, at Whitehall, on the 1st November, 
1611. It was probably written about 1610, and it is one of Shake- 
speare's most carefully constructed and highly finished dramas. 
That it was founded on some Italian story there is no reasonable 
doubt; but no old tale or play resembling it has yet been discovered. 
Its scene of action is purdy imaginary ; its costume that of Italy in 
Elizabeth's reign. It was first published in the folio of 1628, where 
the text is found in remarkable purity ; but, as in the case of other 
plays in that volume, we have Uiere probably a text abridged for 
stage purposes. The suddenness of the action in some scenes favors 
this conclusion. If there were a quarto copy of The Tempest, it would 
probably add quite as much to this play as the second quarto of Ham 
U does to the text of that tragedy printed in the folio. 
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DBAMATIS PERSONiE. 



Ai/>H80, JTmi^ of NapUi. 
SsBASTiAH, ktiorother. 
' Pbobpbbo, <Ae right DuU of Milan, 
AaroHio, Aw brother, the umrping 

Dukeiif Milan. 
FsRDixAHO, iontoihe King ^f JVa- 

p2e«. 
GoBXAiA, an homttH old Comneellor. 

Calibak, a taieage and drfor m e d 

Slave. 
Tvacaix^ a JttUr. 
fiTBPBAHOb a dnmten Bmiler. 



Maeieritfaahip. 

Boatewain. 

Marinen. 

MiBAXDA, daughter to Frotpera. 

AsiBLy an atry Sjpirit. 
Iris, 



Cbrbs, 
Juno, 

Nymphtf 
Reaper*^ 



preeented bg ^piritM, 



Other SpirHi attending on Pro0' 



Beam: AihlpfttMa; ui unlnhabltod litenA 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



THE TEMPEST, 



ACT L 



Soin h Ona ik^ ai tea: a teny9e$iuou$ noiu o/Aumder and Ugii' 
fdng huuxU 

Am** » Shlp-llHtn Mtf » Boalnrda. 

Mast. BoiriBwain! 
Boats. Here, master: what cheer? 

Mast. Goody speak to tii' mariners: fall to% yarely, or we 
nm ourselTes agroand : hestir, bestir. r&A. 



Boats. Heigh, my hearts ! cheerly, cheerly, my hearts ! yare, 
yare! Take in the topsaU. Tend to th' master's whistle. Blow, 
till thoa hurst thy wind, if room enough ! 

MhUt Alohio, SoAsnAif, Aaromo, f ■»niAro, Oomalo, mmd €iktn. 

Alon. Good boatswain, have care. Where's the master? 
Play the men. 

Boats. I pray now, k^p below. lo 

Ant. Where is the master, boson ? 

Boats. Do yon not hear him? Ton mar onr labour : keep your 
cabins : yon do assist the storm. 

Oon. Na y, good, be patient 

Boats. When the sea is. Hence ! What cares these roarers 
for the name of king ? To cabin : silence ! trouble us not. 

Chn. Good, yet remember whom thou hast aboard. 

Boats. None that I more love than myself. Tou are a coun- 
sellor ; if you can conunand these elements to silence, and work 
the peace of the present, we will not hand a rope more; use your 
authority : if you cannot, give thanks you have liv'd so long, and 
make yourself ready in your cabin for the mischance of the hour, 
if it so hap. Cheerly, good hearts ! Outof ourway, Isay. [S±u. 

Chn. I have great comfort from this fellow : methinks he hath 
no drowning mark upon him ; his oompleiion is perfect gallows. 
Stand fast, good Fate, to his hanging : make the rope of his des- 
tiny our cable, for our own doth little advantage. If he be not 
born to be hang'd, our case is miserable. 



Boats. Down with the topmast! yare! lower, lower! Bring 
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4: • : THE TEMPEST. [AotL 

bierto: tnrwi'th'main-coiiTBe. \A cry within J\ A plagae upon 
UiiB howling ! they are louder than the weather or our office. 
Ai«' BuAtnia, Anomo, tmd Oohialo. 

Yet again I what do jou here ? ' Shall we give o'er and drown ? 
Have you a mind to sink ? 

Seb. A pox o' your throat, you bawling, blasphemouB, inchar- 
itable dog I 

Boats. Work you, then. 

Ant. Hang, cur I hang, yon whoreeon, insolent noisemakerl 
We are less afraid to be drown'd than thou art 

Oon, I'll warrant him for drowning; though the ship were 
no stronger than » nntdieU «id m led^ m «n oiotanehed 
wench. 41 

Boats. Lay her arhold, a^old ! set her two eonraee ! Off to 
tea again ! lay her off. 



Mariners. All lost! to prayers, to prayers ! alllostl 

Boats. What, must our mouths be cold ? 

Chn. The king and prince at prayers I let 's assist them. 
For our case is as theirs. 

Seb, I 'm out of patience. 

Ant. We are merely cheated of our lives by drunkards : 
This wide-chapp'd rasesl — would thou mightst lie drowning 
The washing of ten tides ! 

Oon. He 11 be hang'd yet, 50 

Though every drop of water swear against it 
And gape at wid'st to glut him. 
\^A confused noise within : '< Msrcj on us ! " — 
"We split, we spUt 1 " — " Farewefi, my wife and children !" — 
Tarewell, brother !" — " We split, we split, we spUt! "] 

Ant. Let 'saU sink wi'th' king. 

Seb. Let 's take leave of him. [Amnu Amt. mtd s$b. 

Chn. Now would I give a thousand furlongs of sea for an 
acre of barren ground, long heath, brown furze, any thinff . The 
wills above be done ! but I would fain die a dry deauu 60 

U 

80BNE IL The island. Before Fbospbbo's edL 
■ X»»m PiosPBO amd Mzeabsa. 

Mir. If by your art, my dearest father, you have 
Put the wild waters in this roar, allay them. 
The sky, it seems, would pour down stinking pitch, 
But that the sea, mountii^ to the welkin's (£eek, 
Dashes the fire out. O, I have suffered 
With those that I saw suffer : a brave vessel, 

■* Jor dxowniag = from, or against, dxownliis* 
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ScBiTB IL] THE TEMPEST. 5 

Who had, no donht, some noble ereatore in her, ' 

Dash'd aU to pieces. O, the ciy did knock 

Against my very heart Poor sotds, they periih'd. 

Had I been any god of power, I would lo 

Have Bank the sea withm the earth or ere 

It should the good ship so have swallow'd and 

The franghting souls withii^ her. 

Pro8. Be collected : 

No more amazement Tell your piteous heart 
There's no harm done. 

Mir. O, woe the day ! 

Pnw. No harm. 

I hove done nothing but in care of thee, 
Q£ thee, my dear one, thee, my daughter, who 
Art ignorant of what thou art, nought knowing 
Of whence I am, nor that I am more better 
Than Fjraspero, master of a full poor cell, ao 

And thy no greater father. 

Mir, More to know 

Did never meddle with my thoughts. 

Fro9. Tistime 

I should inform thee farther. Lend thy hand, 
And pluck my magic garment from me. So : (Loya down ku mmou. 
lie there, my art Wipe thou thine eves ; have comfort 
The direful spectacle of the wrack, which touched 
The very virtue of compassion in Uiee, 
I have with such provision in mine art 
So safely order'd that there is no soul — 
No, not so much perdition as an hair 30 

Betid to any creature in the vessel 

Which thou heard'st ciy, which thou saw'st sink. Sit down ; 
For thou must now know farther. 

Mir. Tou have often 

Begun to tell me what I am, but stopp'd 
And left me to a bootless inquisition, 
Concluding, '* Stay : not yet'' 

ProB. The hour 's now come » 

The very minute bids thee ope thine ear ; 
Obey and be attentive. Canst thou remember 
A time before we came unto this cell ? 

I do not think thou canst, for then thou wast not 40 

Out three yean old. 

Mir. Certainly, sir, I can. 

Pros. By what ? by any other house or person ? 
Of any thing the image tell me that 
Hath kept with thy remembrance. 
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Mir. Tis&roff 

And rather like a dzeam than an aeBorance 
That my remembrance warrants. Had I not 
Four or five women once that tended me ? 

Fro8, Thou hadst, and more, Miranda. Bat how is it 
That this lives in thy mind ? What seest ihoa else 
In the dark backward and abysm of time ? 50 

If thou remember'st aught ere thoa cam'st hen, 
How thoa earnest here tk>a may'st 

Mir. Bat Aat I do not 

Pros* Twelve year since, Miranda, twelve year sinee. 
Thy father was the Dnke of Milan and 
A prince of power. 
' Mir. Sir, are not yoa my father ? 

FroB. Thy mother was a piece of virtae, and 
She said thoa wast my daughter ; and thy &ther 
Was Dake of Milan ; and thoa his only heir 
And princess no worse issoed. 

Mir. Othe heavens! 

What foal play had we, that we came from thence ? 60 

Or blessed was 't we did ? 

Pros. Both, both, my girl : 

By foul play, as thou say'st, were we heav'd thence, 
But blessedly help hither. 

Mir. O, my heart bleeds 

To think o' th' teen that I have tum'd you to. 
Which is from my remembrance ! Hease you, farther. 

Pros. "Mj bro&er and thy onde, call'd Antonio—- 
I pray thee, mark me — that a brother should 
Be so perfidious ! — he whom next thyself 
Of all the world I lov'd, and to him put 

The manage of my state ; as at that time 70 

Through tSl the signories it was the first, 
And P^pero the prime duke, being so reputed 
In dignity, and for the liberal arts 
Without a parallel ; those being all my study, 
The government I cast upon my brother 
And to my state grew stranger, being transported 
And rapt in secret studies. Thy false uncle — 
Dost thou attend me ? 

Mir. Sir, most heedfuUy. 

Pros. Being once perfected how to grant sdts. 
How to deny wem, who t* advance and who 80 

To trash for overtopping, new created 

• Aod^=: helped, old form, eommon in S.*eplaji. 

M lM» =Knziet7, trouble. 

•> troth, himtinc tiMiog for eheek. 
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ScilnIL] TBE TEMPEST. 7 

The ereatores that irdre miiie, I My 9 or chang'd 'eniy 

Or eke new f orm'd 'em ; havijig boih the key 

Of officer and offiee, set all hearts i' th' state 

To what tone pleas'd his ear ; that now he was 

The ivy which had hid my princely trunk, 

And suck'd my verdure oat on 't. Thoa attend'st not. 

Mir. Of good sb, I do» 

Pros. I pray thee, mark me. 

I, thus negiiecting wofldty ends, aU dedicated 
To dosenees and the bettering of my mind 90 

With that which, bnt by being so retir'd, 
(yei^priz'd all popular rate, in my fslse brother 
Awak'd an evil nature ; and n^ trnst, 
Uke a good parent, did beget of him 
A falsehood, in its contrary as great 
As niy tmst was ; which mid indeed no limit, 
A eondfidenee sans boond. He bemg tims loided. 
Not only with what my revenue yielded. 
Bat what my power might else exact, like one 
Who haying unto tsntih^ by telling of it, too 

Made snch a sinner of his memory. 
To credit his own lie, he did believe 
He was indeed the doke ;|oot o' th' sabstitation, 
And exeeating th' ootwavd face of royally. 
With all prerogattve : hence his ambition growing -> 
Dost thoa hear ? 

Mir. Your tale, sb, woald core deafness. 

Pros. To have no screen between this part he play'd 
And him he pUy'd it for, he needs will be 
Abs(dato liUan. Me, poor man ! — my library 
Was dokedom large enoag^ : of temporal royalties no 

He thinks me now incapable ; confederates — 
So dry he was for swav — wi* th' King of Nicies 
To ^ve him annual tribute, do him homage, 
8ab]eot his coronet to his crown, and bend 
The dukedom yet unbowed ^— alas, poor Milan ! — 
To most ignoble stooping. 

Mir. O the heavens ! 

Pros. Marik his condition and th' event ; then tell me 
If this mi^t be a brother. 

Mir. I should sin 

To think bat nobly of my grandmother : 
Good wombs have borne bi^ sons. 

Pros. Now the condition. 120 

This Kbg of Naples, being an enemy 

^ mukamdszwUhaathwmi. 1UirrtBehiro(4frMeoaiD0Bl7aM41ii8.*itiBu. 
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To me inv eteratoy hearkens my brother's soit ; 

Which was, that he, in liea o' th' premises, 

Of homage and I ^ow not how much trihate. 

Should presently extirpate me and mine 

Oat of the dokedom, and confer fair Milan 

With all the hononrs on my brother : whereon^ 

A treacherous army levied, one midnight 

Fated to th' purpose did Antonio open 

The gates of MOan, and, i' th' dead of darkness, ijo 

The ministers for the purpose hurri'd thenoe 

Me and thy crying self. 

Mir. Alack, for pity I 

I, not remembering how I cri'd out then, 
Will cry it o'er again : it is a hint 
That wrings mine eyes to 't 

Fro8. Hear a little further, 

And then 1 11 bring thee to the present business 
Which now 's upon 's ; without die which this story 
Were most impertinent 

Mir. Wherefore did they not 

That hour destroy us ? 

Pros. Well demanded^ wench : 

My tale provokes that question. Dear, they durst not, 140 

So dear the love my people bore me, nor set 
A mark so bloody on the business, but 
With colours &irer painted their foul ends. 
In few, they hurried us aboard a bark. 
Bore us some leagues to sea ; where they prepar'd 
A rotten carcass of a boat, not rigg'd. 
Nor tackle, sail, nor mast ; the very rats 
Instinctively had quit it : there they hoist us, 
To cry to th' sea that roar'd to us, to sigh 
To th' winds whose pity, sighing back again, 15a 

Did us but loving wrong. 

Mir. Alack, what trouble 

Was I then to you I 

Pros. O, a cherubin 

Thou wast that did preserve me. Thou didstsnuley 
Infused with a fortitude from heaven, 
When I have deck'd the sea with drops full salt, 
Under my burthen groan'd ; which rais'd in me 
An undergoing stomach, to bear up 
Against what should ensue. 

»> m Zmv= in oonildemttea, payiiMnt. 

1" iMndk = girl, staBVkT* 

» ekenbin = the old xoim of ohenib; tnm Ital ekenkimo- 

^ iaui$rgouig ttcnuuk = ciuteliiiiig oowag** 
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Mir. How came we ashore ? 

Pros. By Providence divine. 
Some food we had and some fresh water that i6o 

A noble Neapolitan, Gonzalo, 
Oat of his charity, beine then appointed 
Master of this design, did give us, with 
Bich garments, linens, staffs and necessaries, 
Which since have steaded mach ; so, of his gentleness, 
Knowing I lov'd my books, he famish'd me 
From mme own library with volumes that 
I prize above my dokedom. 

Jftr. Would I might 

Bat ever see that man ! 

Pros. Now I arise: [Pwi •» to npfe. 

Sit still, and hear the last of oar sea-sorrow. 170 

Here in this island we arriv'd ; and here 
Have I, thy schoolmaster, made thee more profit 
Than other princess can that have more time 
For vainer hoars and tutors not so carefuL 

Mir. Heavens thank you for 't ! And no^ I pray you, sir. 
For still *t is beating in mv mind, your reason 
For raising this seiMtorm r 

Pros. Enow thus far forth. 

^ accident most strange, bountiful Fortune, 
Now my dear lady, hath mine enemies 

Brouffht to this shore ; and by my prescience 180 

I find my zenith doth depend upon 
A most auspicious star, whose influence 
If now I court not. but omit, my fortunes 
Win ever after droop. Here cease more questions : 
Thou art indin'd to sleep ; 't is a good duhiess, 
And give it way : I know thou canst not choose. [Mvamda ftcqw. 
Come away, servant, come. I am ready now. 
Approach, my Ariel, come. 



Aru All hail, great master ! grave sir, hail ! I come 
To answer thy best pleasure; be 't to fly, 190 

To swim, to dive into the fire, to ride 
On the curl'd clouds, to thy strong bidding task 
Ariel and all his qualify. 

FroB. Hast thou, spirit, 

Perf orm'd to point the tempest that I bade thee ? 

Aru To evexy article. 
I boarded the king's ship ; now on the beak, 
Now in the waist, the deck, in evexy cabin, 
I flam'd amazement : sometime I Id divide» 
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And bom in many pboes ; on the topmart. 

The yarda and bowsprit, would I flame diatinedjy aoo 

Then meet and join. Jove's lightnings, the preoarsoTS 

O' th' dreadful thundeisilApe, more momentary 

And sight-outnmning were not ; the fire and cracks 

Of sulphurous roaring the most mighty Neptune 

Seem'd to besiege and make his boH waves tremble, 

Tea, his dread trident shake. 

Pros. My brave spirit ! 

Who was so firm, so constant, that this coil 
Would not infect his reason ? 

Aru Not a soul 

But felt a fever of the mad and pUy'd 

Some tricks of desperation. All but mariners sio 

Hmig'd in the foaming brine and quit the vessel, 
Then all afire wtth me : the king's son, Ferdinand, 
With hair up^taring, — then like reeds, not hair,-* , 
Was the first man l£at leap'd; cried, ''Hell is empty, 
And all the devils are here." 

Fra$. Why, that 's my s^nritl 

But was not this nigh shore ? 

Aru Close by, my master. 

FroB. But are they, Ariel, safe ? 

Aru Not a hair perished; 

On their sustaining garments not a blemish. 
But fresher than before : and, as thou bad'st me, 
In troops I have dispersed them 'bout the isle. jjo 

The king's son have I landed by himself ; 
Whom I left cooling of the air with sighs 
In an odd ansle of the isle and sitting, 
His arms in ^is sad knot. 

Froi. Of the king's ship 

The mariners say how thou hast dispos'd 
And all the rest o' th' fleet. 

Aru Safely in harbour 

Is the king's ship ; in the deep nook, where once 
Thou call'dst me up at midnight to fetch dew 
From the still-vez'd Bermool&s, there she 's hid : 
The mariners all under hatches stow'd ; sjo 

Who, with a charm join'd to their suffer'd labour, 
I have left asleep : and for the rest o' th' fleet 
Which I dispers'd, they all have met again 
And are upon the Mediterranean fiote, 

^ toUrz eoDfttiioB, dIslllTlHMkC*. 

** BermoolA«< =:Bermtidw ; « haTing the sound of oo, and tk that d < or A 

<M /off s= w*v«, from Um Frenehifoi. 
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Bound aadl j hone for Najplos, 

Sappodng that they saw tfie kixkgf 8 ship wrack'd 

Aiul his great person perish* 

Pro$. Ariel, thy charge 

Ejcactly is perf orm'd : but there 's more work. 
What 18 the time o' th' day ? 

Aru Past the mid season. 

Pros. At least two glasses. The time 'twixt six and now 
Must by OS both be spent most preciously. 241 

Aru Is there more toil? Since thou dost give me pains. 
Let me remember thee what then hast promised. 
Which is not yet performed me. 

ProB. How now ? moody? 

What is 't thou canst demand ? 

Ari. My liber^. 

Pros. Before the time be out ? no more ! 

Aru • Ipritheoy 

Remember I have done thee worthy service ; 
Told thee no lies, made thee no mistakings, serv'd 
Without or grudge or grumblings : thou didst promise 
To bate me a full year. 

Pro9. Dost thou forget 250 

From what a torment I did free thee ? 

Aru No. 

Pros. Tliou dost, and think'st it much to tread the ooce 
Of the salt deep, 

To run upon the sharp wind of the north, 
To do me business in the veins o' th* earth 
When It is bak'd with frost 

Aru I do not, sir. 

Pro$» Thou liest, malignant thing ! Hast thou forgot 
The foul witch Sycorax, who with age and eninr 
Was grown into a hoop? hast thou rorgot her ? 

Aru No, sir. 

ProB, Thou hast Where was she bom? speak ; tell me. 

Aru Sir, in Argier. 

Pro8. O, was she so ? I must 361 

Once in a month recount what thou hast been. 
Which thou forget'st This damn'd witch Sycorax, 
For mischiefs manifold and sorceries terrible 
To enter human hearing, from Argier, 
Thou know'st, was banuh'd ; for one thing she did 
They would not take her life. Is not this true ? 

Jiru Ay, sir. 

Prof. This blue-eyed hag was hither brought with child 
And here was left by the sulors. Thou, my slave, 970 
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As thim report'st thyself, wast then her servant ; 

And, for thoa wast a spirit too delicate 

To act her earUiy and abhorr'd commands, 

Refasing her grand hests, she did confine thee. 

By help of her more potent mimsters 

And in her most nnmitigable rage, 

Into a cloven pine ; within which rift 

Imprison'd thou didst painfully remain 

A dozen years ; within which space she died 

And left thee there ; where thou didst vent thy groans a8o 

As fast as mill-wheels strike. Then was this island-* 

Save for the son that she did litter here, 

A freckled whelp hag-bom — not honoured with 

A human shape. 

Ari, Yes, Caliban her son. 

Pros. Dull thing, I say so ; he, that Caliban, 
Whom now I keep in service. Thou best knoVst 
What torment I did find thee in ; thy groans 
Did make wolves howl and penetrate the breasts 
Of ever angry bears : it was a torment 

To lay upon the damn'd, which Sycoraz 290 

Could not again undo : it was mine art, 
When I arrived and heard thee, that nude gape 
The pine and let thee out 

Aru I thank thee, master. 

Pros. H thou more murmur'st, I will rend an oak 
And peg thee in lus knotty entrails till 
Thou hast howFd away twelve winters. 

Ari. Pardon, master; 

I will be correspondent to command 
And do my spiriting gently. 

Fras. Do so» and after two days 

I will discharge thee. 

Aru That 's my noble master ! 

What shall I do ? say what ; what shall I do ? yx 

Pros, 60 make thyself like a nymph o' th' sea : be subject 
To no sight but thine and mine, invisible 
To every eyeball else. Gro take this shape 
And hither come in 't : go, hence with diligence ! [S*u Arid. 

Awake, dear heart, awake ! thou hast slept well ; 
Awake ! 

Mir. The strangeness of your stoiy put 
Heaviness in me. 

Pnks. Shake it off. Come on ; 

We '11 visit Caliban my slave, who never 
Tields us kind answer. 
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Mir. T 18 a Tillaiii, sir, 

I do not love to look on. 

FroB. Bat, as 't 10, 310 

We cannot miss him : he does make our fire, 
Feteh in oar wood, and series in offices 
That profit as. What, ho ! slave ! Caliban ! 
Thoa earth, thoa ! speak. 

CaL [ W%thinS\ There 's wood enoagfa within. 

Bros. Come forth, I say ! there 's other business for thee : 
Come, thoa tortoise ! when ? 

JU-mter A«i» Uht a wrtt r i i f i iij >*. 

Fine apparition ! My qaaint Ariel, 

Hark in thine ear. 
Ari. My lord, it shall be done. [EdL 

Pros. Tlioa poisonous slave, got by the devil himself 

Upon thy wicked dam, come forth ! 320 

Bmur Oaubav. 

CaL As wicked dew as e*er my mother brash'd 
With raven's feather from anwholesome fen 
Drop on you both ! a soath-west blow on ye 
And blister yoa all o'er I 

Pro9. For this, be sore, to-nig^t thoa shalt have cramps, 
Side-stitches that shall pen thy breath ap ; archins 
Shall, for that vast of night uat they may work. 
All exercise on thee ; thoa shalt be pinch'd 
As thick as honeycomb, each pinch more stinging 
Than bees that made 'em. 

Col. I most eat my dinner. 330 

This island 's mine, by Sycorax my mother. 
Which thoa tak'st from me. When thoa cam'st first, 
Tium strokedst me and madest mach of me, woaldst give me 
Water with berries in 't, and teach me how 
To name the bigger light, and how the less, 
That bam by day and night : and then I lov'd thee 
And show'd thee all the qualities o' th' isle. 
The fresh springs, brine-pits, barren place and fertile : 
Cors'd be I that did so ! All the charms 
Of l^corax, toads, beetles, bats, light on yoa ! 340 

For I am all the sabjects that yoa have, 
Which first Iras mine owe king : and here yoa sty me 
In this hard rock, whiles you do keep from me 
The rest o' th' isknd. 

Pros. Thoa most lyings slave. 

Whom stripes may move, not kipdnessT I have as'd thee, 

•u wtU» Aim = be without him. 

•»«r«*MM = h«lc*ho9; iMOM.uim-iiatiindsortof friiy. 
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14 THE TEMPEST. [Aorl, 

Filth M dum art, with huauui eare, and lodg'd thee 
In mine own cel^ till thou didst seek to yiolate 
The honour of my child. 

Col. O ho, O ho I would 't had heen done ! 
Thou didst prevent me ; I had peopled else 350 

This isle with Calibans. 

Pros* Abhorred sUve, 

Which any print of goodness wilt not take. 
Being capable of all ill ! I pkied thee, 
Took pains to make thee speak, taught thee each hour 
One thing or other : when thou d&dSt not, savage, 
Enow tfame own meaning, but wouldst gthlie like 
A thing most brutiBh, I endow'd thy purposes 
With words that made them known. But thy vile raee. 
Though thou didst learn, had that in 't which good natures 
Could not abide to be with ; therefore wast thou 360 

Deservedly confin'd into this rock, 
Who hadst deeerv'd more than a jraon. 

CcU. Ton taught me language ; and my jwofit on 't 
Is, I know how to curse. The red plague rid you 
For learning me your language ! 

Proi. Hag-eeed^henoe! 

Fetch us in fuel ; and be quick, thou 'rt best, 
To answer other business. Shrug'st thou, malice ? 
If thou negiect'st or dost unwillingly 
What I command, I '11 rack thee with old cramps, 
im all thy bones with aches, make thee roar 370 

That beasts shall tremble at thy din. 

Col. No, pray thee. 

M^itifo*] I must obey : his art is of such power. 
It would control my dam's god, Setebos, 
And make a vassal of him. 

Pros. So, slave ; hence ! ( ak cwom 

MU^mttr Amxml, inetntlt, ptafing and tmgkig ; ?iBMVAin> /tfUvwiiiff. 



Come unto theae yellow sands. 

And then take hands : 
Conrtsied when yon have and kiss'd 

The wild waves whist, 
Foot it featly here and there ; 
And, sweet sprites, the barthen bear. 380 

Hark, hark! 
{ArtAsn, di^penedbf, untkin.] Bow-wow. 

The watch-dogs bark : 

[Burthen, etc] Bow-wow. 

M* 4dbM, a dlMjlUble, prononncM with ek foft. 
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Art. Hftrk,hatkl I hMur 

The strain of strutting chanticleer 
Cry, Cock-ardiddle-dow. 

Fer. Where should thia mufflc be? i' th' air or th' earth? 
It sounds no more : and, sure, it waits upon 
Some god o' th' island. Sitting on a bank. 
Weeping again the king my fadier's wraok, ^ 

Tlus music crept by me upon the waters, j9o 

Allmng both thdr fury and my passion 
With its sweet air: thence I have followed it, 
Or it hath drawn me rather. But 't is gone^ 
No, it begins again. 



Full £adom fire thy father lies ; 

Of his bones are coral made ; 
Those are pearls that were his eyes t 
Nothing of him that doth fade 
Bnt doth suffer a sefrchange 

Into something rich and strange. 400 

8ea-nymphs hourly ring his knell : 

Bwrtken. Ding-dong. 
An. Bark I now I hear them, ^ dinging, befi. 

Fer. The ditty does rwnember my drown'd bthsr. 
Tins is ao mortal business, nor no sound 
That the earth owes. I hear it now above me. 

Pros. The ffinged curtains of thine eye adyanee 
And say what thou seest yond. 

Mir. What is 't? a spirit? 

Lord, how it looks about 1 Believe me, sir, 
It carries a brave form. But 'tis a spirit. 

Proa, No, wench ; it eats and sleeps and hath sneh senses 
As we have, such. This gallant whidi tihou seest 411 

Was in the wrack ; and, but he's something stain'd 
With grief that's beauty's canker, thou mightst call him 
A goodly person : he hath lost his fellows 
And strays about to find 'em. 

Mir. ^ ^ I mij^t call him 

A thing divine ; for nothing natural 
I ever saw so noble. 

Pros. [^Aaide.^ It goes on, I see. 
As m^ soul prompts it. Spirit, fine spirit ! 1 11 free thee 
Withm two days for this. 

Fer, Most sujre, the goddess 

On whom these airs attend ! Vouchsafe my prayer 420 

May know if you remain upon this island ; 
And that you will some good instruction give 



=sUftu»- 
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How I may bear me here : my prime reqaest. 
Which I do last pronoonce, is, O you wonder 1 
If yoa be maid or no ? 

Mir. No wonder, sir ; 

But certainly a maid. 

Fer. My language ! heavens ! 

I am the best of them that spes^L tUs speech, 
Were I but where 't is spoken. 

Pros. How? the best? 

What wert thou, if the King of Naples heard thee ? 

Fer* A single thing, as I am now, that wonders 430 

To hear thee speak of Naples. He does hear me ; 
And that he does I weep : myself am Naples, 
Who with mine eyes, never since at ebb, beheld 
The king my &ther wrack'd. 

Mir. Alack, for mercy ! 

Fer. Tes, fidth, and all his lords ; the Duke of Milan 
And his brave son being twain. 

Pros. {Adds.'] The Duke of Milan 

And his more braver diuighter could control ihee, 
If now 'twere fit to do't. At the first sight 
They have chang'd eyes. Delicate Ariel, 
1 11 set thee free for this. [2b Fer."] A word, good t&ty 440 
I fear you have done yourself some wrong : a word« 

Mir. Why speaks my father so ungenUy ? This 
Is the third man that e'er I saw, the &st 
That e'er I sigh'd for : pity move my father 
To be inclin'd my way ! 

Fer. O, if a virgin, 

And your affection not gone forth, I '11 make yon 
The queen of Naples. 

Fros. Soft, sir ! on« word more. 

^^AsideS] They are both in eiiher*s pow'r ; but this swift busi- 
ness 
I must uneasy make, lest too liglit winning 
Make the prize light [To Fer."] One word more ; I charge 
thee 450 

That thou attend me : thou dost here usurp 
The name thou ow'st not ; and hast put thyself 
Upon this island as a spy, to win it 
From me, the lord on 't. 

Fer. No, as I am a man. 

Mir. There 's nothing iU can dwell in such a temple: 
If the ill spirit have so fair a house, 
Grood things will strive to dwell wiUi 't. 

M A Mfi* iAmv = » dmpb, mak thing. 
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Fro9* Follaw me. 

Speak not voa for him ; he 's a traitor. Come ; 
1 11 maiuMsle thy neck and feet together : 

Sea-water Bhalt thou drink ; thy food shall be 460 

The fresh-brook muscles, wither'd roots and husks 
Wherein the acorn cradled. Follow. 

Fer. No ; 

I will resist such entertainment till 
Mine enemy has more power. ii>mm, and u ekamudj^om mMMv 

Mir. O dear father, 

Make not too rash a trial of him, for 
He 's gentle and not fearfuL 

Pros. What? I say, 

My foot my tutor ? Put thy sword up, traitor ; 
Wlio mak'st a show but dar'st not strUEO, thy conscience 
Is so poesess'd with guilt : come from thy ward, 
For I can here disarm thee with this stick 470 

And make thy weapon drop. 

Mir. Beseech you, father. 

Pros. Hence ! hang not on my garments. 

Mir. Sir, have pty ; 

1 11 be his surety. 

Proi. Silence ! one word more 

Shall make me chide thee, if not hate thee. What ! 
An adyocate for an impostor ! hush ! 
Thou think'st there is no more such shapes as he. 
Having seen but him and Caliban : foolish wench ! 
To the most of men this is a Caliban 
And they to him are angels. 

Mir. My affections 

Are then most humble ; I have no ambition 480 

To see a goodlier man. 

Fro$. Come on ; obey : 

Thy nerves are in their infancy again 
And have no vigour in them. 

Fer. So they are; 

My spirits, as in a dream, are all bound up. 
My father's loss, the weakness which I fed, 
The wrack of all my friends, nor this man's throatii 
To whom I am subdued, are but light to me, 
Might I but through my prison once a day 
Behold this maid : all comers else o' th' earth 
Let liberty make use of ; space enough 490 

Have I in such a prison. 

«> gmtU mud naifitafid; ttiat If, of gnUe Mrtb, » gnUnMB, and thinfon sol 

MWtfdlj. 

9 
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18 TBB TEMPEST. [Aot IL 

Pto9. [AjBide.^ It works. [To Fer.l^ Come on. 

Thou hast done well, fine Ariel t [Tq Fer.'\ Follow im. 
[To Atu] Hark what thou else shalt do me. 

Mir. Be of oomlort ; 

My father 's of a better nature, sir, 
Than he appears by speech : this is unwonted 
Whieh now came from him. 

Fro8. [ToAru] Thoa shalt be as free 

As moontain winds : but then exactly do 
All points of my command. 

Art. To the syllaUe. 

Pros. [To Mir. and Fer.'] Come, follow. Speak not for 
him. U 



ACT n. 

ScENB I. Anoiher part of (he island. 
JbHif ALono, SiBAMua, Anonio, OoasAM, Amiav, riAHGisoo, and otktn. 

Ghn. Beseech vou, sir, be merry ; you have cause, 
So have we all, of joy ; for our escape 
Is much beyond our loss. Our hint of woe 
Is common ; every day some sailor's wife, 
The masters of some merchant and the merchant 
Have just our theme of woe ; but for the mirade^ 
I mean our preservation, few in millions 
Can speak l^e us : then wisely, good sir, weigh 
Our sorrow with our comfort 

Aloiu Prithee, peace. 

Seb. He receives comfort like cold porridge. lo 

AnL The visitor will not give him o'er so. 

Seb. Look, he 's winding up the watch of his wit ; by and 
by it will strike. 

Ghm. Sir,— 

Seb. One: telL 

(Ton. When every grief is ratertain'd that 's offer'd. 
Comes to the entertainer— 

Seib. A dollar. 

Ghn. Dolour comes to him, indeed ; you have spoken truer 
than vou purpos'd. ao 

Seb. You have taken it wiselier than I meant you should. 

Chn, Therefore, my lord, — 

Ant. Fie, what a spendthrift is he of his tongue I 

AloTu I prithee, spare. 

Oon. Well, I have done : but yet, — 

Seb. He wiU be talking. 

tt «iittorpiobdl>ljiiiMaa»Ttaltia«i 
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Sonml] THE TEMPEST. 19 

Ant. Wliicli, of 1m or Adrnn, far a good wager, fint begins 
to crow? 

Seb. Theoldcoek. 

AnL The oook'reL 50 

Seb. Done. The wager ? 

Ant, Alani^ter. 

Seb. A match! 

Adr. Though this island Mem to be desert,-* 

Seb. Ha, ha, ha I So, von 're paid. 

Adr. Uniwhabitahle and almost inacoessiUe, — 

Seb. Yet,— 

Adr. Tet,— 

Ant. He eould not miss t 

Adr. It must needs be of sabtle, tender and delioate tern* 
perance. 41 

Ant. Temperance was a delicate wench. 

Seb. Ay, uid a sabtle ; as he most learnedly deliyer'd. 

Adr. TbB air breathes apon ns here most sweetly. 

Seb. As if it had Inngs and rotten ones. 

Ant. Or as 't were perfom'd by a fen* 

Ocn. Here is every thing advantageous to life. 

Ant. Tnie ; save means to live. 

S^ Of that there's none, or litde. 

Ocn. How lush and lusl^ the grass looks I how green I 50 

Ant. The ground indeed is tawny. 

Seb. With an eye of green in 't. 

Ant. He misses not mach. 

Sa. No; he doth bat mistake the tenth totally. 

Gen. Bat the rarity of it is, — which is indeed almost 
beyond credit, — 

Seb. As many Tonch'd rarities are. 

Otm. That oar garments, being, as they were, drench'd in 
the sea, hold notwithstanding their freshnen and grosses, being 
rather new-dy'd than stain'd with salt water. 60 

Ant. If bat one of his pockets coald speak, woald it not say 
belies? 

Seb. Ay, or very falsely pocket np his report 

Chn. Methinks oar garments are now as fresh as when we 
pat them on first in Amc, at the marriage of the king's &ir 
daughter Claribel to the King of Tanis. 

Seb. T was a sweet marriage, and we prosper well in oar 



Adr. Tanis was never grac'd before with soch a pangon to 
their ^een. ^o 

Oon. Not since widow IXdo's time. 

Ant. Widow! a pox o'that! How came that widow in? 
widow Dido ! 
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80b. What if he had said <" widow JEneas" too? Good 
Lord, how you take it ! 

Adr^ '' Widow Dido " saidyon ? yoa make me stady of that : 
she was of Carthage, not of INmis. 

Ghm. This Tunis, sir, was Carthage. 

Adr* Carthage? 

Gron. I assure you, Carthage. 80 

Seb, His wwd is more tl^ the miraculous harp; he hath 
rais'd the wall and houses too. 

AnL What impossible matter will he make easy next? 

8eb. I think he will carry this island home in his pocket and 
give it his son for an apple. 

AnL And, sowing the kernels of it in the sea, bring forth 
more islands* 

Ghru Ay. 

AfU. Why, in good time* 89 

Ocn. Sir, we were talking that our garments seem now as 
fresh as wh^ we were at Tunis at the marriage of your daughter, 
who is now queen. 

Ant, And the rarest that e'er came there. 

8eb. Bate, I beseech you, widow Dido. 

Ant. O, widow Dido ! ay, widow Dido. 

Oon. Is not, sir, my doublet as fresh as the first day I wore 
it? I mean, in a sort* 

Ant. That sort was well fish'd for. 

Ckm. When I wore it at your daughter's marriage ? 

AUm. You cram these words into mine ears agamst too 

Hie stomach of my sense. Would I had never 
Married my dau^ter there ! for, coining thence, 
My son is lost and, in my rate, she too, 
Wno is BO far from Italy remov'd 
I ne'er again shall see her. O thou mine heir 
Of Naples and of Milan, what strange fish 
Hath made his meal on thee ? 

Fran, Sir, he may live : 

I saw him beat the surges under him. 
And ride upon their backs ; he trod the water. 
Whose enmity he flung aside, and breasted no^ 

The surge most swoln that met him ; his bold head 
*Bove the contentious waves he kept, and oar'd 
Himself with his good arms in lusty stroke 
To the shore, that o'er his wave-worn basis bow'd. 
As stooping to relieve him : I not doubt 
He came aUve to land. 

n mimadam Amp =Amphioii^8, ftt the wnnd of which the imUi of Thebei uosii 
** my nu = injr Judgment. 
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Alon, No, no, he 's gone. 

Seb. Sir, yoa may thank yourself for this great lost* 
That would not bless our Europe with your dwighter, 
But rather lose her to an African; 

Where she at least is banish'd from your eye, 120 

Who hath cause to wet the grief on 't. 

Alan. Prithee, peace. 

Seb. Tou were kneel'd to and importnn'd otherwise 
By all of us, and the fair soul hersdf 
Weif^'d between loathness and obedience, at 
Which end o' th' beam she Id bow. We have lost your son, 
I fear, forever : Milan and Naples have 
More widows in them of this business' making 
Than we bring men to comfort them : 
The fault 's your own. 

AUnu So is the dear'st o' th' loss. 

Ghm, My lord Sebastian, 130 

The truth you speak doth lack some gentleness 
And time to speak it in : you rub the sore, 
When you should bring the plaster. 

Seb. Very welL 

AfU. And most chirurgeonly. 

Ghtu It is foul weather in us all, good sir, 
When yon are cloudy. 

Seb. Foul weather? 

Ant. Very fouL 

Ocn. Had I plantation of this isle, my loid, — 

Ant. He Id sow 't with nettle-seed. 

Seb. Or docks, or mallows. 

Chn. And were the king on't, what would I do ? 

S^. 'Scape being drunk for want of wine. 140 

Ocn. T th' commonwealth I would by contraries 
Execute all things ; for no kind of traffic 
Would I admit ; no name of magistrate ; 
Letters should not be known ; ridies, poverfy. 
And use of service, none ; contract, succession. 
Bourn, bound of land, tilth, vineyard, none ; 
No use of metal, com, or wine, or oil ; 
No occupation ; all men idle, all ; 
And women too, but innocent and pure ; 
No sovereignty ; — 

Seb. Tet he would be king on't. 150 

Ant The latter end of his commonwealth forgets the begin- 

M tfripoffwi*<llfltob«aooeiitedontlMMOond sjUabU. 

w lAtf >M = ■!!« would, eoDtTMSted. 

w jlwntatkn = Um plaDtlng} tftliwlittiim 
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Oon. All tfaingB in omnnum ntttore should piodnce 
Without sweat or endeavour : treason, leloinry 
Sword, pike, knife, ffun, or need of any engine, 
Would I not have ; but nature should bring forth, 
Of its own kind, aJl foison, all abundance, 
To feed my innocent people* 

Sib* No manying 'mong his subjects ? 

Ant. None, man ; all icUe ; whores and knaves. i6o 

Oim. I would wiUi such pcoif ection govern, sir, 
To excel the golden age. 

iM. God save his majesty I 

Ant. Long live Gonsalo ! 

Chnu And, -^ do yon mark me, sir P 

Alon. Prithee, no more : tibou dost talk nothing to me. 

Crcn. I do weQ betieve your highness ; and did it to minister 
occasion to these gentlemen, who are of such sensible and nim* 
Ue lungs that they always use to lan|^ at nothing. 

AnU T was you we laugh'd at 

Ocn. Who in this kind dE merry fooling am nothing to you : 
so jron n uty continue and laugh at nothing stilL tyo 

Ant. Whatablow was there given 1 

Seb. An it had not fallen flat£ng. 

Chn. Ton are gentlemen of brave mettle ; you would lift the 
moon out of her sphere, if she would continue in it five weeks 
without changing. 

Amr AKm, mouAl*, piaffing $eUmm wuuic 

Seb. We would so, and then go a bat-fowling. 

Ant. Nay, good my lord, be not ai^;ry. 

Ocn. No, I warrant you ; I will not adventure my diseretion 
so weakly. Will yon lau^ me asleep, for I am very heavy ? 

Ant. Go sleep, and heuf us. {AatU«p«aBtpiM9m.,a^,mtdAML 

Alon. What, all so soon asleep ! I wish mine eyes i8i 

Would, with themselves, shnt up my thoughts : I find 
They are indin'd to do so. 

Seb. Please you, sir. 

Do not omit the heavy offer of it : 
It seldom visits sorrow ; when it doth. 
It is a comforter. 

AfU. We two, my lord, 

Will guard your person whife yon ti^e your rest, 
And watch your safety. 

Alon, Thank you. Wondrous heavy. 

Seb. What a strange drowsiness possesses them ! 
AfU. It is the quality o' th' climate. 

^ >MMfi =: abimdaiiee, ^Itnty, » mart moath-llIUng NpetltiaB. 
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Sib* Why i^ 

Doth it not then oar eyelids sink ? I find not 
Myself dispos'd to sleep. 

Ant, Nor I ; my spirits are nimble. 

They fell together all, as by consent ; 
They dropp'd, as by a thunderstroke. What might. 
Worthy Sebastian? O, what might ?— No more : — 
And yet methinks I see it in thy &use, 
What thoa shooldst bo : the occasion speaks thee^ and 
My strong imagination sees a crown 
Dropping npon thy head. 

Seb, What, art thoa waking? 

Afit. Do you not hear me speak ? 

Sib. I do ; and sorely aoo 

It is a deepy langaage, and thoa speak'st 
Oat of thy sleep. What is it thoa didst say ? 
This is a strange repose, to be asleep 
With eyes wide open ; standing, speaking, moving, 
And yet so &st asleep. 

Ant. Noble Sebastian, 

Thoa let'st thy fortane sleep — die, rather ; wink'st 
Whiles thoa art waking. 

Sib. Thoa dost snore distinctly; 

There 's meaning in thy snores. 

AfiL I am more serioas than my custom : you 
Mast be so too, if heed me ; which to do sio 

Trebles thee o'er. 

Seb. Well, I am standing water. 

Ant. I *11 teach you bow to flow. 

Seb. , Do so : to ebb 

Hereditary sloth instructs me. 

Ant. O, 

If you bi^ knew how you the purpose cherish 
WUles thus you mock it ! how, in stripping it, 
Toa more invest it 1 Ebbing men, indeed, 
Most often do so near the bottom run 
By their own fear or sloth. 

Sib. Prithee, say on : 

The setting of thine eye and cheek proclaim 
A matter nom thee, and a birth indeed 290 

Which throes thee much to yield. 

Ant. Tlius, sir: 

Although this lord of weak remembrance, — this. 
Who shall be of as Httle memory 
When he is earth'd, — hath here almost persuaded 
(For be 's a spirit of persoasion, only 
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Pkx>f668e8 to persoade) ihe king his son 's alivBi 
T is as impossible that he 's nndrown'd 
As he that sleeps here swims. 

Seb, I have no hope 

That he 's ondrown'd. 

Ant. Oy out of that '^ no hope " 

What great hope have yon ! no hope that way is 330 

Another way so high a hope that even 
Ambition cannot pierce a wink beyond, 
But doubt discovery there. Will you grant with me 
That Ferdinand is drown'd ? 

Seb. He 's gone. 

Ant. Then, tell me. 

Who 's the next heir of Naples ? 

Seb. CUribeL 

AnL She that is (jueen of Tunis ; she that dwells 
Ten leagues beyond man's life ; she that from Naples 
Can have no note, unless the sun were post — 
The man i' th' moon 's too slow — till new-bom chins 
Be rough and razorable ; she from whom 240 

We all were sea-swallowed, though some cast again. 
And by that destiny to perform an act 
Whereof what 's past is prologue, what to come 
In yours and my dischaige. 

Seh. What stufF is this ! how say you ? 

'T is true, my brother's daughter 's queen of Tunis ; 
So is she heir of Naples ; 'twixt which regions 
There is some space. 

Ant. . A space whose every cubit 

Seems to cry out, '' How shall that Claribel 
Measure us back to Naples ? Keep in Tunis, 
And let Sebastian wake." Say, this were death 250 

That now hath seiz'd them ; why, they were no worse 
Than now they are. There be that can rule Naples 
As well as he that sleeps ; lords that can prate 
As amply and unnecessarily 
As this Gonzalo ; I m3r8elf could make 
A chough hi as deep diat O, that you bore 
The mind that I do ! what a deep were this 
For your advancement ! Do you understand me ? 

Seb. Methinks I do. 

Ant. And how does your content 

Tender your own good fortune ? 

Seb. I remember 260 

You did supplant your brother Frospero. 

*■ chtHghf % kind of jtduUw. 
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Ant. Trae. 

And look how well m j gannentB dt upon me ; 
Much f eater than before * mj brother's servantB 
Were then my fellows ; now they are my men. 

Seb. Bnty for your conscience ? 

AnL Ay, sir ; where lies that ? if 't were a kibe, 
T woold put me to my slipper : bat I feel not 
This deity in my bosom : twenty consciences, 
That stand 'twixt me and Milan, candi'd be they 
And melt ere they molest I Here lies your brother^ 370 

No better than the earth he lies upon, 
If he were that which now he 's like, that 's dead ; 
Whom If with this obedient steel, three inches of it, 
Can lay to bed for ever ; whiles you, doing thus. 
To the peipetnal wink for aye nug^t put 
This ancient morsel, this Sir Pmdence, who 
Should not upbraid our course. For aJl the rest. 
They H take suggestion as a cat laps milk ; 
They H teU the dock to any badness that 
We say befits the hoar. 

Seb. Thj case, dear friend, j8o 

Shall be my precedent; as thou got'st Milan, 
I H come hy Naples. Draw thy sword : one stroke 
Shall free uiee from the tribute which thou pay est ; 
And I the king shall love thee. 

AnU Drawtogedier; 

And when I rear my hand, do you the lil^ 
To fall it on Gonzalo. 

Seb. O, but one word. (iVyiottflgNv*. 



Aru My master through his art foresees the danger 
That you, his friends, are in ; and sends me forth — 
For else his project (ties — to keep them liying. 

While yoa here do snoring lis^ 290 

Opea-ey'd conspiracy 

His time doth take. 
If of life yon keep a care. 
Shake off ■lumber, aod beware : 

Awake, awake ! 

AfiL Then let us both be sudden. 

Chn. Now, good angeb 

Presenre the king. [TUy tMO* 

Alon. Why, how now ? ho, awake ! Why are you drawn ? 
Wherefore tius ghastly looking ? 

M ftattr =: nore iMatly. 
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Ghm. What's the matter ? 

Seb. Whiles we stood here securing your repose, 500 

Even now, we heard a hollow burst of bellowing 
Like bulls, or rather lions : did 't not wake you? 
It struck mine ear most terribly. 

AUm. I heard nothing. 

Ant O, 't was a din to fright a monster's ear, 
To make an earthquake I sure, it was the roar 
Of a whole herd of lions. 

AUm. Heard you this, Gonzalo ? 

Chn, Upon mine honour, sir, I heard a humming, 
And that a strange one too, which did awake me : 
I shak'd you, sir, and cri'd : as mine eyes o^n'd, 
I saw their weapons drawn : there was a noise, 310 

That 's verily. 'T is best we stand upon our guard, 
Or that we quit this place : let 's draw our weapons. 

Aloiu Lead oif this ground ; and let's make further search 
For my poor son. 

Oon* Heavens keep him from these beasts I 

For he is, sure, i' th' island. 

Alan. Lead away. 

Aru Prospero my lord shall know what I have done: 
So, king, go safely on to seek thy son. (i 



SoBNB n. Another part of ike island, 
Snin Oaubav wUk • bmtkm ofwt&d. A noiu ^tkmultr ktrnd, 

CaZ, All the infections that the sun sucks up 
From bogs, fens, flats, on Prosper fall and make him 
By inch-meal a disease ! His spirits near me 
And yet I needs must curse. But they '11 nor pinch, 
Fright me with urchin-shows, pitch me i' th' mire, 
Nor lead me, like a firebrand, in the daric 
Out of my w^, unless he bid 'em ; but 
For every trifle are they set upon me ; 
Sometime like apes that mow and chatter at me 
And after bite me, then like hedgehogs which n 

Lie tumbling in my barefoot way and mount 
Their pricks at my footfall ; sometime am I 
All wound with adders who with cloven tongues 
Do hiss me into madness. 

JftiDfr TuaODiA. 

Lo, now, lo ! 
Here comes a spirit of his, and to torment me 
For bringing wood in slowly. I '11 &11 flat ; 
Perchance hd will not mind me. 

Trin. Here 's neither bush nor shrub, to bear off any weather 
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aft all, and anotlier stonn brewing ; I hear it sing i' tfa' wind; 
yond Bame black doiid, yond huge one, looks like a fool bom- 
bard that woald slied his liqaor. If it should thunder as it did 
before, I know not where to hide my head : yond same cloud 
cannot choose bat fall by pallfnls. What hare we here ? a man 
or a fish ? dead or alive ? A fish : he smells like a fish ; a very 
ancient and fish-like smell; a kind of notnif-the-tfewest Poor- 
John. A strange fish I Were I in England now, as once I was, 
and had bat this fish painted, not a hohday fool tikere bat wooki 
give a piece of sihrer : there wonld this monster make a man ; 
any strange beast there makes a man : when they will not give 
a doit to relieve a lame beggar, tfaev will lay oat ten to see a 
dead Indian. Leinr'd like a man! and his fins like arms! 



Warm o' my troth I I do now let loose my oinnion ; hold it no 
longer : this is no fish, bat an islander, that hath lately soff ered 
by a tfaonderbolt. [Thwnder.'] Alas, the storm is come againi 
my best way is to creep onder his gaberdine ; there is no other 
shelter heieaboat : misery acqoaints a man with strange bed- 
fellowB. I will here shroad tall the dregs of the storm be past^ 

Bia$r SnvBAVO, tmgmg: m boUU imklikm4. 

St€, 1 shall no more to lea, to sea. 

Here shalll die ashoxv— 39 

This is a very scarvy tone to sing at a man's faneral : well, 
here 's my comfort [ikimkf 

The master, the swabber, the boatswain sad I* 

The eiumer and his mate 
LoVd Moll, Meg and Marian and Margery, 

Bat none of ne eared for Kate ; 

For she had a ton^ns with a tang. 

Would cry to a Mdlor, Go hang 1 
Bhe lor'd not the taroar of tar nor of pitch, 
Tet a tailor might scratch her where'er she did itch t 

Then to sea, boys, and let her go bang I 50 

This is a senrvy tane too : bat here *s my comfort [Driafa. 

CaL Do not torment me : Ohl 

Ste. What's the matter? Have we devils here? Do yoa 
pot tricks opon 's with savages and men of Ind, ha ? I have 
not seap'd arowning to be iSeard now of yoor foor legs ; for it 
hath been said. As proper a man as ever went on foor legs can- 
sot make him give gronnd ; and it shall be said so again while 
Stephano brMlSes at 's nostrils. 

Vol. The spirit torments me; Oh! 59 

Ste* Thisissomemonsterof the isle with foor legs, who hath 
got, as I take it, an agae. Where the devil shoold he leam oar 

» iMfitertf <-a laifsdHukiBff tisiil nate of IseilMr. 
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laoffoage ? I will give him some relief, if it be 1ml for that 
If I can recover him and keep him tame and get to Naples with 
him, he 's a present for any emperor that ever trod on neat's- 
leather. 

CclL Do not torment me, prithee ; I 'U bring my wood home 
faster. 

Ste. He 's in his fit now and does not talk after the wisest 
He shall taste of my bottle: if he have never drank wine afore, 
it will go near to remove his fit. If I can recover him and keep 
him tame, I will not take too much tor him ; he shall pay for 
him that hath him, and that soundly. 

CaL Thoa dost me yet bat Htde hnrt ; ihoawflt anon, 
I Imow it by thy trembling: now Ftosper works upon thee. 

Ste. Come on yonr ways ; open year month ; here is that 
whic|i will give language to you, cat : open your mouth ; this 
will shake your shaking, I can tell you, uid that soundly : you 
cannot teQ who 's your friend : open your chaps again. 

Trin, I should know that voice: it should be — but he is 
drown'd ; and these are devils : O defend me ! 80 

Ste. Four legs and two voices: a most delicate monster! 
Hb forward voice now is to speak well of his friend ; his back- 
ward voice is to utter foul speeches and to detract. If all the 
wine in my bottle will recover him, I will help his ague. Come. 
Amen I I will pour some in thy other moutlL 

Trin. Stephanol 

Ste. Doth thy other mouth call me ? Mercy, mercy ! This 
is adevil, and no monster: I will leave him; I have no long 
spoon. 89 

Tnn. Stephano! If thou be'st Stephano, touch me and 
speak to me; for I am Trinculo — be not afeard — thy good 
friend Trinculo. 

Ste. If thou be'st Trinculo, come forth : I 'U pull thee by the 
lesser legs : if any be Trinculo's legs, these are they. Thou art 
very Trinculo indeed ! How cam'st thou to be the siege of this 
moon-calf? can he vent Trinculos ? 

Trin. I took him to be kill'd with a thunderetroke. But art 
thou not drown'd, Stephano ? I hope now thou art not drown'd. 
Is the storm over-blown ? I hid me under the dead moon-calf's 
gaberdine for fear of the storm. And art thou living, Stephano ? 
Stephano, two Neapolitans 'scap'd ! loi 

Ste. Prithee, do not turn me about ; my stomach is not con- 
stant. 

Col. [Aride.'] These be fine things, an if they be not spritea 

<• tone $po9n : " He who «ftto with the Deril ihonld have » long ipoon.*^ 

M n9g$ = Mat, etool. 

*• mo99^-calf^% noaftroqi, falee conceptton, rappoMd to be eaoied by the Inflmaw 

If ine BOOB* 
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That '8 a brave ^ and bean celestial liquor. 
I will kneel to bun. 

Ste. How didst thou 'scape? How cam'st ihoa hither? 
swear by this bottle how thoa cam'st hither. I escap'd apon a 
bntt of sack which the sailors heav'd o'erboard, by this bottle, 
which I made of the bark of a tree with mine own hands since 
I was cast ashore. iii 

CdL I 'U swear upon that bottle to be thy tme subject ; for 
the Uqnor is not eartbly. 

8t0, Here; swear then how thou escap'dst 

Trin. Swam ashore, man, like a dude : I can swim like a 
duck, 1 11 be sworn. 

Ste. Here, loss the book, lliough thou canst swim like a 
duck, thou art made like a goose. 

Trin, O Stephano, hast any more of this ? 119 

Ste, The whole butt, man : my cellar is ip a rock by the sea- 
side where my wine is hid. Uow now, moon-calf ! how does 
thine ague? 

Cal* Hast thou not dropped from heaven ? 

Ste. Out o' th' moon, I do assure thee : I was the man i* th' 
moon whf n time was. 

CaL I have seen thee in her and I do adore thee : 
My mistress showed me thee and thy dog and t^ bush. 

Ste. Come, swear to that; loss the book: I will famish it 
anon with new contents: swear. 139 

Trifu By this good light, this is a very shallow monster ! I 
af card of mm ! A very weak monster ! The man i' th' moon ! 
A most poor credulous monster ! Well drawn, monster, in good 
iooth! 

CoZ. 1 11 show thee every fertile inch o* th' island ; 
And I will kiss thy foot : I prithee, be my god. 

Trin. By this Ught, a most perfidious and drunken monster I 
when 's god 's asleep, he '11 rob his bottle. 

CdL I *11 kiss thy foot ; 1 11 swear myself thy subject. 

Ste. Come on then ; down, and swear. 139 

Trin. I shall laug^ myself to death at this puppy-headed 
monster. A most scurvy monster ! I could find in my heart to 
beat him, — 

Ste. Come, kiss. 

Trin. But that the poor monster 's in drink : an abominable 
monster I 

Col. 1 11 show thee the best springs ; 1 11 pluck thee berries; 
1 11 fish for thee and get thee wood enough. 
A pUgue upon the tjrrant that I serve I 
111 bear him no more sticks, but follow thee. 
Thou wondrous man. 
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2Vjfi. Amostridieuloiuimoiiater, to make awonderof apoor 
drunkard! 

CclL I prithee, let me hrmg thee where erabe grow ; 
And I with m j long nails will dig thee pig^nntB ; 
Show thee a jav's nest and instmct thee how 
To snare the mmble marmoset ; I '11 bring thee 
To clustering filberts and sometimes I '11 get thee 
Toong scamels from the rock. Wilt dioa go with me? 

Ste. I prithee now, lead the way without any more talking. 
Trinenlo, the king and all oar company else bedng drown'd, we 
will inherit here : here I bear my bottle : fellow Trincolo^ we 'U 
fill him by and by again. 

CaL ^SingB arunkenly.'] 

Faxewell, master ; fareweU, fsreweU I 

2Vtii. A howling monster ; a drunken monster ! 

CaL NomoredamsI'Iliniikeforftih; 
Nor fetch in firing 
At requiring: 
Nor ecrape treneherin/p, nor wash disk : 
'Ban, 'Ban, Cacaliban 
Has a new master : get a new man. 170 

SVeedom, hey-day ! hey-day, freedom I freedom, hey-day, free- 
dom! 
Ste. brave monster ! Lead the way. [SmmL 

ACT III. 
ScBNB I. Before Pbospero's ceff. 

BtUr WtaaaaAMU, btaring a lof. 

Fer. There be some sports are painful, and thdr labour 
Delight in them sets off : some kinds of baseness 
Are nobly ondeivone and most poor matters 
Point to ridi en£. This my mean task 
Woold be as heavy to me as odious, but 
The mistress wludi I serve quickens what 's dead 
And makes my labours pleasures : O, she is 
Ten times more gentle than her &ther 's crabbed ; 
And he 's eompoMd of harshness. I must remove 
Some thonsapfui of these logs and pile them up, 10 

Upon a sore injunction : my sweet mistress 
Weeps when she sees me work, and says, such baseness 
Had never like executor. I forget: 

*■* aeamtU, What thtM w*re hM not ret been diaeorwed. 
T>i tnneUnmf, So tiM old text. " "* 



^tnnekgHmf. So tho old text. OaUtan to dnuk, and hto tongiw if tBinclod wltk 
Ite iM-tiuk ol ilrtef uid rtgntrOtf. 
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Bat ihese r weet thoagfats do even refresh uy laboun, 
Most busy lest, when I do it 

Mir. '^^ '^^^y P"7 J^'^ 



Work not so hard : I would the 1 _ 

Burnt up those logs that yon are en join'dT to pOe 1 

Fray, set it down and rest yon : when this boms, 

T wOl weep for having wearied you. My futher 

Is hard at stady; pray now, rest yonrself; ao 

He 's safe for these time hours. 

Fer, O most dear mistrssS) 

The son will set before I shall diseharge 
What I most strive to do. 

Jf in If yon 11 sit down^ 

1 11 bear your logs the while : pray, give me that; 
I H carry it to tl^ pile. 

Fer. No, preeions creature ; 

I had rather crack my sinews, break my back, 
Than yon should such dishonour undergo^ 
While I sit hay by. 

Mir. It would become me 

As wen as it does yon ; and I should do it 
With much more ease ; for my good will is to it, ^ 

And yours it is against 

ProB. Poor worm, tbou art infected 1 

This visitatioin shows it 

Mir. Tou look wearily. 

Fer. No, noUe mistress ; 'tis fresh morning with me 
When you are bv at night I do beseech you — 
Cibiefly that I might set it in my prayers ^ 
What is your name ? 

Mir. Miranda. — O my father, 

I have broke your best to say so I 

Fer. Admir'd Mitia^fMlii. | 

Indeed the top of admiration I worA 
What's dearest to the world! Full many a hdy 
I havo ey'd with best regard, and many a time 40 

The harmony of their tongues hath into bondage 
Brought my too diligent ear : for several virtues 
Hiave I lik'd several women ; never any 
With so fnU soid, but some defect in hor 
Did quarrel with the noblest grace she ow'd 
And put it to the foil: but you, O you, 

» JfiM taw iMt} 0orra]A : MMlblf, moit ftHi^Mf ; tta»l to, Uf Mioscta 
■Mt hoaf wtaM iM was woiklBg to obtatn htr. 
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80 perfect and so peerless, are created 
Of every creature's best ! 

Mir. I do not know 

One of my sex ; no woman's face remember, 
Save, from my glass, mine own ; nor have I seen p 

More that I may call men than you, good friendy 
And my dear father: how features are abroad, 
I am skiUess of ; bat, by my modesty. 
The jewel in my dower, I would not wish 
Any companion in the world but you, 
Nor can moagination form a shape, 
Besides yoonelf , to like of. Bat I prattle 
Something too wildly, and my Ruber's precepts 
I therein do forget. 

Fer, I am in my condition 

A prince, Miranda ; I do think, a king ; 60 

I would, not so ! — and would no more endure 
This wooden slavery than to suffer 
The flesh-fly blow my mouth. Hear my sool speak : 
The very instant that I saw you, did 
My heart fly to your service ; there resides. 
To make me slave to it ; and for your sake 
Am I this patient log^Euun. 

Mir, Do you love me ? 

Fer. O heaven, O earth, bear witness to this soond 
And crown what I profess with kind event 
If I speak true ! if hollowly, invert 70 

What best is boded me to mischief ! I 
Beyond all limit of what else i' th' world 
Do love, prize, honour you. 

Mir, I am a fool 

To weep at what I am glad ol 

Fro8. Fair encounter 

Of two most rare affections ! Heavens rain grace 
On that which breeds between 'em ! 

Fer, Wherefore weep yon ? 

Mia*. At mine unworthiness that dare not offer 
What I desire to give, and much less take 
What I shall die to want. But this is trifling : 
And all the more it seeks to hide itself, 8s. 

The bigger bulk it shows. Hence, badiful cunning ! 
And prompt me, plain and holy innocence ! , 

I am your wife, if you wUl marry me ; 
If not, 1 11 die your maid : to be your fellow 
Tou may deny me ; but I 'U be your servant. 
Whether you will or no. 
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Fer. My mistress, dearest ; 

And I thus hmnble ever. 

Mir. My husband, then ? 

Fer. Ay, with a heart as willing 
As bondage e'er of freedom : here 's my huuL 

Mir. And mine, with my heurt in 't : and now faurewell 90 
Till half an hoar hence. 

Fer, A thousand thousand I 

[Bxtma glgr,md Mhr, nmnU^ 

Pros, 80 glad of this as they I cannot be, 
Who are sorpris'd withal; bat my rejoicing 
At nothing can be more. 1 11 to my book. 
For vet ere 8apper4une most I perform 
Mach business appertaining. [Wbtu. 

Scxm n. Another pari of the island. 

Bmer GAUBAa, Stmuio, tmd TtiaoiiM. 

Ste. Tell not me ; when the butt is out, we will drink water ; 
not a drop before : Uierefore bear up, and board 'em. Servant- 
monster, drink to me. 

Trin. Servant-monster ! the folly of this island ! Thev say 
tiiere 's bat five upon this isle : we are three of them ; if th' 
other two be brain'd like us, the state totters. 

Ste, Drink, servant-monster, when I bid thee : thy eyes are 
almost set in thy head. 

Trin. Where should they be set else ? he were a brave mon- 
ster indeed, if they were set in his taiL 10 

Ste. Mv man-monster hath drown'd his tongue in sack : for 
my part, the sea cannot drown me ; I swam, ere I could recover 
the shore, ^ye and thirty leagues off and on. By this lij^t, thou 
shalt be n^ lieutenant, monster, or my standard. 

Trin. Your lieutenant, if vou list ; he 's no standard. 

Ste. We 11 not run. Monsieur Monster. 

Triiu Nor go neither ; but you 'U lie like dogs and yet say 
nothing neither. 

Ste. Moon-calf, speak once in thy life, if thou be'st a good 
moon-calf. 20 

Col. How does thy honour ? Let me lick thy shoe, 
in not serve him; he 's not valiant 

Trin, Thou liest, most ignorant monster : I am in case to 
justle a constable. Why, thou debosh'd fish, thou, was there 
ever man a coward that hath drunk so much sack as I to-day ? 
Wilt thou tell a monstrous lie, being but half a fish and half a 
monster? 

ttmmdard, a ponnSng nfcrtne* to til* «Brign or aneiait (a oomptloB of tailgBX 



S 
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CaL Loy how he moeki me ! wQt thoa let him, mj lord ? 

Trin. ^ Lord " quoth he ! That a monrter shoald he saeh a 
oatanai 2P 

CaL Lo, lo, again ! hite hun to drath, I prithee. 

Ste. Trineolo, keep a good tongue in your head : if yon provo 
a mntineer, — the next tree ! 'Die poor mooatar 's mj mhjeet 
and he shall not suffer indigni^ . 

Col. I thank my noUe lord. THlt thoa be pleaa'd to hearicen 
once again to the suit I made to thee? 

Ste. Many, will I: kneel and repeat it; I will stand, and 80 
shaJl Trincolo. 



CaL Am I told thee before, I am sabjeet to a tyrant, a 8or> 
eerer, that by his eonning hath cheated me of the idand. 40 

Aru Thoaliest 

CaL Thoa liest, thoa jesting monkey, thoa : 
I woold my valiant master wo^ destroy thee ! 
I do not lie. 

Ste. Trininilo, if yoatroohle him any more in 'stale, by this 
hand, I wUl sappknt some of year teeth. 

Tnm. Why, I said nothing. 

Ste. Mom, then, and no more. Proceed. 

CaL I say, by sorcery he got thu ide ; 
From me he got it If thy greatness will 
Bevenge it on him, — f or I biow thoa dar^sty p 

Bat thu thing dare not, — 

Ste. That 's most certain. 

CaL Thoashaltbelordof itandlllserrethea. 

Ste. How now shall this be compass'd? Oanst thoa bring 
me to the party? 

CaL Tea, yea, my lord: I '11 yield him thee adeep^ 
Where thoa mayst knock a nail into his head. 

Aru Then liest ; thoa canst not 

CaL What a pied ninny 's this I Thoa scarry patch I 
I do beseech thy sreatness, give him blows 60 

And take his botde from him : when that 's gone 
He shall drink nought bat brine ; for I 'U not show him 
Where the qoidc freshes are. 

Ste. Trincolo, ran into no farther danger: interrapt the mon* 
ster one word farther, and, by this hand, 1 11 tarn my mercy 
oat o' doors and make a stock*fish of thee. 

Trin. Why, what did I? I did nothing. Ill go iaither 
•ff. 

Ste. Didst thoa not say he lied ? 

Ari Thoaliest 70 

•^MniMif: Triaenio Is Um Cowt rool» and wita a nottej, or pl«d, drtHL 
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5te. DoIm? takethottthat [JBte^s 2Vtn.] 
As yoa like this, give me the lie another time. 

Trin. I did not give the lie. Oat o' your wits and hearing 
too ? A pox o' yonr botde ! this can sack and drinking do. A 
morrain on yonr monster/ and the devil take jour fixigeis ! 

CaL Ha, ha, ha! 

8te. Now, forward with jonr tale. Prithee^ stand farther 
off. 

CaU Beat him enough: after a little time 
1 11 beat him too. 

8t^ Stand farther. Gome, proceed. 80 

CaU Why, as I told thee, 't is a costom with him, 
r ih' afternoon to sleen : there thoa mayst brain him, 
Having first seiz'd his Dooks, or with a k>g 
Batter his skoll, or panneh him with a sti&e. 
Or cot his wesand with thy knife. Remember 
First to possess his books ; for without them 
He 's bat a sot, as I am, nor hath not 
One s|»rit to command : they all do hate him 
As rootedly as L Bam bat his books. 

He has brave otensils, — for so he calls them, — 90 

Which, when he has a boose, he 11 deck withaL 
And that most deeply to consider is 
Tlie beaaty of his daaghter ; he himself 
Galls her a nonpareil : I never saw a woman, 
Bat only Sycorax my dam and she ; 
Bat she as far sarpsuneth Sycorax 
As ffreat*st does least 

Ste, Is it so brave a lass ? 

CaL Ay, lord ; she will become thy bed, I warrant 
And bring thee forth brave brood. 09 

St^ Monster, I will kill this man : his daughter and I will 
be king and queen, —save our graces 1 ^and "[fiincalo and thy- 
self shall be viceroys. Dost then like the plot, Trincolo? 

Trin. Excellent 

8t^ Give me thy hand : I am sorry I beat thee ; but, while 
thou liv'st, keep a good tongue in thy head. 

CaL Within this half hour will he be asleep : 
"Vnit thoa destroy him then ? 

Ste. Ay, on mine honour. 

Ari. This win I tell my master. 

CaL Tium mak'st me merry ; I am full of pleasure : 
Let us be jocund : will you troll the catch no 

Tou tauriit me but while^re ? 

Ste. At thy request, monster, I will do reason, any reason. 
Come on, Trineulo, let us sing. tA'>vi 
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float 'em and ■coat 'em 
And seaot 'em and flout 'em ; 
Thought is free. 

CoL That 's not the time. idna riaj/ttkMtmuvmm tabor tmdffft, 

8te. What 18 this same ? 

Trin, This ia the tune of oar catch, played by the picture of 
Nobody. 120 

Ste. If thou be'at a man, show thyself in thy likeness : if 
thou be'st a devil, take 't as thoa list 

Trin, O, forgive me my sins ! 

Ste. He that dies pays all debts : I defy thee. Mer^ npon 
us! 

Cal. Art thou af eard ? 

Ste. No, monster, not L 

Cal. Be not af eard ; the isle is fall of noises, 
Soands and sweet airs, that give delight and hart not 
Sometimes a thousand twanging instraments 130 

Will ham aboat mine ears, and sometime voices 
That, if I then had wak'd after long sleep, 
Will make me sleep again : and then, in dreaming, 
The doods methoaght woald open and show riches 
Beady to drop upon me, that, when I wak'd, 
I eri'd to dream again. 

Ste. This will prove a brave kingdom to me, wheie I shall 
have my mosic for nothing. 

CdL When Prospero is destrojr'd. 

Ste. That shall be by and by : I remember the story. 140 

Trin. The soond is going away ; let 's follow it, and after do 
oar woriL. 

SU. Lead, monster; we 11 follow. I would I coold see this 
taborer ; he lays it on. 

Trin. Wilt come? 1 11 f dlow, Stepbano. [Ammi 

80ENB m. Another peart of (he idand. 
Aur Auumo, EMBJumuf, Ahtohio, Goiiiau>/A9Buv, J%Aaaaoo,)mid nt k m , 

Chn. By 'r lakin, I can go no farther, sir ; 
My old bones ache : here 's a maze trod indeed 
Throagh f orth-rights and meanders 1 By yoar patienee^ 
I needs mast rest me. 

Alan. Old lord, I cannot blame thee, 

Who am myself attached with weariness, 
To th' dollmg of my spirits : sit down, and rest 
Even here I will put off my hope and keep it 

» Nobodp: pUlaljMi aUiuion to an old grotMqiM flgurt, aU hatd and Umb«. wttk 
Bobo47. 
> lakin = ladykte or little tady, Um Virgin Macy- 
• foiih^hU = ttxaight patlis. 
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No longer for my flatterer: he la drown'd 

Whom thus we stray to find, and the sea mocks 

Our frustrate search on Umd. Well, let him go. lo 

Ant. lAside to SebJ] I am right glad that he 's so out of 
hope. 
Do not, for one repnlse, forego the purpose 
That yon reeolv'd t' effect 

Seb. [Adde to Ara."] The next advantage 
Will we take throughly. 

AnU lAddetoSeb.'] Let it be to4iight ; 
For, now they are oppressed with travel^ they 
Will not, nor cannot, use such yigilance 
As when the;^ are fresh. 

Sib. {Amde to Ant."] I say, to-ni^ : no more. 



AUm, What harmony is this ? My good friends, hark ! 
Oon. Marvellous sweet music ! 

AiKr Piotmo «toM, mrmiMe. JbiKr <epgrol stramg9 flBky . hHmgimg in • harngmtf 

Alon, Give us kind keepers, heavens I What were these ? » 

Sob. A living drollery. Now I will believe 
That there are unicorns, that in Arabia 
There is one tree, the phoBnix' throne, one phfleniz 
At this hour reigning Uiere. 

Ant. I 'U believe both ; 

And what does else want credit, come to me. 
And I '11 be sworn 't is true : travellers ne'er did lioi 
lliough foob at home condemn 'em. 

Chn. If in Naples 

I should report this now, would they believe me r 
If I should say, I saw such islanders — 

For, certes, these are people of the island — ^ 

Who, tfaou^ they are of monstrous shape, vet, note. 
Their manners are more gentle-kind than of 
Our human generation you shall find 
Many, nay, almost any. 

JVot. [^Aside.'] Honest lord, 

Thou hast said well ; for some of you there present 
Are worse than devils. 

Alon, I cannot too much muse 

Such shapes, such gesture and such sound, expressing) 
Although they want the use of tongue, a kind 
Of exeellent dumb diBcourse. 

Pros. J[A9ide.^ Praise in departing. 

* JVmw m dtpankng : aa adafe afaiii*; ovw-haity oonoloaioaf In ona*s own tefor 
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Fran, Thqr Tanish'd strangely. 

Seb, No matter, nnoe 40 

They have left their viandB behind ; for we have stomachs. 
Will 't please yoa taste of what is here ? 

Alan. Not L 

Cron, Ftiiih, sir, yon need not fear. When we were boys. 
Who wonld bdieve that there were moontaineers 
Dew-lapp'd like bnllsy whose throats had hanging at 'em 
Wallets of flesh ? or that there were such men 
Whose heads stood in their breasts ? which now we find 
Each patteiH>at of fiye for one will bring os 
Grood warrant of. 

Alan. I will stand to and feed, 

Although my last : no matter, since I feel 50 

The best is past. Brother, my lord the duke, 
Stand to and do as we. 

Tktmdir mmd lighmmg. £ta<efABiiL,Kla««Aaiw; claps iUtwM(9tfmilA<lflUt;M< 
with a qmaitU devut, the banquet va$iiiaiu$, 

ArL Ton are three men of sin, whom Destmy, 
That hath to instrument this lower world 
And what is in % the never-surfeited sea 
Hath cans'd to belch up yon ; and on this island 
Where man doth not inhabit ; you 'mongst men 
Being most unfit to live. I have made you mad ; 
And even with such-like valour men hang and drown 

Their proper selves. [AUm,, &6., «i«., dmm thm Mponb . 

You fools ! I and my fellows 60 

Are ministers of Fate: the elements, 
Of whom your swords are temper'd, may as well 
Wound the loud winds, or with bemock'd-at stabs 
Kill the still-closing waters, as diminish 
One dowle that 's in my plume : my f ellow-ministen 
Are like invulnerable. If you could hurt. 
Your swords are now too massy for your strengths 
And will not be uplifted. But remember — 
For that's my business to you — that you three 
From Milan did supplant good Ptospero ; }c 

Ezpos'd unto the sea, whidi hath requit it, 
Him and his innocent child : for which foul deed 
The powers, delaying, not forgetting, have 
Incens'd the seas and shores, vea, sU the creatures, 
Against your peace. Thee of thy son, Alonso, 

« putttr-mu 0/ Jht for cms thftt it, who pnte out hit m<meT st (ht alt of flvo flat 
MM, which WM doM by tdTtntorottt Toyaaen in 8/t time. If thty did nol ntun It 
•Itim their Ave hnndrtd pttr cent, the pzbelptl wm foxMted. 

•* Ofwkum: vfkom It lootely nrad twwkkk. 

^dnoU = Ught pvtiele of down. 
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I 

They have bereft ; and do pronounce by me : 

Lingering perdition, worse uian any death 

Can be at once, shall step by step attend 

Ton and your ways ; whose wraths to guard yon from — 

Which hwe, in tlus most desolate isle, else falls 80 

Upon your heads — is nothing bat heart-sorrow 

And a dear life ensuing. 

Hr vonifAM m thmder; tA«», to aojt musk, tmUr tht Siap$9 9gam^ amd damet, with 

Pros, Bravely the figure of this harpy hast thou 
Perf orm'dy my Ariel ; a grace it had, devouring : 
Of my instruction hast thou nothing bated 
In what thou hadst to say : so, with good life 
And observation strange, my meaner ministers 
Their several kinds have done. My high charms work 
And these mine enemies are all knit up 

In their distractions ; they now are in my power ; ^ 

And in these fits I leave them, while I visit 
Toung Ferdinand, whom they suppose is drown'd, 
And Us and mine lov'd darlmg. (jEaiatoMb 

Chm. r the name of something holy, sir, why stand yon 
In this strange stare ? 

AUm. O, it IB monstrous, monstrous ! 

Methonght the billows spoke and told me of it ; 
The wimls did sing it to me, and the thunder. 
That deep and drradful organ-pipe, pronounc'd 
The name of Prosper : it did bass my trespass. 
Therefore my son i' the ooze is bedded, and 100 

I H seek him deeper than e'er plummet sounded 
And with him there lie madded. [Jfini. 

iSa6. But one fiend at a time, 

1 11 fight their legions o'er. 

AnL Illbethysecond. [£iimmtsw.aiitfiiM. 

Chm. All three of them are desperate: their great guilt, 
Like poison given to work a great time after, 
Now 'gins to bite the spirits. I do beseech you 
That are of suppler joints, follow them swiftly 
And hinder them from what this ecstasy 
Kay now provoke them to. 

Adr. Follow, I pray you. iSuma 

M dttmmmg : m> •trained a qm of the woM that the puaage may be eomipt 
*■ m ko m tmif nffpew if drown'^d: a oanIe« difngerd of gnuomv. 
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ACT IV. 

SoiiTB L Btjwrt Pbo9pbro'8 m2L 



Pros. If I have too ftostorely pvmish'd jou, 
Tour compeiunlion makes amends, for I 
Have given yon here a third of mine own lifei 
Or that for which I live ; who onee again 
1 tender to thy hand : aU thy vexations 
Were bat my triak ol thy love, and thoa 
Hast strangely stood the test: here, alore HeaifW^ 
I ratify this my rich gift O Ferdinand, 
Do not smile at me mat I boast her off, 
For thoa shaH find she will oatstrip all praise 
And make it halt behind her. 

Fer. I do believe it 

Against an orade. 

Pros. Then, as my gift and thine own acqaiaitiett 
Worthily parchas'd, take mj danghter : bot 
If thoa dost break her virgm-knot before 
All sanetimonioas ceremonies may 
With full and holy rite be minister'd. 
No sweet aqiersion shall the heavens let fsll 
To make this contract grow ; bat barren hate, 
Soor^ed disdain and discord shall bestrew 
The anion of your bed with weeds so loalhly 
That yoa shall hate it both: therefore take heed. 
As Hymen's lamps shall light yoa. 

Fer. As I hope 

For qoiet days, fair issue and long life. 
With such love as 't is now, the murkiest den. 
The most oj^rtone place, the strongest suggestioD 
Our worser genius can, shall never melt 
Mine honour into lust, to take away 
The edge of that day's celebration 
When I shall think, or Fhcebus' steeds are foundered. 
Or Night kept chained below. 

Pros. Fairly spoke. 

Sit then and talk with her ; she is tmne own* 
What, Ariel ! my industrious servant, Ariel I 



Ari. What would my potent master ? here I am. 
Pros^ Thou and thy meaner fellows your last service 

• •iMrclfthAtia, attrntdibyaeommoii tnuupoiitloii of r ; M6trrf£or6riA 
>*«j|wr»0«, in its origtnai amie of iprinkliiic. 
*B Am Hifmm?* kmtp$ = that Hjan't JMopt. 
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Did woiihQy perf onn ; and I miut use yoa 

In'sueh another trick. Gro bring the nJi>Uey 

O'er whom I give thee power, here to this {^aoe: 

Incite them to quick motion ; for I most 

Beetow npon the eyee of this yoong conple 49 

Some yanity of mine art : it is my pronusey 

And they expect it from me. 

Ari. Vreaeadj? 

Fro8. Ajf with a twink. 

Aru Before yoa can say ^'oome" and '^go^** 
And hriathn twice and cry ^ so, so," 
Each one^ tripping on his toe, 
WiU be here with mop and mow. 
Do yon love me, master? no? 

JPros. Dearly, my deUcate Ariel Do not approaeh 
Till thon dost hear me calL 

Aru Well, I concdve. IXait 

Pros. Look thoQ be true; do not give dalliance 51 

Too much the rein : the strongest oaths are straw 
To the fire i' th' blood: be more abstomioas» 
Or else, good night your vow 1 

Fer. I warrant yon, sir ; 

The white cokl virgin snow upon my heart 
Abates the ardour of my liver. 

Pros. Well 

Now come, my Ariel I bring a corollary, 
Bather than want a spirit: appear, and perffy I 
No tongue I all eyes I be silent imfimm*. 

Iris* Ceres, most boonteons lady, thy rich leas 60 

Of wheat, rye, bariey, vetches, oats, and pease ; 
Thy torfy moontains, where live nibbling sheep, 
And flat meads thatch'd with stover, th^ to keep ; 
Thy banks with pioned and lilied brims. 
Which sponpnr April at thy best betrims, 
To make ooU nymphs chaste crowns ; and thy broom-groves, 
Whose shadow the dismissed bachelor loves. 
Being lass-lorn ; thy pole-dipp'd vineyard ; 
And thy seaFmarge, sterile aoid rocky-hard, 
Where thon thyself dost air; — the queen o' th' sky, 70 

Whose watery arch and messenffer am I, 
Bids thee leave these, and with her sovereign grace, 

« P^ttnOf =r IminodlAtety. 

* tor wltnrp sz rappluoMii. 

^ ttovtr = MUM cnMi fojMwr tlutfieli. 

••^MMtf oiuf Ulittfbrmu: tlM folio, "pionad md imOUd^ in whidi twiltod mlgto 



•yss* 



Md piMMd doc; but piontM and UUm an raqnixed (0 nak* orowna. 
% tlifti la, wi& poles oUppad or tunoondsd bj Ttnaa. 
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42 THE TEMPEST. (Act IV. 

Here on this gnmnplot, in this Tery pUce, 
To come and sport : her peacocks fly amain : 
Approach, rich Ceres, her to entertain. 

BiUtr GUI. 

Car. Hail, many-coloor'd messenger, that ne'er 

Dost disobey the wife of Jupiter ; 

Who with mj safEron wings upon my flowera 

Diffosest honey-drops, re&eshing showers. 

And with each end of thy blue bow dost crown go 

My bosky acres and my onshrubb'd down. 

Rich scarf to my proad earth ; why hath thy qaeen 

Snmmon'd me hiuier, to this short-grass'd green? 
Iris. A contract of trae love to celebrate; 

And some donation freely to estate 

On the blest lovers- 
Car. Tell me, heavenly bow, 

If Venns or her son, as thou dost know. 

Do now attend the queen ? Since they did plot 

The means that dusty Db m v daughter got. 

Her and her blind boy's scandal'd company go 

I have forsworn. 

Iris. Of her society 

Be not afraid : I met her deity 

Cutting the clouds towards Paphos and her son 

Dove-uawn with her. Here iSiought they to have done 

Some wanton charm upon this man and maid. 

Whose vows are, that no bed-right shall be paid 

Till Hymen's torch be lighted : but in vain ; 

Mars's hot minion is retum'd again ; 

Her waspislbbeaded son has broke his arrows, 

Swears he will shoot no more, but play with sparrows too 

And be a boy right out 

Car. High'st queen of state, 

Ghreat Juno, comes ; I know her by her gait. 

J&ii«r Jimo. 
Juno. How does my bounteous sister ? Go with me 

To bless this twain, that they may prosperous be 

And honour'd in their issue. [The§ $m^ * 

Jw¥k Hononr, riches, marriage-blessing, 

Long continuance, and increasing* 

HonrljT joys be still upon yon 1 

Juno sings her blessings on jon. 
Ctr. Earth's increase, foison plenty, no 

Bams and gamers never emp^, 

Vines with clustering bunches growing, 

Flimts with goodly burthen bowing ; 

tt Airif<fff =]Mr: oaedM "h«r B«J«ity." 

« ft^koi == a town in Cypnu whtre Venu wu wonhlppsd. 
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Spring come to yoa at the faitbeft 
In the Terj' end of harvest ! 
ScarcttT and want shall shnn 70a ; 
Ceres' blesiung so is on 70a. 

Fer. ThiB is a moet majestic vision, and 
Harmonious charmingly. May I be bold 
To think these spirits ? 

Pros. Spirits, which by mine art 130 

I have from their confines call'd to enact 
My present &neies. 

Fer. Let me live here ever; 

80 rare a wondered faiher and a wise 
Makes this place Paradise. 

iJumo ami Ckru ft ki tp tr , amd attid Mi •» isyiltisusl. 

Pms. Sweety now, nlenoe ! 

Jnno and Ceres ^niiisper seriously ; 
There 's something else to do : hush, and be mate, 
Or else our spell is marr'd. 

/m. Ton nymphs, call'd Naiads, of the winding brooks, 
With your sedg'd crowns and ererJiarmless looks, 
Leave your crisp channels, and on this green lapd 130 

Answer your smnmons ; Jono does command : 
Gome, temperate nymphs, and help to celebrate 
A oontract ci true love ; be not too late. 

Xnitf ctftotn ivjfifipiM* 

Ton sonbnmt sicklemen, of August weary. 
Come hither from the furrow anid be merry : 
Make holiday ; your rre-straw hats put on 
And these fresh nymphs encounter every one 
Li country footing. 

|hif«r Mffsm I U ap $n ,pnnm§fkiabited: thep join wUk tkg Nwmpk t <*«fy«et^ dMHt; 
tmtahlM tkM tmd wktrufnoumn Umrf nuUsmiif,aitdiptahfqfi«rwkSck,tomUrmmt*9 
hoB0t9t Mirf c0i|/lMirf noiMt tMn htonriiif vttnith. 

ProB, [^Ande.'] I had forgot that foul conspiracy 
Of the beast Caliban and his confederates 140 

Against my life : the minute of their plot 
Is almost come. [To the Spirits.^ Well done I avoid; no 
morel 

Fer. This is strange : your ftuher 's in some passion 
That works him strongly. 

Mir. Never till this day 

Saw I him touch'd with anger so distempered. 

Proe, Tou do look, my son, in a mov'd sort^ 
As if you were dismayed : be cheerful, sir. 

M Si rmn • wmt4tr*dfkiMar wnd a wiM. LooMly writtan lor, So fmisbr irandwfol 
■MwteafitlMr. 
»• tPtmlMt teooks. Ibt f»Uo wimdHm§, sad poallilj ws ihoiild iisd tMwfViiv. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



41 TBE TEMPEST. [Aor lY. 

Oar rerds now are ended. These our ftcton. 

As I foretold you, were all spirits and 

Are melted into air^ into thin air ; 150 

And, like the baseless fabric of this vision. 

The doud-capp'd towers, the gorgeous palaceSy 

The solemn temples, the great globe itself, 

Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve 

And, like this insubstantial pageant faded, 

L»eave not a rack behind. We are such staff 

As dreams are made on, and our little life 

Is rounded with a sleep. Sir, I am vex'd ; 

Bear with my weakness ; my old brain is trembled i 

Be not disturb'd with my infirmity ; i6e 

If you be pleas'd, retire into my cell 

And there repose : a turn or two I '11 walk, 

To still my beating mind. 
Fer. Mir. We wish yoar peace. [Kmmc 

Fraa. Come with a thought I tliank thee, Ariel s eome. 
Enter AaaiL 

Aru Thy thoughts I cleave to. What *s thy pleasure ? 

Fras. . Spirit, 

We must prepare to meet with Caliban. 

Aru Ay, my conmiander : when I presented Ceres» 
I thought to have told thee of it, but I f ear*d 
Lest I might anger thee. 

Fras. Sav again, where didst thou leave these variets ? 170 

Aru I told you, sir, they were red-hot with drinking; 
So full of valour that tiiey smote the air 
For breathing in their &ces ; beat the ground 
For kissing of their feet; yet always bending 
Towards l£eir project llien I beat my tabor ; 
At which, like unback'd colts, they pridk'd their ears, 
Advanc'd their eyelids, lifted up tiieir noses 
As they smelt music : so I charm'd their ears 
That calf-like they my lowing foUow'd through 
Tooth'd briers, sharp furzes, pricking goss a^ thomsy i8e 

Which entered their frail shins : at last I left them 
I* the filthy-mantled pool beyond your cell. 
There dancing up to the chins, that the foul lake 
O'erstunk their feet 

Fra$. This was well done, my bird* 

Thy shape invisible retain thou still: 
The trumpery in my house, go bring it hither, 
For stale to catch these thieves. 

M» fntUM, looMly uMd for *' told 7011 bcf«n.» 
M* a rack = a wreck, m In "com to iMk ftDd iiiia»" 
Iff adumc'd = Uftod up. 
Mv tt9k ^ a ■ham dMqy 
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Ari. I go, I go, [Ml. 

Pros. A derily a born doTil, on whose nature 
Nnrture can nerer itiek ; on whom my pains, 
Homanely taken, all, all lost, quite lost ; i^ 

And as with age his body uglier grows, 
So his mind eimkerB. I will plague them all^ 
Even to roaring. 

Come, hang them on this line. 

PlOtrMO md Aim mnmAi, iMwkU, Aier Oaubah, Sranwo, wmT TidMom, «B ir<(. 



CoL Bray yon, tread sofdy, that the blind moie may not 
Hear a foot fall : we now are near his oell. 

Ste, Monster, your fairy, which you say is a hamdess fairy, 
has done litde better than {OaVd the Jack with us. 

Trin. Monster, I do smeU all horse-piss ; at which my nose 
is in great faidignadon. 

8te> So is mine. Do yea hear, monster ? If I should take 
* a displeasure against you, look you, -— 201 

Trwu Thou wert but a lost monster. 

CaL Qood mj lord, give me thy favour still. 
Be patient, for the prize I 'U bring thee to 
Shall hoodwink this nuschance : tiberefore speak soflly. 
All 's hush'd as midn^ht yet 

Triiu Ay, bnttolMOOur botdesin thepool,— * 

Ste. There is not only disgrace and dishonour in that, monster, 
but an infinite loss. 

Trku That 's more to me than my wettii^ : yet this is your 
harmless faiir, monster. 2x1 

Ste. I will fetch off my bottle, though I be o'er ears for my 
labour. 

CaU Prithee, my king, be quiet See'st thou here. 
This is the mouth o' th' cell : no noise, and enter. 
Do that good mischief which may make this island 
Hone own for ever, and I, thy Caliban, 
For aye thy f oot^ker. 

Ste. Give me thy hand. I do begin to haTe Uoody thoughts. 

Trin. O king Stephano! O peer I O worthy Stephano! 
look what a wardrobe here is for thee I 321 

CaL Let it alone, thou fool ; it is but trash. 

Trin. O, ho, monster ! we know what belongs to a frippery* 
O king Stephano ! 

Ste. Put off that gown,Trinenlo ; by this hand, 1 11 have thai 
gown. 

Trin. Thy grace shall have it 

CaL The dropsy drown this fool ! what do yon mean 

"yHRP^rr = « >ikop for tli» nit of old 1 
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To dote ihiu on Bach logga^ ? Let 't alone 

And do the mardier fint : if he awake, s jo 

From toe to orown he 11 fill our skinB with pinchesy 

Make us strange staff. 

Ste. Be yoa qaiet, monster. Mistress line, is not this my 
jerkin? Now is the jerkin ander the line : now, jerkin, yoo 
are like to lose year hair and prove a held jerkin. 

2Hn. Do, do: we steal fay line and lerel, an't like yoor 
grace. 

SU. I thank thee for that jest; here 's a garment for 't : wit 
shall not go anrewaxded while I am king of tUs coantry. *^ Steal 
hy line ami level " is an excellent pass of pate ; there 's another 
garment for 't. H' 

2Wn. Monster, eome, pat some lime upon yoor fingers, and 
away with the rest 

Col. I will have none on 't : we shall lose oar time. 
And all be tam'd to bamades, or to apes 
With foreheads villanoas low. 

Ste. Monster, lay-to ^oar fingers: help to bear this away 
where my hogshead of wme is, or I 'U tarn yoa oat of my king^ 
dom : go to, carry this. 

Trin. And this. 250 

Ste. Ay, and this. 

A iMift qf kmmttn krnrd, BhUt divert Sprints, im ^kapt •/ dtg^ md ko mmdt , mud kmlt 
tktm oboui, PioiPKBO and Abul tttiimg tktm am, 

ProB. Hey, Moantain, hey ! 

Aru Silver ! there it goes, Silver ! 

Pros. Faxy, Fary ! there, Tyrant, there! hark I hark! 

(CW., A«., «Mf THm» an dnmm md. 

Go charge my goblins that they grind their joints 
With dry eonvvdsions, shorten ap their sinews 
With aged cramps, and more pinch-spotted make them 
Than pard or cat o' moantain. 

Aru Hark, they roar! 

Pros, Let them be hanted soandly. At this hoar 
Lie at my mercy all mine enemies : 2^ 

Shortly shall all my labonrs end, and thoa 
Shalt have the air at freedom : for a little 
Follow, and do me service. 



»*mtdtrA$KM: a punniiig aUnsion to th« •qvinoctial lia^ tht bMt ante whtol 
was rop p oied to eaoM the lom of balr. 
*** pott qfpaU = iBTontion of tha bi 
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ACT V. 

SCKNB I Before Probpsbo'b c«iZ. 

JtHtm' FMtmo im Ui magic robu, wmd Aibl. 

Fto%. Now does my project gather to a head : 
My chaims crack not ; my spirits obey ; and time 
Goes upright with his carriage. How 's the day ? 

Aru (m the sixth hour ; at which time, my lord. 
Ton said our woriL should cease. 

Frw. I did say so. 

When first I rais'd the tempest Say, my spirit. 
How &res the king and 's followers ? 

Ari. Confin'd together 

In the same fashion as yon gave in charge, 
Just as ^oa left them ; all prisoners, sir, 

In the hne^prove which wcAther-fends your cell ; lo 

They cannot budge till your release. The king, 
His brother and yours, abide all three distracted, 
And the remainder mourning over them, 
Brimful of sorrow and dismay ; but chiefly 
Him that yon teim'd, sir, <* The good old lord, Gonzalo; ** 
His tears run down his beard, like winter's drops 
From eaves of reeds. Tour charm so strongly works 'em 
That if you now beheld them, your affections 
Would become tender. 

Bros. Dost thou think so, sinrit? 

Ari. Mine would, sir, were I human. 

Bros. And mine shalL 20 

Hast thou, which art but air, a touch, a feeling 
Of their afflictions, and shall not myself. 
One of their kind, that relish all as sharply 
Passion as they, be kindlier mov'd than thou art? 
Though with their high wrongs I am struck to the quick, 
Tet with my nobler reason 'gainst my fury 
Do I take part : the rarer action is 
In virtue than in vengeance : they being penitent, 
The sole drift of my purpose doth extend 
Not a frown further. Gh> release them, Ariel : 30 

My charms 1 11 break, their senses I'll restore. 
And they shall be themselves. 

Ari. 1 11 fetch them, sir. [ Aeft 

Prat. Te elves of hills, brooks, standing lakes and groves. 
And ye that on the sands with printless foot 

• eamag9 = load, bvrttao, tti*t whieh if eairled. 
** Hnt-grofH = lindMi prora. 
ukuuSitrzz mora Uk« om of thdr kind. 
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Do dutfe the ebbing Neptune and do fly him 

When he eomes ba4sk ; 70a demi-pappets that 

By moonshine do the green sour ringlets make, 

Whereof the ewe not bites, and you whose pastime 

Is to make midnight mnshrooms, that re^ice 

To hear the solemn corf ew ; by whose aid, 40 

Weak masters though ye be, I have bedimm'd 

The noontide son, <»Jl'd forth the mutinoas winds, 

And 'twixt the green sea and the azor'd Yault 

Set roaring war : to the dread rattling thonder 

Have I given fire and rifted Jove's stout oak 

With his own bolt ; the strong-bas'd promontory 

Have I made shake and by the spars plnok'd up 

The pine and cedar : graves at my command 

Have waked their sleepers, op'd, and let 'em forth 

By my so potent art But tMi roogfa magic 5^ 

I here abjure, and, when I have required 

Some heavenly music, which even now I do. 

To work mine end upon their senses that 

This airy charm is for, 1 11 break my staff, 

Bury it certain fathoms in the earth. 

And deeper dian did ever plummet*soand 

1 11 drown my book. (SMMMnmaie. 

Jt«-Mi«r Aun. Ufon: then ALomo, vaitk mfHaitU gesim*, aitmded iy Qohialo ; SiiAt- 
TiAH mut AsTOirxo m like mamur, muendtikif Adham md Vraroiioo t tktf «!( muttkt 



A solemn air and the best comforter 

To an unsettled fauiey cure thy brains, 

Now useless, boil'd within thy skull I There stand, tfo 

For you are spell-stopp'd. 

Holy Gonzalo, honourable man. 

Mine eyes, even sociable to the shew of thine, 

Fall f eilowly drops. The charm dissolves ^MMOy 

And as the morning steals upon the ni^^t, 

Melting the darkness, so their rising senses 

Begin to chase the ignorant fames that mantle 

Their clearer reason. O good Gronzalo, 

My true preserver, and a loyal sir 

To him thou follow'st I I will pay thy graces 70 

Home both in word and deed. Most cruelly 

sr trtum mm ntt^eU, TImm dtric dnlM ob th« ggtm wm ones rappoMd to Im BMd* 
by fairiM danoiiig In a xouad, and w«n oallcd faixy-ringi. Thij m pvodnoad by a 4t> 
earing fungus. 

M to lA« drtad rmUUng tkmmdtr. Th* eanlMtnaM with wbioh ShakMpMn wioto bla 
nUya is mnaikMbly •wnpUflad In tfa* diskoMlad and iUogieal "^omimottoa of thii bo> 
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Didst tbon, Alonso, use me and mj daughter: 

Thy brother was a fartherer in the act 

Thou art pineh'd for 't now, Sebastian. Flesh and bloodf 

Ton, brother mine, that entertained ambition, 

Expell'd remorse and nature ; whom, with Sebastian, 

Whose inward pinches therefore are most strong, 

Would hero have kill'd yoor king ; I do forgive thee, 

Umiatafal thoi^^h thoa art Their understanding 

Begins to swell, and the approaching tide 80 

Will shortly fill the reasonable dioro 

That now ues fool and mnddy. Not one of them 

Th&t yet looks on me, or would know me : Ariel, 

Fetch me the hat and rapier in my cell : 

I will disease me, and myself present 

As I was sometime Milan: quickly, spirit ; 

Thoa shalt ero long be free. 

Ann mngf «Mf M|» !• ante Mr. 

Where the hee racks, there sock I : 

lo a oowelip's bell I lie ; 

There I ooaeh when owls do cry. 90 

On the baf 8 back I do fly 

After sammer merrily. 
Merrily, merrily shall I Lre now 
Under the bloeeom that hangs on the bough. 

Pro9. Why, that's mj dainty Ariel! I shall miss thee ; 
But yet thou shalt have creedom : so, so, so» 
To tne king's ship, invisible as thou art: 
Thero shalt thou find the mariners 1 
Under the hatches ; the master and the 1 
Being awake, enforce them to this place, 100 

And presently, I prithee. 

Aru I drink the air beforo me, and return 
Or ero your pulse twice beat (Anf . 

Chn, All torment, trouble, wonder and amaaement 
Inhabits here : some heavenly power guide us 
Out of this fearful country ! 

Fr(m. ' Behold, sir kinf^ 

The wronged Duke of Milan, Proepero : 
For moro assurance that a living prince 
Poes now speak to thee, I embrace thy body ; 
And to thee and thy company I bid no 

A hearty welcome. 

Alon. Whether thou be'st he or no, 

to nuitif ui4 bM bMO loUowtS 
li, InaMdiatolj : Um ptoptr iii«ni&s ^ th« woeiI 
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Or some enchanted trifle to abuse me, 

As late I have been, I not know : thy pulse 

Beats as of flesh and blood ; and, since I saw thee, 

The affliction of my mind amendiB, with which, 

I fear, a madness held me : this mnst crave, 

An if this be at all, a most strange story. 

Thy dukedom I resign and do entreat 

Thou pardon me my wrongs. But how should Prospero 

Be livmg and be here ? 

Pros* First, noUe friend, im 

Let me embrace Uiine age, whose honour cannot 
Be measured or confin'd. 

Chm. Whether tins be 

Or be not, 1 11 not swear. 

Pro$. Yon do yet taste 

Some subtleties o' th' isle, that will not let yoa 
Believe things certain. Welcome, my friends all I 
{Arids to Seb. and Ant."] But you, my brace of lords, were I 

so minded, 
I here could pluck his highness' frown upon you 
And justify you traitors: at this time 
I will tell no tales. 

Sei>. lAMe.'] The devil speaks in him. 

Prat. No. 

For you, most wicked sir, whom to call brother 130 

Woifld even infect mv mouth, I do forgive 
Thy rankest fanlt ; all of them ; and require 
My dukedom of thee, which perforce, I know, 
Thou must restore. 

Alon. If thou be'st Prospero, 

Give us particulars of thy preservation ; 
How thou hast met us here, who three hours since 
Were wreck'd upon this shore ;' where I have lost-* 
How sharp the point of this remembrance is I -— 
My dear son Ferdinand. 

Pros, I am woe for % sir. 

Alon. Irreparable is the loss, and patience 140 

Sa3rs it is past her cure. 

Pros* I rather think 

Tou have not sought her help, of whose soft grace 
For the like loss I have her sovereign aid 
And rest myself content 

Alan. You the like loss ! 



su triJU = Ught thlDg ; wmethlng tbfttby witehoimft wai mwls to look liko Pntpwo 
SM taau aom4 mbtletia. A phnM boRowied from ancient fMtronomy, in whioh ii|^ 
ildiM nad* up In fuittftie urini wen oftUadtiibtletiBi. 
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Proa. As great to me aa late ; and, supportable 
To make the dear loss, have I means much weaker 
Than von may call to comfort 70a, for I 
Have lost my daughter. 

Alon. A daughter ? 

heavens, that they were living both in Naples, 

The king and queen there ! that they were, I wish 15D 

Ifyself were madded in that oozy bed 

"Wnere my son Ues. When did you lose your daughter ? 

Pros. In this last tempest I peroeive, these lords 
At this encounter do so much admire 
That they devour their reason and scarce think 
Tlieir eyes do offices of truth, their words 
Are natoral breath : but, howsoe'er you have 
Been justled from your senses, know for certain 
That I am Ptospero and that very duke 

Which was thrust forth of Milan, who most strangely 160 

Upon this shore, where you were wrack'd, was laikLed, 
To be the lord on 't No more yet of this ; 
For 'tis a chronicle of day by day, 
Not a relation for a brealdast nor 
Befitting this first meeting. Welcome, sir ; 
This cell 's my court : here have I few attendants 
And subjects none abroad : pray yon, look in. 
My dukedom since yon have given me again, 

1 will requite you with as good a thing ; 

At least bring forth a wonder, to content ye 170 

As much as me my dukedom. 

Hm Prtptrn dUeovin fiiBiMAn amd Mduida pimruv «* ckstt. 

Mir. Sweet lord, you play me false. 

Fer. No, my dearest love, 

I would not for the world. 

Mir. Tes, for a score of kingdoms you should wrangle. 
And I would call it fair play. 

Alan. If this prove 

A vision of the Island, one dear son 
Shall I twice lose. 

Seb. A most high miracle ! 

Fer. Though the seas threaten, they are merciful ; 
I have curs'd them without cause. [KmuU. 

Alon. Now all the blessings 

Of a glad Either compass thee about ! 180 

Arise, and say how thou cam'st here. 

Mir. O, wonder ! 

Btr$ Fntptr^ diuawn, •to. ; fhat It, h» axpofM or nfMli tfa«iii to ilgllt, pnhMj 
bj dnwlat ft ovtain at llM iMfik Of Uf otU. 
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How many goodly ereatores are there here I 
How beaateoufl mankind is ! O brave new world, 
That has such people in 't ! 

Fraa. T is new to thee. 

Alan, What is this maid with whom thou wast at play' 
Your eld'st acquaintance cannot be three hours : 
Is she the goddess that hath sever'd us, 
And brought us thus together ? 

Fer. Sir, she is mortal; 

But by immortal Fh>yidence she 's mine : 
I chose her when I could not ask my father igs 

For his advice, nor thought I had one. She 
Is daughter to this famous Duke of Milan, 
Of whom so often I have heard renown, 
But never saw before ; of whom I have 
Received a second life; and second father 
This lady makes him to me. 

Alan. I am hers : 

But, O, how oddly will it sound that I 
Must aisk my duld forgiveness I 

Fros. There, sir, stop : 

Let us not burthen our remem b rance with 
A heaviness tiliat 's gone. 

Oan. I have inlv wept, aoo 

Or should have spoke ere this. Look down, you gods» 
And on this couple drop a blessed crown ! 
For it is you that have ehalk'd forth the way 
Which brought us hither. 

Alan. I say, Amen, Gonzalol 

Oan. Was Milan thrust from Milan, that his issue 
Should become kings of Naples ? O, rejoice 
Beyond a common joy, and set it down 
With gold on lasting pillars: In one voyage 
Did CUribel her husband find at Tunis, 

And Ferdinand, her brother, found a wife sio 

Where he himself was lost, IVospero his dukedom 
In a poor isle, and all of us ourselves 
When no man was his own. 

Alan. [To Fbt. and Mir.'] Give me your hands : 
Let grief and sorrow still embrace his heart 
That doth not wish you joy 1 

Oan. Be it so ! Amen I 

Bftmter AmL, vUh tk» lUitar oiut Bofttgwain amaMttOiffrikwkm' 

O, look, sir, look, sir ! here is more of us : 

Iprqphesi'd, if a gallows were on land, 

This fellow could not drown. Now, blasphemy, 
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That swear'st grace o'erboard, not an oath on shore ? 

Hast tfaoa no month by land ? What is the news ? 290 

Boats. The best news is, that we have safely found 
Oar kinff and company ; the next, our ship — 
Which, bat three glasses since, we eave oat split<— 
Is tight and yare and bravely rigg'd as when 
We first pat oat to sea» 

Aru f Aside to Pros.'] Sir, aU this service 
Have I done since I went. 

Pros. [Aside to Ari."] My tricksy spirit ! 

Alon. These are not natoral events; they strengthen 
IVom strange to stranger. Simt, how came yoa hither? 

BocOs. H I did thmk, sir, I were well awake, 
I Id strive to tell you. We were dead of sleep, ty^ 

And — how we know not — all cUpp'd onder hatches; 
Where bat even now with strange and several noises 
Of roaring, shrieking, howling, jingling chains, 
And more diversily of sounds, all horrible, 
We were awak'd ; strakrhtway, at liberty ; 
Where we, in all her tnm, freshly beheUL 
Our royal, good and gallant ship, onr master 
Ciq>ering to eye her : on a trice, so please you, 
Even in a druun, were we divided from them 
And were broaght moping hither. 

Art. [Aside to Pros."] Was 't well done ? 340 

Pros. [Aside to Ari^ Bravely, my diligence. 
Thou shalt be free. 

Alon. This is as strange a mase as e'er men trod; 
And there is in this business more lAian nature 
Was ever conduct of : some oracle 
Must rectify our knowledge. 

Pros^ Sir, my Hege^ 

Do not infest your mind with beating on 
The strangeness of this business ; at pick'd leisure 
Which shall be shortly, single 1 11 resolve you, 
Which to you shall seem probable, of every 
These happen'd accidents ; till when, be cheerful 250 

Andthiidc of each thing weU. [Aside to Aru] Come hither, 

rairit: 
Set Caliban and his companions free ; 
Untie the spelL [Exit ArieL] How lares my gracious sir ? 
There are yet missing of your company 
Some few odd lads that you remember not 

*• triek*^ = nimbto, uid dainty. 

m uetrtU nmusf tbalto, dbOnot nolMf, OMiefwed fnm tlw oUmv. 
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R»-enUr AmL, drinkig im Oaubas, SnraiTO mmd TuaOD&o, m Mdr jMim a ppvwL 

Ste. Eveiy man shift for all the rest, and let no man take 
care for himself ; for all is bat fortune. Coragioi bully-monster, 
coragio! 

3Mn. If these be true spies which I wear in my head, here 's 
a goodly s^ht 360 

CaL O Setebos, these be brave spirits indeed ! 
How fine my master is ! I am afraid 
He will chastise me. 

Seb. Ha,ha! 

What things are these, my lord Antonio ? 
Will money buy 'em ? 

Ant. Very like ; one of them 

Is a phiin fish, and, no doubt, marketable. 

Pros, Hark but the badges of these men, my lords. 
Then say if they be true. This nus^hapen knave, 
His momer was a witch, and one so strong 
That could control the moon, make flows and ebbs, 370 

And deal in her command without her power. 
These three have robb'd me ; and this demi-devil*-» 
For he 's a bastard one — had plotted with them 
To take my Uf e. Two of these fellows you 
Must know and own ; this thing of darkness I 
Acknowledge mine. 

CaL I shall be pinch'd to death. 

Alon, Is not this Stephano, my drunken butler ? 

Seb. He b drunk now : where had he wine ? 

Alan. And Trinculo is reeling ripe : where should they 
Find this grand liquor that hath gilded 'em ? 980 

How cam'st thou in this pickle ? 

Trin. I have been in such a pickle since I saw yon last that, 
I fear me, will never out of my bones : I shall not fear fly- 
blowing. 

Seb. Why, how now, Stephano ! 

Ste. O, touch me not ; I am not Stephano, but a cramp. 

Pros. Ton 'Id be king o' the isle, sirrah ? 

Ste. I should have been a sore one then. 

Alan. This is a strange thing as e'er I look'd on. 

{Fbimtimgto CaUbm, 

Pros. He is as disproportion'd in his manners igs 

As in his shape. 60, sirrah, to my cell ; 
Take with you your companions ; as you look 
To have my pardon, trim it handsomely. 

CaL Ay, that I will; and I 'U be wise hereafter 

tn witkMU ktr power. Hwb " power *> is looMlj xmd UitJ* xigiht," rlghtM powtr. 
«• gUdtd. Eli»b«tluui tlang for Intozlcafced. 
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And seek tor grace. What a ihriceHloable ass 
Was I, to take ihb drunkard for a god 
And worship this dull fool I 

Pros. Groto; away! 

Alon, Hence, and bestow your luggage where you found it. 

Sib. Or stole it, rather. (Amm cw., a«., oiuf iw* 

Pros, Sir, I invite your highness and yonr train 300 

To my poor cell, where you shall take your rest 
For this one night ; which, part of it, 1 11 waste 
l^th such discourse as, I not doubt, shall make it 
60 quick away ; the story of my life 
And the particular accidents gone by 
Since I came to this isle : and in the mom 
1 11 bring yon to your ship and so to Naples, 
Where I have hope to see the nuptial 
Of these our dear-beloY'd solemnized ; 

And thence retire me to my Milan, where 310 

Every third thought shall be my grave. 

AUm. I] 

To hear the story of your life, which must 
Take the ear strangely. 

Pros, 1 11 deliver all; 

And promise you calm seas, auspicious gales 
And sail so expeditious that shall catch 
Tour royal fleet far off. [Aside to Aru] My Ariel, chick. 
That is thy charge : then to the elements ! 
Be free, and fare thou well ! Please you, draw near. [Saoum 



EFILOOnB. 

SPOKEN BT PBOSPERO. 

Now my charms are all o'erthrown) 
And what strength I have 's mine own, 
Which is most faint: now, 't is true, 
I must be here confin'd by you, 
Or sent to Naples. Let me not. 
Since I have my dukedom got 
And pardon'd ihe deceiver, dwell 
In this bare islan4 by your speU ; 



^mmtUL S. alwajg him thli word In the singaltf. 
> »tUmmx§d. A wort of four qrUablcs, Motntad on tlio 



J^&fM. Thia opUogno wm not wrlttMi by S., Imt bj tono Mlow plajwilf ht, of 
—'' infMor powers ; ptrbtpa Bon Jonmi. 
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But leleMe me from my buids 

With the help of your good hancb : io» 

Gentle breath of jonrs my nils 

Most fill, or else my project fails, 

Which was to please. I^ow I want 

Spirits to enforce, art to enchant. 

And my ending is despair, 

Unless I be rehev'd by prayer. 

Which pierces so that it assanlts 

Mercy itself and frees aU faults. 

As you from crimes would paidon'd be^ 

Let your indulgence set me free. ^^ 
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THE TWO GENTLEMEN OF VEEONA. 



INTRODUCTION. 

Wb know nothing of this play hefore iti appearance in the folio, 
1628, except that it is mentioned as Shakespeare's by Francis Meres 
in his PaUadit romta, which was published in 1598, and written, 
probably, a year or two before. Bat The Two OentUmen of Verona 
is very sorely some years older than the PaUadis TamUu Its stmc- 
lore, iti tone of thoaght and feeling, and its versification all point to 
a very early period in Shakespeare's play-writing as the time of its 
production. In defaolt of any other than internal evidence, we can 
only infer that it was among the vety first of its aathor's individnal 
works, — that is, of those which he planned and wrote single-handed, 
— and thai it was produced at some time between 1687 and 1691, 
probably nearer the latter than the former year. No play or tale 
which could have been the origin of The Tu)o Gentlemen of Verona 
has yet been discovered. None the less, however, may we be sore 
that we have in it some }talian story which Shakespearo dramatiaed 
or adapted, or some old play which he worked over for the stage of 
the Globe Theatre. There is hardly a scene which does not bear 
the stamp of this rewriting, except those in which Launce and his 
dog and Speed appear. The latter seem to have been of Shake- 
speare's own invention. In the plot he probably varied very little 
from his original ; and it is to such a conformity to some old story 
that we mast attribute the strange behavior of Silvia, of Valentine, 
and of Thorio. Some likeness has been discovered between certain 
parts of this play and a tale told abont herself by the shepherdess 
Feliamena, in the Diana of George de Montemajor; bat the likeness 
is of small significance, — too small to be worth particular mention. 
The period of the action is the second quarter of the sixteenth cen- 
•uiy. 
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Dam MOvM jLUKf Faiktr to BQpia. 

Aimnno, Father to Proteut. 
Thukio, afooKsh riwUto VaUnime. 
EoLAMGDB, Ag^iUfor SUvkt in her 

e$cop€» 
Ho0TJ«PMre JiilMi lodgee. 
OuTULWBi with Valentme. 



DBAMATI8 FBR60NJB. 

Spud, o e h w u ith 



toVaJm' 



Lauhob, ihe Kke to Protem. 
Pahthixo, Sorvani to AtUonio* 

JuuA, b^09ed o/Proteme. 
Silvia, beloved qf KoZenitM. , 
LuCBiTA, waiting woman to Jnm 

BervanUt Mnddme. 



fc^MUvii aiMliiiftloKetftoalilifitroDtiflniof Maatua. 
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THE 

TWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA. 



ACTL 

SciKB L VennuL An open piae$. 
BhUt YAiaafm mmd FMnm. 

VoL CeMe to pemuMley my loying Profcens : 
Hoiiie4eeping yoatb have ever homdj wits. 
Were 't not aStectioii ehaiiui thy tender days 
To the sweet dances of tby honoured love, 
I rather would entreat thy company 
To see the wonders of the world abroad 
Ulan, living dolly slnggardiz'd at home. 
Wear oat thy youth wi& shapeless idleness. 
But since thoa lov'st, love stiU and thriye ihereinf 
Eyen as I would when I to love begin. lo 

Pro. Wilt thoa be gone ? Sweet Valentine, adiea I 
Think on thy Proteos, when thoa haply seest 
Some rare note-worthy object in thy travel : 
Wish me partaker in thy happiness 
When thoa dost meet j^ood hap $ and in thy danger. 
If ever danger do environ thee, 
Commend thy grievance to my holy prayers, 
For I will be f£j beadsman, Valentine. 

VaL And on a love*book pray for my saccess ? 

Pro. Upon some book I love 1 11 pray for thee. sc 

Va}. That 's on some shallow story d deep love : 
Uow yoang Leander cross'd the Hellespont. 

Pro» That 's a deep story of a deeper love ; 
For he was more than over shoes in love. 

VaL Tis trae ; for yoa are over boots in love. 
And yet yoa never swum the Hellespont. 

Pro. Over the boots? nav, give me not the boots. 

VaL No, I will not, for it boots thee nfyt 

Pro. What? 

VaL To be in love, where scorn is boaght with groans ; 
Coy looks with heart-sore sighs ; one fading momert's mirth 50 



'•tearfnfMii = oiMwho innyt, Md tolU bMdt. for aaoClMr. 
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With twenty watehfol, wesjy, tediouB nights : 
If haply won, perhaps a hapless gain ; 
If lost, why tlien a grievons labonr won ; 
However, bat a f oUy bon^t with wit, 
Or else a wit by folly yanqoished. 

Pro* So, by your eirenmfltsaoe, you ciU me f ooL 

VaL So, by your eircomstanee, I fear yon H prota 

Pro. T is loTe you eavil at : I am not Love. 

VaL Lore is your master, for he masters yon : 
And he that is so yoked hr a fed, 49 

Methinks, should not be chronicled for wise. 

Pro. Yet writers say, as in the sweetest bad 
The eating canker dw^, so eating loye 
Inhabits in the finest wits of alL 

VaL And writers say, as the most forward bod 
Is eaten by the canker ere it blow, 
Even so by knre the yoong and tender wit 
Is tom'd to f oUy, blasting in the bad, 
Losing his yerdore eyen in the prime 

And idl the fair effects of fatare hopes. p 

Bat wherefore waste I time to ooansel thee 
That art a yotary to fond desire ? 
Once more adieu I my &ther at the road 
Eneots my coming, there to see me shipp'd. 

Pro. And thither will I bring thee, valentine. 

VaL Sweet Proteus, no ; now let us take our leave* 
To Milan let me hear from thee by letters 
Of thy success in love and what news else 
Betideth here in absence of thy friend ; 
And I likewise will visit thee with mine. 60 

Pro. All happiness bechance to thee in Whu I 

VaL As much to you at home I and so &reweIL C&eft. 

Pro. He after honour hunts, I after love : 
He leaves his friends to dignify them more ; 
I leave myself, my friends and all, for love. 
Thou, Julia, thou hast metamorphos'd me, 
Made me neglect my studies, lose my time, 
War with good counsel, set the world at nought ; 
Made wit with musing weak, heart sick with thought 



Speed. Sir Proteus, save you ! Saw you my master ? 70 
Pro. But now he parted hence, to embark for Milan. 
Speed. Twenty to one then he is shipp'd already. 
And I have play'd the sheep in losing him. 

ttt^nv'tf: <l<paBAj*«9w«ri9raBoaB0«daUk«,«DiftrijtBoag|iftUlMlorftqttIblil» 
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Pro. IndMd, • dieep doth verj often stray^ 
An if the shepherd be » while ftway. 

Speed. You eondnde that mj master k a shepherd then and 
I a sheep ? 

Fro. I do. 

Spe^ Why then, my honis are his boms, whether I wake 
or sleep. 80 

Pro. A silly answer and fitting well a sheep. 

Speed. This proves me still a sheep. 

Pro. Tnie; and thy master a shepherd. 

Speed. Nay, that I can deny by a eircomslaace. 

Pro. It shall go hard but 1 11 prove it by another. 

Spei^ Hie sbspherd seeks the sheep, imd not die sheep the 
flhe^erd ; bat I seek my master, and my master seeks not me s 
therefore I am no sheep. 

Pro. The sheep for fodder follow the shepherd ; the shop* 
herd for food follows not the sheep : thoa for wages foUowest 
thy master ; thy master for wages follows not thM : therefore 
tlioa art a sheep. 

Speed. Sneh another proof will make me cry ** baa.'' 

Pro. Batf dost thoa hear ? gav'st thoa my letter to Jolia? 

Speed. Ay, sir: I, a lost mutton, gave yoor letter to her, a 
lae'd mntton, and she, a lae'd mntton; gave me, a lost mntton, 
nothing for my labour. 

Pro. Here 's too small a pastors for sooh store of nrattons. 

Speed. If the groond be overcharged, yoa were best stick 
her. 100 

Pro. Nay : in that yoa are astray, 'twere best poand yoa. 

Speed, l^ay, sir, less than a poond shall serve me for carry- 
ing year letter. 

Pro. Too mistake; I mean the poond, •*-- a pinfold. 

Speed. Fromapoand toapin? fdditover andover, 
Tis threefold too Httle for carrying a letter to year lover. 

Pro. Bat what said she ? 

Speed. INoddrng.-] Ay. 

Pro. Nod-ay ? — - why, tlubt 's noddy. 

Speed. Yoa mistook, sir; I say, tine did nod : and yoa ask 
me if she did nod; and I say, *^ Ay." iii 

Pro. And that set together is noddy. 

Speed. Now yoa have taken the pains to set it together, take 
it ft» year pains. 

Pro. No, no; yoa shall have it for bearinff the letter. 

Speed. Well, X perceive I most be han to bear with yon. 

Pro. Why, sir, how do yoa bear with me ? 

I* la»^4 wir i M . SUns lor ft vantoo woniB ( b«t hat hm 
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SpeetL Many, or, the letter, yery orderly; hsving noihuig 
bat ihe word '^ noddy " for my pains. 

Pro* Beehrew me, but you have a quick wit. 120 

Speed, And yet it cannot overtake yonr slow purse. 

Fro. Come, come, open the matter in brief : what said she ? 

Speed, Open your purse, that the money and the mattn may 
be both at once delivered. 

Fro. Well, sir, here is for yonr pains. What said she? 

Speed. Troly, sir, I think yon H hardly win her. 

Fro. Why, conldst thon peroeiye so mnch from her ? 

Speed. Sir, I could perceive nothing at all from her ; no, not 
so much as a ducat for delivering your letter : and being so hard 
to me that brought your mind, I fear she 'U prove as hivd to yon 
in telling your mind. Give her no token but stones ; &r she 's 
as hard as steeL 

Fro. What said she ? nothing ? 

Speed. No, not so much as '' Take this for thy pains." To 
testify your bounty, I thank you, you have testem'd me ; in re- 
quital whereof, henceforth carry your letters yourself: and so, 
sir, 1 11 commend you to my master. 

Fro. Go, go, be gone, to save your ship from wrack, 
Which cannot perish having thee aboard, 
Being destin'd to a drier death on shore. {Sarit 4mmI. 

I must go send some better messenger : 141 

I fear my Julia would not deign my lines, 
Beeeiving them from such a worthless post [JBrO. 

SoKKB II The $ame. Garden of Julia's AotiM. 

IStOm JnuA wnd Uictnk, 

JvL But say, Lncetta, now we are alone, 
Wouldst thou men counsel me to fall in love ? 

Imo. Ay, madam, so you stumble not unheedfully. 

JvL Of all the fair resort of gentlemen 
That eveiv day with parle encounter me. 
In thy opinion which is worthiest love ? 

IaLo. Please you repeat their names, I 'U show niy mind 
According to my shallow simple skill. 

JvL What think'st thou of the fair Sir Eglamour ? 

Lwo. As of a knight well-spoken, neat and fine ; 10 

But, were I you, he never should be mine. 

JvL What think'st thou of the rich Mercatio ? 

Imo. Well of his wealth ; but of himself, so so. 

Jvl. What think'st thou of the gentle Proteus? 

»■ u$Uni?d. A fllzpflnny piece wm called a tflitam. 
• jMrIf = talk (Fr.), not uhcobudob in 8.*i day. 
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Lue, Lord, Lord ! to see what folly reigns in ns ! 

JuU How now ! what means this passion at his name ? 

Luc Pardon, dear madam: 't is a passing shame 
That I, miworthy body as I am, 
Should eensnre uiiis on lovely gentlemen. 

JuL ¥niy not on Protons, as of all the rest? lo 

Luc Then Urns : of many good I think him best 

JuL Your reason? 

Luc I have no other.bat a woman's reason ; 
I think him so beeause I think him so. 

JuL And wonldst thoa have me cast my love on him ? 

Luo. Ay, if yon thoag^t your love not cast away. 

JuU WhkJie, of all &8 rest, hath never moVd me. 

Luc. Terle, of id the rest, I think, best loves ye. 

JuU His little speaking shows his love bat smalL 

Luc Fire that 's closest kept boms most of alL 30 

JuU They do not love that do not show their love. 

Luc 0,Uiey love least that let men know their love. 

JuU I wonld I knew his mind. 

Luc Peruse this paper, madam. 

JuL '^ToJolia." Say, from whom? 

Luc That the contents will show. 

JuU Say, say, who gave it thee? 

Luc Sir Yalentme's page ; and sent, I think, from Froteos. 
He would have given it you ; but I, being in the way. 
Did in your name receive it : pardon the faolt, I pray. 40 

JuL Now, by my modesty, a goodly broker 1 
Dare you presume to harbour wanton lines ? 
To whisper and conspire against my youth ? 
Now, trust me, 'tis an office of great worth 
And you an officer fit for the place. 
Tliere, take the pi^per: see it be retnm'd ; 
Or else return no more into my sight 

Luc To plead for love deserves more fee than hate. 

JuL Will ye be gone ? 

Luc That you may ruminate. (JBeHi 

JuL And yet I would I had o'erlook'd the letter: 50 

It were a shame to call her back again 
And pray her to a fault for idiich I chid her. 
What ' cool is she, that knows I am a maid. 
And would not force the letter to my view I 
Since maids, in modesty, say ^ no " to that 
Which they would have the profferer construe '^ ay/* 



rngo-M ._ 

* o^trtook'd = lookad over. 

• W»iM>/««^ Vliiselisioiifor *'whfttafool** tointtMoldtoxt 
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Fie, fie, how trajward is this f oc^iah love 

Thai;, like a tesly habe, will aorateh the none 

And presently all humbled kiss the rod ! 

How eharlisUy I chid Lacetta hence, 60 

When willinghr I would have had her here I 

How angerly 1 taught my brow to frown, 

When inward joy oiforeM my heart to amilel 

My penance is to call Ikicetta back 

And ask remiaeion for my lolly past 

Whathol Lncettal 



Luo. What would your ladyriup? 

JuL Is'tneardinnnMime? 
Luo. I would it were, 

That yon might kiQ your atomaeh on your meat, 



And not npon your maid. 
JuL WWis'ttl 



; that yon took op so gingerly ? 90 

Luc. Nothing. 

JuL Why didst thoa stoop, then? 

Lue. To take a paper np that I let &IL 

JuL And is that paper nothing? 

I/ue. Nothing coneeminff me. 

Jtd. Then let it lie for mose that it coneema. 

Lue. Madam, it will not lie where it oonoema^ 
Unless it have a false interpreter. 

JuL Some love of yours hath writ to yon in rhym& 

Luc That I might sinff it, madam, to a tmie. 3o 

GUve me a note : your lac^rship can set 

JuL As little 1^ sneh toys as may be possible. 
Best smg it to the tone of '^ light o' lore.'' 

Luc It is too heavy for so light a tone. 

JuL Heavy! belike it hath some harden Ihen? 

Luc Ay, and melodioos were it, would yon sing it 

Jul. And why not yoQ ? 

Luc I cannot reach so bight 

Jul. Let 's see your song. How now, minion ! 

Luc EeM^tone there still, so yon will sing it out; 
And yet methinks I do not like tbis tone. 9a 

JuL You do not ? 

Luc No, madam ; it is too sharp. 

Jul. Too, minion, are too saucy. 

Luc Nay, now you are too flat 
And mar the concord with too harsh a descant : 
There wanteth but a mean to fiU yoor song. 

Jul. The mean is drown'd with yonr nnraly bass. 

M dnmmt. A dMcuii wm a part addttd to a anuieal tk^iM or plain Mmg. Tho ohm 
ITM tko middle part. 
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Lue. Indeed, I bid the beae for Fh)tea8. 

JuU This babble shall not heoeefoiih trooble me. 
Here is a eoil with proteetadon ! {TmntkiUtur, 

Go get yon gone, and let the papers lie: loo 

Ton would be fingering them, to anger me. 

Luc She makes it strange ; but she would be best pleas'd 
To be so anger'd with another letter. [JMi 

JvL Nay, wonld I were so anger'd with the same t 

hateful liands, to tear sueh loving words I 
Injurious wasps, to feed on sueh sweet honey 
And kill the bees that jrield it with your stingsl 
1 11 kiss each several paper for amends. 

Look, here is writ '<lmid Julia." Unkind Julial 

As in revenge of tl^ ingratitude, iio 

1 throw thy name against the bruising 8tone% 
Trampling eontemptnously on thy diMUin. 
And here is writ **' love>wonnded Proteus." 
Poor wounded name ! my bosom as a bed 

Shall lodge thee till thy wound be throughly heal'di 

And thus I search it with a sovereign kus. 

But twice or thrice was '^ Proteus " written down. 

Be calm, good wind, Uow not a word away 

Till I have found each letter in the letter. 

Except mine own name : that some whirlwind bear ijo 

Unto a ragged fearful-hanging rock 

And throw it thenee into the raging sea I 

Lo, here in one line is his name twice writ, 

^* Poor forlorn Proteus, passionate Ptotens, 

To the sweet Julia :" that IH tear away. 

And yet I will not, siih so prettily 

He conpdes it to his compliuning names. 

Thus will I fold them one upon another : 

Now Idssy en^raee, contend, do idiat you wilL 



Luc Madam, 130 

Dinner is readv, and your &ther stays. 

JuL Well, let us go. 

Luc What, shall these papers lie like telltales here? 

JuL If you respect them, best to take them up. 

Luc Nay, I was taken up for laying them down : 
Tet here they shall not lie, for catching cold. 

JuL I see you have a moneth's mind to them. 

Luc Ay, madam, you may say what sights you see ; 
t see things too, although you judge I wink. 

JuU Come, come ; will 't please you go? 

^McatAmt c«M=lMt Vbmj ihoQld oitoh eold. 

■V • MMii4*« miiMf =ft atfoag IndlBAtUm. Mnutk (montti) Ir % dlMyllftblt. 
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Scene IIL Th€ $ame. Antonio's h&uti. 

Enur Aarono mmd PAimmro. 

AnL Tell me, Panthino, what sad talk was ihat 
Wherewith my brother held yon m the cloister ? 

Pan. 'T was of his nephew Proteus, your son. 

Ant. Why, what of him ? , 

Fan. He wonder'd thai your hndshq^ 

Would saffer him to spend his yoath at home, 
While other men, of slender reputation, 
Put forth their sons to seek preferment out: 
Some to the wars, to try their fortune there; 
Some to discover islands far away ; 

Some to the studious universities. lo 

For any or for all these exercises 
He said that Proteus your son was meet, 
And did request me to importune yon 
To let him spend his time no more at home. 
Which would be great impeachment to his age, 
In having known no travd in his youth. 

AnL Nor need'st thou much importune me to that 
Whereon this month I have been hammering* 
I have considered well his loss of time 

And how he cannot be a perfect man, so 

Not being tried and tutor'd in the world : 
Experience is by industry achiev'd 
And perfected bv the sinft course of time. 
Then tell me, whiUier were I best to send him ? 

Fan. I think your lordship is not ignorant 
How his companion, youthful Valentine, 
Attends the emperor in his royal court 

Ant I know it welL 

Fan. 'T were good, I think, your lordship sent him thither : 
There shall he practise tilts and tournaments, 30 

Hear sweet discourse, converse with noblemen, 
And be in eye of every exercise 
Worthy his youth and nobleness of birth. 

Ant, I like thy counsel ; well hast thou advis'd ; 
And that thou mayst perceive how well I like it 
The execution of it shall make known. 
Even with the speediest expedition 
I will dispatch him to the emperor's court 

Fan. To-morrow, may it please you, Don Alphonso ' 
With other gentlemen of good esteem ^ 

Sonri m. A yesr or more hM paned bIam tlM flnt MtiM. 
> tad taik = Miious, gcavt UUk. 
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Are joiinieTiiig to salute the e m peror 
And to eommend their service to his will. 

Ant, Grood company ; with them shall Proteus go: 
And, in good time I now will we hreak with him. 



Pro. Sweet love ! sweet lines ! sweet life ! 
Here is her hand, the agent of her heart ; 
Here is her oath for love, her honour's pawn. 
O, that our fathers would i^pUud our loves, 
To seal our happiness with their consents I 

heavej^y Jidia 1 ^ 
AwL How now I what letter are you reading there ? 

Fro. May 't please your lordship, 't is a word or two 
Of commendations sent from Valentine, , 

DeUver'd by a friend that came from him. 

AnL Lend me the letter ; let me see what news. 

Pro. Thero is no news, my brd, but that he writes 
How happily he lives, how well belov'd 
And daily graced by the emperor; 
Wishing me with him, partner of his fortune. 

Ant. And how stand you affected to his wish? 60 

Fro. As one relying on your lordship's will 
And not depending on his friendly wish. 

AfU. Mv win is something sorted with his wish. 
Muse not that I thus suddenfy proceed ; 
For what I will, I will, and th^ an end. 

1 am resolv'd that thou shalt spend some time 
With Yalentinus in the emperor's court : 
What maintenance he from his friends receives, 
like exhibition thou shalt have from me. 

To-morrow be in readiness to go : yp 

Excuse it not, for I am peromptory. 

Fro. My lord, I cannot be so soon provided : 
Please you, delibenite a day or two. 

Ant. Look, what thou want'st shall be sent after thee : 
Nomoroof stay! to-morrow thou must ga 
Come on, Panthino : yon shall be employ'd 
To hasten on his expedition. [Eumi jm.Md Am. 

Fro. Thus have I shunn'd the firo for fear ctf burning. 
And drench'd me in the sea, whero I am drown'd. 
I f ear'd to show my fivther Julia's letter, 80 

Lest he should take exceptions to my love; 
And with the vantage of mine own excuse 
Bath he excepted most against my love. 



•UowaaM of monqr. FmmI<nis ■Uowtd to 
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Oy how thiB spring of We leMmUeth 

The uncertain glory of an April day, 
Which now shows all the beaaly of the sun, 

And by and by a doad takes all away ! 

BMHUUtr PiXTHiiro. 

Pan. Sir Frotens, your father calls for yon : 

He is in haste ; therefore, I pray you, go. 
Pro. Why, this it is : my heart accoxds thereto, 90 

And yet a jhoosand times it answers *^ no." imumn 



ACT n. 

ScENB L MUan. The Dxjk^^b palace. 
Sta$f ViuHnn mid Spbo. 

Speed. Sir, your j^ove. 

Vol. Not mine; my gloves are on. 

Speed. Why, then, this may be ^nrs, for this is bat one. 

VaL Ha I let me see : ay, give it me, it 's mine : ^ 
Sweet ornament that decks a thing divine ! 
Ah, Silvia, Silvia! 

Speed. Madam Sflvia! Madam Silvia! 

Vol. How now> sirrah ? 

Speed. She is not within hearing, sir. 

VcU. Why, sir, who bade you ctdl her ? 

Speed. Tour worship, sir ; or else I mistook. 10 

fai. Well, you 11 still be too forward. 

Speed. And yet I was last chidden for being too slow. 

Vtd. Go to, sir : tell me, do you know Madam Silvia ? 

Speed. She that vour worship loves ? 

Vol. Why, how know yon that I am in love ? 

Speed. MACTy, by these special marks : first, you have leam'd, 
like Sir Proteus, to wreathe your arms, like a malecontent ; to 
relish a love^rong, like a robin-redbreast ; to walk alone, like one 
that had the pestilence ; to sigh, like a school-boy that had lost 
his A B C ; to weep^ like a young wench that had buried her 
grandam ; to fast, Uke one that ti^es diet; to watch, like one 
that fears robbmg; to speak puling, like a beggar at Hallowmas. 
You were wont, when you laughed, to crow j^e a cock ; vdien 
youwaIk'd,to walk like one of the Uons ; when yon fitted, it was 
presently after dinner ; when you look'd sadly, it was for want 
of money: and now you are metamorphosed with a mistran^ 
that, when I look on yon, I can hardly think you my ] 

VaU Are all these tlungs perceiv'd in me ? 

M nmmbitik. A woid of four nyllablen, m if wiltfem fWMMUMtft. 
» fat tku it bm one, Oi» and om wer* kooooiiomI Murlj allkA. 
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Speed, Tliey M aU pereahr'd without ye. 

VaL WiUuMtt me ? Uiey oennot 30 

Speed. Without yon ? nay, that *b certain, for, without yoo 
Were so ample, none else would : bat yoa aie 00 without these 
f oUieSy that these follies are within yon and shine thionig^ yon 
like the water in an urinal, that not an eye that sees you but is 
a p^rsieian to oomment on your malady. 

VaL But tell me, dost thou know my lady Silvia? 

Speed. SbB that you gase on so as she sits at supper ? 

VaL Hast thou obseiV d that ? even she, I mean. 

Speed. Why, sir, I know her not 

VaL Dost thou know her by my ganng on her, and yet 
knowest her not ? 41 

Speed. Is she not hard-f avour'd, sir ? 

VaL Not so fair, boy, as well-fayonr'd. 

Speed. Sir, I know that well enou^^ 

VaL What dost thou know? 

Speed. That she is not so hir as, of you, well favoured. 

VaL I mean that her beauty is exquisite, Imt her faTonr in- 
finite. 

Speed. That 's beeause the one is painted and die other out 
of all eount 50 

Vol. How painted ? and how out of ooun^? 

Speed. Many, sir, so painted, to make her fiur, that no man 
eonnts of her beauty. 

Vol. How esteem'st thou me ? I account of her beauty. 

Speed. Ton never saw her since she was deform'd. 

Vol. How long hath she been deform'd ? 

Speed. Ever since you lov'd her. 

VaL I have lov'd her ever since I saw her ; and still I see 
her beantifoL 

Speed. If you love her, you cannot see her. 60 

VaL Why? 

Speed. Because Love is blind. O, that you had mine eyes ; 
or your own eyes had the lights they were wont to have when 
you chid at Sir Proteus for going ungarter'd ! 

VaL What should I see then ? 

Speed. Your own present folly and her pasafaig deformity : 
for he, being in love, could not see to garter nis hMe, and you, 
bras in Urnj cannot see to put on jour hose. 

'FaL BdLke,boy, then, von are m love; for last moniing you 
eoold not see to wipe my shoes. 70 

Speed. True, sir; I was in love with my bed : I thank vou^ 
yoa swinged me for my love, ^diich makes me the bolder to d^e 
yon for yours. 

VaL In condasion, I stand affected to her* 
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Speed. I would yoa were set, so your affection would cease. 

VaL Last night she enjoin'd me to write some lines to one 
ihe loves. 

Speed, And have yon ? 

Vol. I have. 

Speed. Are they not lamely writ? 80 

VaJU No, boy, hut as well as I can do them. Peace! here 
she comes. 

Speed. [Aside.'] O excellent motion! O exceeding pappett 
Now will he interpret to her. 

AiMrBanA. 

Vol. Madam and mistress, a thonsand good-morrows. 

Speed. [Aeide.'\ O, give ye good even ! here 's a million of 
manners. 

SU. Sir Valentine and servant, to yon two thousand. 

Speed. [Aside.'] He should give her interest, and she gives it 
him. 90 

VaL As you enjoin'd me, I have writ your letter 
Unto the secret nameless friend of yours ; 
Which I was much unwilling to proceed in 
But for my duty to your ladyship. 

SU. I thank you, gentle servant : 't b veiy derUy done. 

Vol. Now trust me, madam, it came hardly off ; 
For being ignorant to whom it goes 
I writ at random, very doubtfully. 

SiL Perchance you think too much of so much pains ? 

Vol. No, madam ; so it stead you, I will write, 100 

Please you command!, a thousand times as much ; 
And vet — 

Sd. A pretty period I Well, I guess the sequel ; 
And yet I will not name it; and yet I care not ; 
And yet take this again ; and yet I thank you. 
Meaning henceforth to trouble you no more. 

Speed. [Aside.'] And yet yon will ; and yet another ^' yet'* 

Vol. What means your ladyship? do you not like it ? 

SU. Tes, yes : the lines are very quaintly writ ; 
But since unwillingly, take them again. no 

Nay, take them. 

Vol. Madam, they are for you. 

SU. Ay, ay : yon writ them, sir, at my request ; 
But I will none of them ; they are for you ; 
I would have had them writ more movingly. 

VaL Please you, 1 11 write your ladydiip another. 

SiL And when it 's writ, for my sake read it over, 
And if it please you, so ; i^ not, why, so. 

M MMiiM. A poppet-ihow WM «aU0d % motion. 
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VaL If it please me, madain, what then ? 

SiL Why, if H pleMe yoa, takke it for your labour : 120 

And so, good morrow, senrant. [jBai. 

Speed. O jeet unseen, inscrutable, invisible. 
As a nose on a man's faee or a weathercock on a steeple ! 
My master sues to her, and she hath taught her suitor, 
He being her pupil, to become her tutor. 
O excellent device I was there ever heard a better, 
That my master, being scribe, to himself should write the letter? 

VaL How now, sir? what are you reasoning with yourself ? 

Speed. Nay, I was riiyndng : 't is you tiiat have the reason. 

VaL To do what? 130 

Speed. To be a spokesman for Biadam Silvia. 

VaL To whom? 

Speed. To yourself: why, die woos you by a figure. 

VaL Whatfigure? 

Speed. By a letter, I should say. 

VaL W^, she hath not writ to me. 

Speed. What need she, when she hath made you write to 
yourself? Why, do you not perceive tiie jest? 

Vol. No, beUeve me. 

Speed. No believing you, indeed, sir. But did you perceive 
her earnest? 141 

VaL Shesave me none, except an angry word. 

Speed. Why, she hath given you a letter. 

VaL That 's the letter I writ to her friend. 

Speed. And that letter hath she deliver'd, and there an end. 

VaL I would it were no worse. 

Speed. I H warrant you, 't is as well : 

For often have joq writ to her, and she, in modetl^. 

Or etoe for want of idle time, conkl not again reply ; 

Or fearing else eome meawnger that might her mind diaeover, 150 

H^TMlf hath tanght her love liimaelf to write unto her lover. 

AS this I speak in print, for in print I found it 
Why muse you, sirr 'tis dinnertime. 

VaL Ihavedm'd. 

Speed. Ajj but hearken, rir ; though the chameleon Love can 
feed on the air, I am one that am nourish'd by my victuals and 
would fain have meat O, be not like your mistress ; be moved, 
be moved. (&•«*«. 

So'sMB II. VeraruL Juua's heuse, 

Smttr PBonoi mmd Juua. 

Pro. Have patienee, gentle Julia. 
JuL I must, where is no remedy. 
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Pro. When posuUiy I can, I will return. 

JuL If yon torn not, yon will return the sooner. 
Keep this remembrance for thy Julia's sake. [ oimmg m niv 

Fro. Why, ihen, we '11 make exchange ; here, take yoa thiai 

JuL And seal the bargain with a holy kiss. 

Fro. Here is my hand for my true constancy ; 
And when that hour o'erslips me in the day 
Wherein I sigh not, Julia, for thy sake, m 

The next ensuing hour some foul mischance 
Torment me for my loye's f orgeifnlness ! 
My father stays my coming ; answer not ; 
Hie tide is now : nay, not thy tide of tears ; 
That tide will stay me longer than I should. 
JuUa, farewell ! I Asf JUia. 

What, gone without a word ? 
Ay, so true love should do : it cannot speak ; 
For truth hath better deeds than words to grace it. 

Alter PAnsuio. 

Fan. Sir Proteus, you are stay'd for. 

Fron Go ; I come, I come. ao 

Alas 1 this parting strikes poor lovers dumb. (&mmi. 

Scene IIL The stnne. A street. 

Enter Lauhob, Uadmg a dog. 

Launee. Nay, 't will be ibis hour ere I have done weeping ; 
all the kind of the Lannces have this very &uilt I have re- 
ceived my proportion, like the prodigious son, and am going with 
Sir Proteus to the Imperial's court I ibink Crab my dog be 
the sourest-natured dog that lives: my mother weeping, my 
father wailing, my sister crying, our maid howling, our cat 
wringing her hands, and all our house in a great perplexity, yet 
did not this cruel-hearted cur shed one tear : he is a stone, a 
very pebble stone, and has no more pity in him than a dog : a 
Jew would have wept to have seen our parting; why, my 
grandam, having no eyes, look you, wept herself blind at my 
parting. Nay, 1 11 show you the manner of it. This shoe is 
my h&er : no, this left shoe is my father : no, no, this left shoe 
is my mother : nay, that cannot be so neither : yes, it is so, it is 
so, it hath the worser sole. This shoe, with the hole in it, is my 
mother, and ibis my father ; a vengeance on 't ! there 't is : now, 
sir, ibis staff is my sister, for, look you, she is as white as a lily 
and as small as a wand : this hat is Nan, our maid : I am the 
dog: no, the dog is himself, and I am the dog — O ! the dog 
18 me, and I am myself ; ay, so, so. Now cdme I to my father; 
Father, your blessing : now should not the shoe speak a word 
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for weepiiig : now should I kiss my iatfaer; well, he weeps on. 
Now come I to mymother: O, that she could speak now like 
ft wood woman ! W ell, I kiss her ; why, there 't is ; here 's my 
mother's hreath up and down. Now come I to my sister ; mark 
the moan she makes. Now the dog all this while sheds not a 
tear nor speaks a word ; bat see how I lay the dust with my 
tears. 49 

EtUerYkXtBiKO. 

Pan. Launce, away, away, aboard! thy master is shipped 
and thou art to post after with oaxs. What 's the matter ? why 
weep'st thouy num? Away, ass! you'll lose the tide, if you 
tairy any longer. 

Launch It is no matter if the ti'd were lost ; for it is the 
unkindest ti'd that ever any man tied. 

Pan. What 's the unkindest tide ? 

Launee. Wl^, he that 's tied here, Crab, my dog. 

Pan. Tut, man, I mean ihou 'It lose the flood, and, in losing 
the flood, lose thy voyage, and, in losing thy voyage, lose ihy 
master, uid, in losing thy master, lose thy service, and, in losing 
thy serviee, — Why dost thou stop my mouth ? 61 

Launoe. For fear thou shouldst lose tlnr tongue. 

Pan. Where should I lose my tongue r 

Launee. In thy tale. 

Pan. InthytaU! 

Launce. Lose the tide, and the voyage, and the master, and 
the service, and the ti'd ! Why, man, if the river were <ky, I 
am able to fill it wiih my tears ; if ihe wind were down, I could 
drive the boat with my sighs. 

Pan. Come, come away, man ; I was sent to call thee. 70 

Launoe. Sir, call me what thou dar'st 

Pan. Wilt thou go ? 

Lawnot. Well, I will go. [&PNmt. 

Scene IV. iJ^Oon. 7^ Duks's /Nitooe. 

JBbifer Siltu, VAUomBi, Teubio, imi 8pm. 

8iL Servant! 

VaL Mistress? 

8pt^ Master, Sir Thuria frowns on you. 

Vol. Ay, boy, it 's for love. 

Speed. Not of you. 

VaL Of my mistress, then. 

Speed. 'T were good you knock'd him. [Seft. 

SU. Servant, you are sad. 

«• 0» tkmt «IU tmOd tpeakf rte. TIm origlxial has. '* Ihftt the eonld fpeak now liku 
voiild womn.*' Pbi1i»P0 we •hould md/^* that [thftt i% tbat •hoe] thonld fpeak, et^ 
* • tMe4 iPMmM = ft etaied, mad woman. 
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VaL Indeed, madam, I aeem so. 

Thu. Seem 70a that yon aie not? n 

VaL Haply I do. 

Thu. So do coonterfeits. 

Vol. So do you. 

Thu. What teem I that I am not? 

VaL Wiae. 

Thu. What instance of the contnury ? 

Vol. Toor folly. 

Thu. And how qaote yon my foDy ? 

VaL I quote it in yoor jerkin. 

Thu. "NCj jerkin is a donhlet. 10 

VaL Well, then, 1 11 doaUe your folly. 

Thu. How? 

SU. What, angiy. Sir Tbnrio 1 do yon change coknir? 

VaL Give him leave, madam ; he is a kind of chamdeon. 

Thu. That hath more mind to feed on your blood than liye 
in your air. 

VaL Ton have said, sir. 

Thu. Ay, sir, and done too, for this time. 

VaL I know it well, sir; von always end ere yon begin. 

SiL A fine vollcnr of words, gentlemen, and quickly shot off. 

VaL Tis indeed, madam ; we thank the giver. 31 

8U. Who is that, servant? 

VaL Yourself, sweet ladv ; for you gave the fire. Sir Thurio 
borrows his wit from your ladyship's looks, and spends what he 
borrows kindly in your company. 

Thu. Sir, if you spend word for word with me, I shall make 
your wit bankrupt 

VaL I know it well, sir ; you have an exchequer of words, 
and, I think, no other treasure to rive your followers, for it ap* 
pears, by their bare liveries, that uiey live by your bare words. 

SU. No more, gentlemen, no more : here comes my father. 

Aitir Dna. 

Duke. Now, daughter Silvia, you are hard beset 
Sir Valentine, your father 's in good health : 
What say you to a letter from your friends 
Of much good news? 

VaL Mv lord, I will be thankful 

To any happy messenger m>m thence. 

ZhJce. Enow ye Don Antonio, your countryman ? 

VaL Ay, my good lord, Z know the gentleman 
To be of worth and worthy estimation 
And not without desert so well reputed. 50 

JDuke. Hath he not a son? 

» IqnoU it,9tc. QmoU mi pranoanooA Ifk* amml 
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VaL Aj, my good bfd ; a son thai wdl dMenres 
The honour and regard of Boeh a father. 

Duke. Ton know him well ? 

VaL I know him as myaelf ; for from oar infancy 
We have conyers'd and spent oar hours together : 
And though myself have been an idle truanty 
Omitting the sweet benefit of time 
To clothe mine age with angel-like perf eetion» 
Yet hath Sir Proteus, for tbit 's his name. 
Made use and fair advanta^ of his days ; 
His years but young, but his experience dd ; 
His head unmellow'd, but his ludgment ripe i 
And, in a word, for &r behind his worth 
Comes all the praises that I now bestow, 
He is complete in feature and in mind 
With all good grace to grace a ^tleman* 

Duke. Beshrew me, sir, but if he make this good. 
He is as worthy for an empress' love 

As meet to be an emperor's counsellor. 70 

Well, sir, this sentleinan is come to me. 
With commencbtion from great potentates ; 
And here he means to speml his time awhile : 
I think 't is no unwelcome news to you. 

Vcd. Should I have wish'd a thing, it had been he. 

Duke. Welcinne him then aocordmg to his worth. 
Silvia, I speak to you, and you, Sir Thnrio; 
For Valentine, I need not cite him to it : 
I will send him hither to yon presenHy. lEtU. 

VaL This is the sentleman I told your ladyship 80 

Had come along wi£ me, but that his mistress 
Did hold his eyas lock'd in her crystal looks. 

SiL Bdike that now she hath enfranchb'd them 
Upon some other pawn for fealty. 

VaL Nay, sure, I think she holds them prisoners stDL 

SiL Nay, then he should be blind ; and, being Uind, 
How could he see his way to seek out you ? 

VaL Why, lady. Love hath twenty pair of eyes. 

Thu. They say that Love hath not an eye at alL 

VaL To see such lovers, Thurio, as yourself : 90 

Upon a homely object Love can wink. 

SiL Have done, have done ; here comes the gentleman. 

BMer Pwmnn. {Bxk Tkmit 

VaL Welcome, dear Proteus I Mistress, I beseech you, 
CSonfirm his welcome with some special favour. 

SiL His worth is warrant for his welcome hither. 
If this be he you oft have wish'd to hear from. 

•^kifrnm*: ttetb.iiiBato.iiotiDmljoffMe,batofbod7. 
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Vol. liGstress, it is : sweet lady, entertain him 
To be mj fellow-servant to your uulyship. 

SU. Too low a mistress for so high a servant 

Fro. Not so, sweet lady : bat too mean a servant loo 

To have a look of such a worthy mistress. 

Vol. Leave off discourse of disability : 
Sweet lady, entertain him for yonr servant 

Fro. My daly will I boast of ; nothing else. 

8iL And duty never yet did want his meed : 
Servant, yon are welcome to a worthless mistress. 

Fro. I '11 die on him that says so but yourself. 

SiL That yon are welcome ? 

Fro. That yon are worthless. 

Thu. Madam, my lord your &ther would speak with you. 

SiL I wait upon his pleasure. Come, Sir Thurio, no 

60 with me. Once more, new servant, welcome : 
1 11 leave you to confer of home affairs ; 
When you have done, we look to hear from you. 

Fro. We 'U both attend upon your ladyslup. 

[B xn m t SOoim mmd Tkmi*. 

Vol. Now, tell me, how do all from whence you came ? 

Pro. Your friends are well and have them much commended. 

VaL And how do yours ? 

Fro. I left Hiem all in health. 

VaL How does your lady ? and how thrives your love ? 

Fro. My tales of love were wont to weary you ; 
I know you joy not in a love-discourse. 120 

VaL Ay, IVoteus, but that life is altered now : 
I have done penance for contemning Love, 
Whose high imperious thoughts have punish'd me 
With bitter fasts, with penitential groans. 
With nif^tly tears and daily heart^ore sighs ; 
For in revenge of my contempt of love, 
Love hath eh^'d sleep from my enthralled eyes 
And made them watchers of mine own heart's sorrow. 
O gentle Proteus, Love 's a mighty lord 

And hath so humbled me as I confess 130 

There is no woe to his correction 
Nor to his service no such joy on earth. 
Now no discourse, except it be of love ; 
Now can I break my fast, dine, sup and sleep, 
Upon the very naked name of love. 

Fro. Enough ; I read your fortune in your eye. 
Was this the idol that you worship so ? 
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Vol. Even she ; and is she not a heavenly saint ? 

Pro. No ; bat she is an earthly paragon. 

VaL Call her divine. 

Pro. I wiU not flatter her. i^ 

VaL O, flatter me ; for love delights in praises. 

Pro. When I was sick, yon gave me bitter pills, 
And I most minister the like to yon. 

VaL Then speak the troth by her ; if not divine^ 
Tet let her be a principality, 
Sovereign to all the creatures on the earth. 

Pro. Except my mistress. 

Val. Sweet, except not aiqr ; 

Except thoa wilt except against my love. 

Pro. Have I not reason to prefer mine own ? 

VaL And I wiU help thee to prefer her too : 150 

She shall be dignified with this high honour — > 
To bear my lady's train, lest the heae earth 
Should frran her vesture chance to steal a kiss 
And, of so great a favour growing proud, 
Disdain to root the summer«welling flower 
And make rough winter everlastingly. 

Pro. Why, Valentine, what braggardism is this ? 

Val. Pardon me, Proteus : all I can is nothing 
To her whose worth makes other worthies nothing; 
She is alone. 

Pro. Then let her alone. 160 

Val. Not for the world : why, man, she is mine owDf 
And I as rich in having such a jewel 
As twenty seas, if all their sand were pearl, 
The water nectar and the rocks pure gold. 
Forgive me that I do not dream on thee, 
Beiwise thou see'st me dote upon my love. 
My foolish rival, that her father likes 
Only for his possessions are so huge. 
Is gone with her along, and I must after. 
For love, thou know'st, is full of jealousy. 170 

Pro. But she loves you ? 

VaL Ay, and we are betroth'd: nay, more, oar mafriage- 
hour. 
With all the cunning manner of our flight, 
Determin'd of *, how I must climb her window, 
The ladder made of cords, and all the means 
Plotted and 'greed on for my happiness. 
Good Ph>teus, go with me to my chamber. 
In these affairs to aid me with thy counseL 

Pro. Go on before ; I shall inquire you forth: 
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I mnsi onto the roady to diBemlMrk i8o 

Some neceflBaiies that I needs most use, 
AjdA then 1 11 presently attend yoo. 

VdL Will yon make haste ? 

Fro. IwilL ifm^fUkmim. 

Even as one heat another heat expels. 
Or as one nail hy strength driree oat another, 
So the rememlmyice of my former love 
Is by a newer object qnite forgotten. 
Is it mine, or Valentine's praise, 

Her troe perfection^ or my false transgreasioi^ 190 

That makes me reasonless to reason t£as ? 
She is fair; and so is Jolia that I lore — 
That I did love, for now my love is thaw'd 1 
Which, like a waxen image 'gainst a llre^ 
Bears no impression of t£e thing it was. 
Methinks mv seal to Valentine is cold. 
And that I bve him not as I was wont. 
O, bat I love his lady too4oo mneh. 
And that 's the reason I love him so little. 
How shall I dote on her with more advice, too 

l%at thos widioat advice b^^ to love her I 
T is bat her pictore I have yet beheld, 
And that hato dausled my reason's light ; 
Bat when I look on her perfections, 
There is no reason bat I shall be blind. 
If I can check my erring love, I will ; 
If not, to compass her 1 11 ose my skill. |A* 

ScENS V. The tame. A ilreiL 
BhUt Spud and LAmna JMnnaOy. 

Speed. Lannce ! by mine honesty, welcome to IGlan I 

Launoe. Forswear not thyself, sweet yoath, for I am not wel- 
come. I reckon this alwa3rs, that a man is never nndone till he 
be hang'd, nor never welcome to a place till some certain shot be 
paid and the hostess say, Welcome I 

Speed. Come on, yon madcap, 1 11 to the alehoose with yoa 
presently ; where, for one shot of five pence, thoa shalt have 
five thoa»nd welcomes. Bat, sirrah, how did thy master part 
with Madam Jalia ? 

Launee. ILuiy, alter they dos'd in earnest, they parted very 
fairiyinjest 11 

«• h itmimf$^. That tlii« Uim !■ eoiravaj printwl fn the foUo, lOS. Ho aatift 
fMtoty iwtontioDof It hat bMn propoMd. wMviio& rMd, " It It mtiM «ytf " •!« 
NiloM/'Ii It A«rifMiif"«te. 

M i99 1 —. In S.^ tim* this phziM wm VMd m » eoapond tisUSML 
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Speed. But shall she many him ? 

Launoe. No. 

Speed. How than ? shall he many her ? 

Launee. No, neither. 

Speed. What, are they broken ? 

Launoe. No» they are both as whole as a fish. 

Speed. Why, then, how stands the matter with ^Mm? 

Launce. Mjuriy, thns^ when it stands weU with him, it stands 
well with her. 20 

Speed. What an ass art thoa ! I nnderstand tiiee not. 

Lofunce. What a block art thou, that iJioa canst not I My 
staff nnderstands me. 

Speed. What then say'st ? 

Launee. Ay, and what I do too: look thee, 1 11 bat lean, 
and my staff understands me. 

Speed. It stands nnder thee, indeed. 

Lcuunee. Why, stand-under and under-slaad is all one. 

Speed. But tell me true, will 't be a match ? 

LawMe. Ask my do^ : if he say ay, it will ; if he say, no, it 
will r if he shake ms tail and say noth^, it wilL 31 

Speed. The conclusion is then that it wilL 

Latmee. Thou shalt never get. such a secret from me but by 
a parable. 

Speed. T is well that I get it so. But, Lannee, how say'st 
ihon, that my master is become a notable lover ? 

Launoe. I never knew him otherwise. 

Speed. Than how? 

La/unee. A notable lubber, as dioa reportest him to be. 

Speed. Wly , thou whoreson ass, thou mistak'st me. 40 

Lavnee. Wby, fool, I meant not thee ; I meant thy master. 

Speed. I tell thee, my master is become a hot lover. 

Lawn/ce. Why, I teU thee, I care not though he bum himself 
m love. If thou wilt, go with me to the alelM>use ; if not, thou 
art an Etebrew, a Jew, and not worth the name of a Christian. 

Speed. Why? 

Launee. Because thou hast not so much charity in thee as to 
go to the ale widi a Christian. Wilt thou go ? 

Speed. At thy service. {Eanmk 

SCER9 YL The earn. The Duk^b palaee. 

AUir Pioram. 

Pro. To leave my Julia, shall 1 be forsworn ; 
To love fair Silvia, shall I be forsworn ; 

^ wMt at • fiak, A eolloqatol eomparlMn oommon In S.'i daj. 
»§9totktak. Minor ehnrobtotiTalaweNCAltodalM. 
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To wrong mj friend, I shall be much f orawom ; 
And even that power which gave me first my oath 
Provokes me to this threefold perjury ; 
Love bade me swear and Love bids me forswear. 

sweet-suggesting Love, if thou hast sinn'd, 
Teach me, thy tempted subject, to excuse it ! 
At first I did adore a twinkling star, 

But now I worship a celestial sun. lo 

Unheedfnl vows may heedfnlly be broken. 

And he wants wit that wants resolved will 

To leam his wit to exchange the bad for better* 

Fie, fie, unreverend tongue ! to call her bad. 

Whose sovereignty so oft thou hast pref err'd / 

Widi twenty thousand soul-confirming oaths. 

1 cannot leave to love, and yet I do ; 

But there I leave to love where I should love. 

Julia I lose and Valentine I lose : 

If I keep them, I needs must lose myself ; %^ 

li I lose them, thus find I by their loss 

For Valentine myself, for Julia Silvia. 

I to myself am dearer than a friend, 

For love is still most precious in itself ; 

And Silvia — witness Heaven, that made her &ar I -» 

Shows Julia but a swarthy Ethiope. 

I will forget that Julia is alive, 

Bememb'ring that my love to her is dead ; 

And Valentine I 'U hold an enemy, 

Aiming at Silvia as a sweeter friend. ^ 

I cannot now prove constant to myself, 

Without some treachery us'd to Valentine. 

This night he meaneth with a corded ladder 

To climb celestial Silvia's chambeivwindow, 

Myself in counsel, his competitor. 

Now presently I 'U give her father notice 

Of their disguising and pretended flight ; 

Who, all enrag'd, will banish Valentine ; 

For Thurio, he intends, shall wed his da^hter ; 

But, Valentine being gone, I 'U quickly cross 40 

By some sly trick blunt Thurio's dull proceeding. 

Love, lend me wings to make my purpose swift^ 

As thou hast lent me wit to plot tins drift! {jbeh 
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ScBNB VIL Verona, Julia's howe, 

BiUtr JuuA and JjoaMOA. 

JuL Coonflel, Loeetta ; gentle girl, aasbt me ; 
And eyen in kind loye I do conjure thee. 
Who art the table wherein all my thooghtB 
Are yinbly character'd and engray'd. 
To lesson me and tell me some good mean 
How, with my honour, I may undertake 
A journey to my loying Proteus. 

Luc Alas, the way is wearisome and long! 

Jul. A tme-deyoted pilgrim is not weary 
To measure kingdoms with his feeble steps ; lo 

Much less shall she that hath Loye's wings to fly. 
And when die flight is made to one so dear, 
Of such diyine perfeetion, as Sir Proteus. 

Luc, Better forbear till Proteus make return. 

JuL O, know'st thou not hb looks are my soul's food ? 
Pity the dearth that I haye pined in. 
By longing for that food so long a time. 
Didst &on but know the inly touch of loye, 
Thou wouldst as soon go kindle fire with snow 
As seek to quench the fire of loye with words. ao 

Lue, I do not seek to quench your loye's hot fire, 
But <|ualify the fire's extreme rage. 
Lest it should bum aboye the bounds of reason. 

Jul, The more diou damm'st it up, the more it bums. 
The current that with gentle murmur glides. 
Thou knoVst, being stopp'd, impatiendy doth rage ; 
But when his fair course is not hindered, 
He makes sweet music with the enamell'd stones, 
Giying a eentle kiss to eyery sedge 

He oyertweth in hb pilgrimage, 30 

And so by many winding nooks he strays 
With wilUng sport to the wild ocean. 
Then let me go and hinder not my course ; 
1 11 be as patient as a gentle stream 
And make a pastime of each weary step, 
rill the last step haye brought me to my loye; 
And there 1 11 rest, as after much turmoil 
A blessed soul doth in Elysium. 

Lue, But in what habit will you go along ? 

Jul, Not like a womaa ; for I would prevent 40 

The loose encounters of lasciyious men : 

* (kmmtu'il- Moantod on the Moond cyU«bl«» 

^ tht mm* 4i ftMnu. An eaunpto of S.'p cmnAmmam^ foUowoA by oat of Iho mul 
^ . . ^ ^^ uquisiUly wxlttan ptnigM of hia Ufhtor ttjlo. 
6 
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Gentle Luoetta, fit me with such weeds 
As m»7 beseem some well-reputed page. 

Lue, Why, then, your ladyship must cut your hair. 

JuL No, girl ; I 'U knit it up in silken strings 
With twenty odd-conceited tme-lo^e knots. 
To be fantastic may become a youth 
Of greater time than I shall show to be. 

£ue. What faishion, madam, shall I make joar breedies? 

JuL That fits as well as <' Tell me, good my locd, 50 

What compass will yon wear vonr farthingale?" 
Why even what &shion thou best likes, Luoetta. 

Lue* Tou must needs haye them with a codpiece, madam. 

Jul. Out, out, Lucetta ! that will be ill^avoar'd. 

Xuo. A round hose, madam, now 's not worth a pin. 
Unless yon have a codpiece to stick pins on. 

JuL Lucetta, as thou loVst me, let me haye 
What thou think'st meet and is most mannerly. 
But teXL me, wench, how will the world repute me 
For undertaking so unstaid a journey ? 60 

I fear me, it wm make me scandalis'd. 

Lue. ii you think so, dien stay at home and go not 

JuL Nay, that I will not 

Luo. Then neyer dream on infamy, but go. 
If Proteus like your journey when yon come, 
No matter who s displeas'd when you are gone : 
I fear me, he will scarce be pleas'd withaL 

JuL lliatis the least, Lucetta, of my fear: 
A thousand oaths, an ocean of his tears 

And instances of infinite of loye ^ 

Warrant me welcome to my Proteus. 

Luc All these are seryants to deceitful men. 

JuL Basemen, that use them to so base effect I 
But truer stars did goyem Proteus' birth ; 
His words are bonds, his oaths are oracles, 
His loye sincere, his thoughts immaculate, 
His tears pure messengers sent from his heart 
His heart as ixt from fraud as heayen from earth. 

Luc Pray heayen he proye so, when you come to him I 

JuL Now, as thou loVst me, do him not that wrong 80 

To bear a lutfd opinion of his truth : 
Only desenre my loye by loying him ; 
And presently go with me to my chamber. 
To tflJce a note of what I stand in need of, 
To furnish me upon my longing journey. 

M/lMlMNfoli. Thb WM ftt lint a oontriTaaM f or InenMliii flM tppHfnlbNtStii 4 
woOMA'ihlps. TiM BUM MUM to b« applM to a falUklitad fowa. 
M ^u^fiiiu ^i*M : that la, of Iot* withoat bowkl. 
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All that 18 mine I leave at thy dispose^ 

My goods, my landB, my reputation ; 

Only, in lien thereof, digpatch me henoe. 

Come, answer not, bat to it presently I 89 

I am impatient of my tanianee. [ Amwh 



ACT m. 

SCBWE L Milan. The DuKx's palace. 
BiUir Dina, Tbubio, mtd Pionof. 

Duke. ^ Thnrio, gire ns leave, I pray, awhile ; 
We have some seorets to confer about [Aft ikm. 

Now, tell me, Frotens, what 's yoor will with me ? 

Pro. My graeioos lord, that which I wonld discover 
The law of fnendship bids me to conceal ; 
Bat when I call to mind yonr graeioos &voars 
Done to me, nndeserving as I am, 
My doty pricks me on to otter that 
Wiiich else no worldly ^^ood shoold draw from me. 
Know, worthy prince. Sir Valentine, my friend, 10 

This night intends to steal away yoor daughter : 
Myself am one made privy to the plot 
I know yoo have deteimin'd to bestow her 
On Thnrio, whom yoor gentle daughter hates ; 
And shoold she thns be stol'n away from yoo, 
It woold be moch vexation to yoor age. 
Thos, for my doty's sake, I rather chose 
To cross my friend in his intended drift 
Than, by concealing it, heap on yoor head 
A pack of sorrows which woold press yoo down, so 

Being onprevented, to yoor timeless mve. 

Duke. Fh>teas, I thank thee for wine honest < 
Winch to reqoite, command me while I live. 
This love of theirs myself have often seen, 
Haply when they have jodg'd me fast asleep. 
And oftentimes have porpos'd to forbid 
Sir Valentine her company and my ooort : 
Bat fearing lest my jealoos aim might err 
And so onworthily disgrace the man, 
A rashness that I ever yet have shonn'd, 
I gave him gentie looks, thereby to find 
That which thyself hast now disdos'd to me. 
And, that thoo mayst perceive my fear of this, 
Knowing that tender yootb kb soon soggested, 
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I nightly lodge her in an apper tower, 
The key whereof myself haye ever kept ; 
And thence she cannot be conyey'd away. 

Fro, Enow, noble lord, they haye deyis'd a mean 
How he her chamber-window wiU ascend 
And with a corded ladder fetch her down ; 40 

For which the yoathfol loyer now is gone 
And this way comes he with it presently ; 
Where, if it please yon, you may intercept him. 
Bat, good my lord, do it so cunningly 
That my discoyery be not aimed at ; 
For loye of you, not hate unto my friend, 
Hath made me pablisher of this pretence. 

Duke* Upon mine honour, he shall neyer know 
That I had any light from thee of this. 

Pro. Adieu, my lord ; Sir Valentine is coming. ^ Att. 

EhUt yALDnmi. 

Duke. Sir Valentine, whither away so fast? 51 

VaL Please it your grace, there is a messenger 
That stays to bear my letters to my friends, 
Ajid I am going to deliyer them. 

Duke. Se they of much import ? 

Vol. The tenour of them doth but signify 
My health and happy being at your court 

Duke. Nay then, no matter ; stay with me awhile ; 
I am to break with thee of some affairs 

That touch me near, wherein thou must be secret 60 

'T is not unknown to thee that I haye sought 
To match my friend Sir Thurio to my daughter. 

Vol. I know it well, my lord ; and, sure, the match 
Were rich and honourable ; besides, the gentleman 
Ib full of yirtue, bounty, worth and qualities 
Beseeming such a wife as your fair daughter : 
Cannot your grace win her to fancy him ? 

Duke. No, trust me ; she is peeyish, sullen, frowaidf 
Proud, disobedient, stubborn, lacking duly, 
Neither regarding that she is my chUd 70 

Nor fearing me as if I were her father ; 
And, may I say to thee, this pride of hers, 
Upon adyice, hath drawn my loye from her; 
And, where I thought the remnant of mine age 
Should haye been cherish'd by her child-like do^^ 
I now am full resoly'd to take a wife 
And turn her out to who will take her in : 
Then let her beauty be her wedding^ower ; 
For me and my possessions she esteems not 
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VaL What would yoor grace have me to do in this ? 80 

Duke. There is a Lady of Verona here 
Whom I affect ; bat she is nice and C07 
And nought esteems my aged eloquence : 
Now theraf ore would I have thee to my tutor — 
For long agone I have forgot to court ; 
Besides, the fashion of the time is changed — 
How and which way I may bestow myself 
To be regarded in her sun-bright eye. 

VdL Win her with gifts, if she respect not words: 
Dumb jewels often in their silent kind 90 

More tiian quick words do move a woman's mind. 

Duke* But she did scorn a present that I sent her. 

Vol. A woman sometimes scorns what best contents her. 
Send her another ; neyer give her o'er ; 
For scorn at first makes after-love the more. 
If she do frown, 't is not in hate of you, 
But rather to b^get more love in you : 
If she do chide, 't is not to have you gone ; 
For why, the fools are mad, if left alone. 

Take no repulse, whatever she doth say ; 100 

For '^ get you gone," she doth not mean '^ away ! ** 
Flatter and praise, commend, extol their graces ; 
Though ne'er so black, say they have angels' faces. 
That man that hath a tongue, I say, is no man, 
If with his tongue he cannot win a woman. 

Duke. But she I mean is promis'd by her friends 
Unto a youthful gentleman of worth. 
And kept severely from resort of men, 
That no man hath access by day to her. 

VaL Why, then, I would resort to her by night. no 

Duke, Ay, but the doors be lock'd and keys kept safe, 
That no man hath recourse to her by night. 

Vol. What lets but one may enter at her window ? 

Duke. Her chamber is aloft, far from the ground, 
And built so shelving that one cannot climb it 
Without apparent hazard of his life. 

VaL Why then, a ladder quaintly made of cords, 
To cast up, with a pair of anchoring hooks. 
Would serve to scale another Hero's tower, 
80 bold Leander would adventure it. 120 

Duke, Now, as thou art a gentleman of blood, 
Advise me where I may have such a ladder. 

Vol. When would you use it ? pray, sir, tell me that. 

•< a ladf 9/ Verona htn, TIm folio has " ii^ Verooft taore/* an inpoisibU wailing, as 
Iha teana is Milaa. 
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Duke. Tliis very night ; for Lore is like • child, 
That lon^ for eveiy tUng that he can come by. 

VaiL By seven o'clock I '11 get yon sach a ladder. 

Duke* &at| hark thee ; I wUl go to her alone : 
How shall I best convey the Udder thither ? 

VaL It will be light, my lord, that yon may bear it 
Under a doak that is of any length. 139 

Duke. A cloak as long as thine will serve the torn ? 

Vol. Ay, my good lord. 

Duke. Then let me see thy doak : 

1 11 get me one of such another length. 

Vol. Why, any doak will serve the torn, my lonL 

Duke. How shall I &shion me to wear a doak ? 
I pray thee, let me fed thy doak npon me. 
THiat letter is this same ? What's here? ''To Silvia" I 
And here an engine fit for my proceeding. 
1 11 be so bold to break the seal for once. iRmtt. 

** Mj thoughts do harhoar with mj Sflvia nighdri 140 

Aiid slftTes they axe to me that send them flymg : 
O, could their master eome and go as lightly, 

HimMlf would lodge whexe senedesa they are lying I 
Mjheiald thonghts io thy pme boaom raat them ; 

While I, their king, that nither them importune, 
Bo cnne the grace that with snch grace hath blesa'd tfaam, 

Becaose mrself do want my sermnta' fortone : 
I corse myself, lor they are sent by me. 
That they shonld harbour where their lord would beu" 

What 's here ? 150 

^ SUTia, this night I wiU enfranchise thee." 
T is so ; and here 's the ladder for the purpose. 
Why, Fhaethon, — for thou art Merope' son, — 
Wilt thoa aspire to guide the heavenly car 
And with thy daring folly bum the world ? 
Wilt thoa reach stars, because thev shine on thee ? 
Go, base intmder I overweening dave ! 
Bestow thy fawning smiles on equal mates. 
And think my patience, more than thy desert, 
Is privil^;e for thy departure hence : 160 

Thank me for this more than for all the favours 
Which all too mnch I have bestoVd on thee. 
Bat if thoa linger in my territories 
Longer than swiftest expedition 
Will give thee lame to leave our royal court. 
By heaven I my wrath shall ixt exceed the love 

>* J&ropf* «•«. FhaistliQii, th« Mm of FbnbiiM, wm npvt«d ttw mb of Mwopt. Ho 
WgiMt M u MkBOwfadgmMit of Mtoraity, tint Flmbiu woaU oUovr Ua to dri^ tl» 
•horiot of the iiiia f or QUO dij, Mid obtainod his roqnoft wUh dkMlrovi lomllt for tht 
world and dooth for hiauoU. 
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I ever bore my dAo^^ter or thyBelf . 
Be gone ! I will not hear thy vain ezeoBe ; 
Bat, as thou loVst thy life, nudce speed from hence. [JMr. 

Vol, And why not death rather than living torment ? 170 
To die 18 to be banish'd from myself ; 
And Silyia is myself : banish'd from her 
Is self from self : a deadly banishment I 
What lig^t is light, if Silvia be not seen ? 
What joy is joy, if Silvia be not by ? 
Unless it be to think that she is by 
And feed upon the shadow of perfection. 
Except I be by SOvia in the night, 
lliere is no mnsie in the niffhtingale ; 

Unless I look on Silvia in me day, 180 

There is no day for me to look upon ; 
She is my essence, and I leave to be, 
If I be not by her fair influence 
Fosker'd, illunin'd, cherish'd, kept alive. 
I fly not death, to fly his deadly doom : 
Tany I here, I bat attend on death: 
Bat, fly I hence, I fly away from life. 

Aiw PBonot mud Laumi. 

Pro. Ran, boy, ran, ran, and seek him oat. 

Launee. Soho, soho ! 

Pro. What seest thoa ? 190 

Launee. Him we go to find : there 's not a hair on 's head 
bat 't is a Valentine. 

Pro. Valentine? 

VaL No. 

Pro. Who then ? his spirit? 

VaL Neither. 

Pro. What then? 

VaL Nothing. 

LoAmce. Can nothing speak ? Master, shall I strike ? 

Pro. Who woaldst &oa strike ? 200 

La/unce. N 

Pro. Villain, for! 

Lawice. Why, sir, 111 strike nothing : I pray yoa, — 

Pro. Sirrah, I say, forbear. Friend Valentine, a word. 

VaL Mv ears are stopp'd and cannot hear good news, 
80 mach of bad already hath possess'd them. 

Pro. Then in dumb silence will I bary mine, 
For they are harsh, ontoneahle and bad. 

VaL Is Silvia dead? 

Pro. No, Valentine. 

VaL No Valentine, indeed, for sacred Silviiu 
Hath she f erswom me ? 
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Pro. No, Valentine. 

Vol. No Valentine, if Silyift have forsworn me. 
What \A your news ? 

Launce. Sir, there is a proclamation that 70a are hanish'd 

Pro. Thatthouarthanish'd — O, that's the news! — 
From hence, from Silvia and from me thy friend. 

Vol. O, I have fed upon this woe already, 
And now excess of it will make me surfeit 27t 

Doth Silvia know that I am banished ? 

Pro. Ay, ay ; and she hath offer'd to the doom — > 
Which, unrevers'd, stands in effectual force — 
A sea of melting pearl, which some call tears : 
Those at her other's churlish feet she tender'd ; 
With them, upon her knees, her humble self ; • 
Wringing her bands, whose whiteness so became them 
As if but now they waxed pale for woe : 
But neither bended knees, pure hands held up. 
Sad sighs, deep sroans, nor silver^hedding tears, 330 

Gould penetrate her uncompassionate sire ; 
But Valentine, if he be ta'en, must die. 
Besides, her intercession chaJPd him so^ 
When ^e for thy repeal was suppliant, 
That to dose prison he commanded her. 
With mainr bitter threats of biding there. 

VaL No more ; unless the next word that thou speak'st 
Have some malignant power upon my life : 
If so, I pray thee, breathe it in mine ear. 
As ending anthem of my endless dolour. 240 

Pro. Cease to lament for that thou canst not help^ 
And studv help for that which thou lament'st 
Time Is we nurse and breeder of all good. 
Here if thou stay, thou canst not see thy love ; 
Besides, thy staying will abridge thy life. 
Hope is a lover's stoff ; walk hence with that 
And manage it against despairing thoughts. 
Thy letters may be here, though thou art henoe ; 
Which, being writ to me, shall be delivered 
Even in the milk-white bosom of thy love. #50 

The time now serves not to expostulate : 
Come, 1 11 convey thee through the city«gate; 
And, ere I part with thee, confer at large 
Of all that may concern thy love-affairs. 
As thou lov'st Silvia, though not for thyself. 
Regard thy danger, and along with me ! 

Vol. I pray Siee, Lannce, an if thou seest my boy, 
Bid him make haste and meet me at the North-gate. 
Pro. Gro, sirrah, find him out. Come^ Valentine. 
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VaL OmydearSilyift! Hapless Valentme ! 360 

[JSwimi FU. tmd Pn. 

Launce. I am bat a fool, look 70a ; and yet I have the wit 
to think my master is a kind of a knave : bat that 's all one, if 
he be but one knave. He lives not now that knows me to be 
in love ; yet I am in love ; but a team of horse shall not pluck 
that from me ; nor who 't is I love ; and yet 't is a woman ; bat 
what woman, I will not tell myself ; and yet 't is a milkmaid ; 
yet 't is not a maid, for she hadi had gossips ; yet 'tis a maid, 
for she is her master's maid, and serves for wages. She hath 
more qoalities than a watei^paniel ; which is mach in a bare 
• Christian. [^PtUling out a paper.'] Here is the cate-log of her 
condition. ^* Imprimis: She can fetch and cany." Why, a 
horse can do no more : nay, a horse cannot fetch, but only cany ; 
therefore is she better than a jade. '' Item : She can milk ; " 
look yoa, a sweet virtae in a maid with clean hands. 



Speed. How now, Signior Laonce! what news with yoar 
mastership? 

Launee. With my master's ship ? why, it is at sea. 

Speed. Well, your old vice still ; mistake the word. What 
news, then, in yoar paper ? 

Launee. The blackest news that ever thou heard'st 280 

Speed. Why, man, how black ? 

Launee. Wliy, as black as ink. 

Speed. Let me read them. 

Launee. Fie on thee, jolt-head ! dion canst not read. 

Speed. Thoa liest ; I can. 

Launee. I will try thee. Tell me this : who begot thee ? 

Speed. Marry, the son of my grandfather. 

Launee. O illiterate loiterer ^ it was the son of thy grand- 
mother : this proves that thou canst not read. 

Speed. Come, fool, come ; try me in thy paper. 290 

Launee. There ; and Saint Nicholas be thy speed I 

Speed. IBeade.] " Imprimis : She can milk." 

Launee. Ay, that she can. 

Speed. '^ Item : She brews good ale." 

Launee. And thereof comes the proverb : ** Blessing of yoar 
heart, yoa brew good ale." 

Speed. *' Item : She can sew." 

Launee. That 's as mach as to say, Can she so ? 

Speed. '</i0em: She can knit" 

Launee. What need a man care for a stock with a wench, 
when she can knit him a stock ? 301 

«* go$$tp§ : fhaft |g, woBMn who gatbared romid a woinaa la ehildlMd. Imom to » 
U n t nta qvlbbltr. 
«M kmit kirn •mock: tlwl ii, a •tooking. 
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Speed. '< Item : She can wash and acoor." 

Launee. A special virtue ; for then she need not be wash'd 
and scoor'd. 

Speed. ** Item : She can gpxu" 

Launee. Then may I set the world on wheels, when she can 
spin for her living. 

Speed. **Item : She hath many nameless virtaes.'* 

Launee. That 's as much as to say, bastsrd virtaes ; that, in- 
deed, know not their Withers and therefore have no names. 310 

Speed. Here follow her vioes. 

Launee. Close at the heels of her virtaes. 

Speed. " Item : Shd is not to be kissed fasting, in respect of - 
her breath." 

Launee. Well, that fanlt may be mended with a breakfast 
Bead on. 

Speed. ^^Item : She hath a sweet month.'' 

Launee. That makes amends for her sonr breath. 

Speed. '< Item: She doth talk in her sleep.'' 

Launee. It 's no matter for that, so she sleep not in her talk. 

Speed. << Item : She is slow in words." ^i 

Launee. O villain, that set this down among her vioes ! To 
be dow in words is a woman's only virtae : I pray thee, oat 
with % and place it for her chief virtae. 

Speed. ^^ Item : She is proad." 

Launee. Oat with that too ; it was Eve's legacy, and cannot 
be ta'en from her. 

Speed. << Item : She hath no teeth." 

Launee. I care not for that neither, becaose I love erasts. 

Speed. *^Item: Sheiscorst" 330 

Launee. Well, the best is, she hath no teeth to bite. 

Speed. ** Item : She wiU often praise her liquor." 

Launee. If her liquor be good, she shall : if she wiU not, I 
will ; for good things shoold be praised. 

Speed. ''Item: She is too liberaL" 

Launee. Of her tongue she cannot ; for that's writ down she 
is slow of : of her purse she shall not ; for that 1 11 keep shut. 
Now, of another thing she may, and that cannot I help. Well, 
proceed. 

Speed. '* Item : She hath more hair than wit, and nsore 
fiuQts than hairs, and more wealth than faults." 341 

Launee. Stop there ; I 'U have her : she was mine, and not 
mine, twice or thrice in that last article. Rehearse that once 
wore. 

w to »« kUatd /tuHng. Th« folio hw " to be fasting, '* whieh hat % aiMiiing ; Irat 
aw tttEt to M old M Bowo*t tiBM, umthf two hundred Jtin. 
w atw€€tmmuk: that li, a mouth fond of twwt things ; aliekorlih tedh. 
■• emit = ill-natursd, cross-gnUBed. 
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Speed, ^'/em; She badi move tiair than wit," — 

Launee. More hair than wit ? It msjr be ; 1 11 prore it 
The cover of the ealt hidee the salt, and therefore it ia more 
than the salt ; the hair that corers the wit is more than the wit| 
for the greater hides the less. What 's next ? 

Speed. " And more iaolts than hairs," — 350 

Launee. That 's monstrous : O, that that were out ! 

Speed. '< And more wealth than faults." 

Launee. Why, that w(»d makes the faults gramons. Well, 
1 11 have her : and if it he a mateh, as nothing is impnsmhle, — 

Speed. What then? 

Launee. Why, then wiU I tell thee — that thj master stays 
for thee at tiie North-gate. 

Speedy Forme? 

Launee. For thee! ay, who art thoa? he hath stayed for a 
better man than thee. 360 

Speed. And must I go to him? 

Launee. Thoa must nm to him, for thoa hast stay'd so long 
that going will scarce serve ihe tarn. 

Speed. Why didst not tell me sooner ? pox of yoar knre4et- 
ters ! [Sn't. 

Launoe. Now will he be swinged for reading my letter ; an 
onmannerly slave, that will throat lumself into secrets I 1 11 
after, to rejoice in the boy's oorreetioik (JW. 

SoKN£ n. 7^ tame. The Dttxb's palaee. 
Bmttr Uma tmd Thdbio. 

Duke. Sir llinrio, fear not but that she will love yoa, 
Now Valentine is banish'd from her sight 

Thu. Since his exile she hath despis'd me most. 
Forsworn my company and rail'd at me, 
That I am desperate of obtaining her. 

'Duke. This weak impress of love is as a figore 
Trenched in ice, which with an hoar's heat 
Dissolves to water and doth lose his form. 
A litde time will melt her frozen thoughts 
And worthless Valentine shall be forgot to 



How now. Sir Froteas I Is yoar cooi^iTman 
According to oar proclamation gone ? 

Pro. Gone, my good lord. 

Duke. My daoghter takes his going grievonaly. 

Pro. A little time, my lord, will kSl that grief. 

Duke. So I believe ; bat Thnrio thinks not so. 
P^oteas, the good conceit I hold of thee — 
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For thoa hast shown some sign of good desert — 
Makes me the better to confer with thee. 

Fro. Longer than I prove loyal to your grace ao 

Let me not live to look upon your grace. 

Dtike. Thou know'st how willingly I would effect 
The match between Sir Thurio and my daughter. 

Fro, I do, my lord. 

Dfike. And also, I think, thoa art not ignorant 
How she opposes her against my wilL 

Fro, She did, my lord, when Valentine was here. 

Duke, Ay, and perversely she persevers so. 
What might we do to make the girl forget 
The love of Valentine and love Sir Thurio ? 30 

Fro, The best way is to slander Valentine 
With falsehood, cowardice and poor descent, 
Three things that women highly hold in hate. 

Dt^ee. Ay, but she 11 think that it is spoke in hate. 

Fro, Ay, if his enemy deliver it : 
Therefore it must with circumstance be spoken 
By one whom she esteemeth as his friend. 

Duke, Then you must undertake to slander him. 

Fro. And that, my lord, I shall be loath to do : 
T is an ill office for a gentleman, 40 

Especially against his very friend. 

Duke. YHieTe your good word cannot advantage him, 
Your slander never can endamage him ; 
Therefore the office is indifferent. 
Being entreated to it by your friend. 

Fro. Tou have prevkil'd, my lord : if I can do it 
By aught that I can speak in his dispraise, 
She sludl not long continue love to him. 
But say this weed her love from Valentine, 
It follows not that she will love Sir Thurio. 50 

Thu, llierefore, as vou unwind her love from him, 
Lest it should ravel and be good to none, 
Tou must provide to bottom it on me ; 
Which must be done by praising me as much 
As you in worth dispraise Sir Valentine. 

Duke, And, Proteus, we dare trust you in this kind. 
Because we know, on Valentine's report, 
You are already Love's firm votary 
And cannot soon revolt and change your mind. 
Upon this warrant shall you have access 60 

Where you with Silvia may confer at large ; 
For she is lumpish, heavy, melancholy, 

» iMrMetr« = S.*s niuftl mod* of ■pelllng jNrMMfw; it li MotiitedoB th« Mcona 
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And, for yonr friend's sake, will be glad of yon ; 
Where yon may temper her by yoor perraaeion 
To bate young Valentine and love my friend. 

Fro. Am much as I can do, I will effect : 
Bat you, Sir Thnrio, are not sharp enough ; 
You must lay lime to tangle her desires 
By wailful sonnets, whose composed rhymes 
Should be foll-frai^^t with serviceable yowa 70 

Duke. Ay, 
Much is the force of heaven-bred poesy. 

Pro. Say that upon the altar of her beauty 
Tou sacrifice your tears, your sighs, your heart : 
Write till your ink be dry, and with your tean 
Moist it again, and frame some feeling line 
That may discover such integrity : 
For Orpheus' lute was strung with poets' sinews, 
Whose golden touch could soften steel and stones. 
Make tigers tame and huge leviathans 80 

Forsake unsounded deeps to dance on sands. 
After your dire-lamenting elegies, 
IHsit by night your lady's chionbei^window 
With some sweet consort ; to their instruments 
Tune a deploring dump : the night's dead silence 
Will well become such sweet-complaining grievance* 
This, or else nothing, will inherit her. 

Duke. This discipline shows thou hast been in love. 

Thu. And thy advice this nieht 1 11 put in praetiee. 
Therefore, sweet Proteus, my direction-giver, 90 

Let us into the city presently 
To sort some gentlemen well skill'd in music 
I have a sonnet that will serve the turn 
To give the onset to thy good advice. 

Duke. About it, gentlemen! 

Pro. We 'U wait upon your grace till after supper, 
And afterward determine our proceedings. 

Duke. Even now about it \ I wQl purdon yon. ^bnmi 

ACT IV. 

ScBHB I. A fortBt on thefronden of Mantua. 

SmMer ctrtam Ontlawt. 

Firse Out Fellows, stand fast ; I see a passenger. 

See. Out. If tiiere be ten, shrink not, but down with 'enu 

^ toiuottm Thlf to tb6 old wQcd for conetrt, 

» dump = motonoholy atnin of miuto ; vmd without uy ladletoaf dgnUettion 

ntnAmts obtain, lot poMtMioB of. 

** paniM = osooM. 
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Third Out. Stend, rir, and thiow as that joa have about yes 
If not, we 11 nuilie yoa flit and rifle yon. 

Speed. Sir, we are undone ; these are the vULuns 
That all the travelleiB do fear so mnofau 

VaL My friends, — 

First Out. That 's not so, sir : we are your enemies. 

Sec Out. Peace I we 'U hear him. 

Third Out. Ay, by my beard, will we, for he '« a proper 
man. lo 

VaL Then know that I have little wealth to lose : 
A man I am cross'd with adversity ; 
Mv riches are theoe poor habiliments, 
Of whidi if you should here disfumish me, 
You take the sum and substance that I have. 

Sec Out. Whither travel you ? 

VaL To Verona. 

First Out. Whence came you ? 

Vol. From Milan. 

Third Out. Have you long sojoum'd tiiere ? 20 

Vol. Some sixteen months, and longer might have stayed. 
If crooked fortune had not thwarted me. 

First OuL What, were you banish'd thence ? 

Vol. I was. 

Sec. OuL For what offence ? 

VaL For that which now tonnents me to rehearse: 
I kill'd a man, whose death I much repent; 
But yet I slew him manfully in fighty 
Without false vantage or base treachery. 

First Out. Why, ne'er repent it, if it were done sow 30 

But were you banish'd for so small a &nlt ? 

Vol. I was, and held me glad of such a doom. 

Sec Out, Have you the tongues ? 

Vol. My youthful travel therein made me happy, 
Or else I often had been miserable. 

Third Out. By the bare scalp of Bobin Hood's fat friai^ 
This fellow were a king for our wild Action ! 

First Out. We 'U have him. Sirs, a word. 

Speed. Master, be one of them; it 's an honourable kind of 
thievery. 40 

Vol. Peace, villain I 

See. Out. Tell us this : have you anything to take to? 

Vol. Nothing but my fortune. 

Third Out. Enow, uien, that some of us are gentlemen* 
Such as the fury of ungovem'd youth 
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Thrust from the compftnjr of awful men : 
Myself was from Verona banished 
For practising to steal away a lady^ 
An heir, and near allied onto the Doke. 

Sec, Out. And I from Mantoa, for a gentteman, 50 

Who, in my mood, I stabb'd onto the heart. 

First Out. And I for sneh like petty crimes as tfaesai 
Bat to the purpose ^- for we cite oar fiibaltSy 
That they may hold ezcas'd oar lawless Ures; 
4nd partly, seeing yoa are beaatified 
With goodly shape and by yoor own report 
A linguist and a man of soch perfection 
As we do in oar quality much want — 

See. Out. Indeed, becaose yoa are a baoish'd man. 
Therefore, above the rest, we parW to yon : 60 

Are you content to be oar general r 
To make a virtue of necessity 
And live, as we do, in this ^nldemess? 

Third Out. What say'st thou ? wilt thou be ol oar oonsort ? 
Say ay, and be tiie captain of us all : 
We if do Ihee homage and be ruled by thee. 
Love thee as our commander and our king. 

First Out. But if thou scorn oar coortesy, tJioa diest 

See. Out Thoa shalt not Kve to brag what we have offer'd. 

VaL I take yoor oiler and will live with yoa, 70 

IVovided that you do no outrages 
On silly women or poor passengers. 

Tkird Out. No, we detest such vile base practices. 
Come, go with us, we 11 bring thee to our crews. 
And show thee all the treasure we have got ; 
Which, with ourselves, all rest at thy dii^ose. [i 



Scxn n. MHan. Outside the Dukb's palace^ under Silvia's 
window. 



Pro. Already have I been false to Yalentine 
And now I must be as unjust to Hiurio. 
Under the colour of commending him, 
I have access my own love to prefer : 
But Silvia is too fair, too true, too holv, 
To be corrupted with my worthless gifte. 
When I protest true loyalty to her, 
She twits me with my falsehood to my friend ; 

M 9mfyi num: thftt li, mm vlio nfersnoe Uw. Fttrlupi w« alumld nad tew^W 
V jdqr = dmpU. 
« mum: MomUd on Um mmbA gf\xM», 
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When to her beaaiy I oommend my yowb, 

She bids me think how I have been forsworn lo 

In breaking faith with Julia whom I loved : 

And notwithstanding all her sadden quips, 

The least whereof would quell a lover's hope, 

Yet, spaniel-like, the more she spurns my love. 

The more it grows and fawneth on her still. 

But here comes Thurio : now must we to her window. 

And give some evening music to her ear. 

EfUtr Trubio and MostoluiB. 

Thu. How now, Sir Proteus, are yon crept before ns ? 

Pro, Ay, gentle Thurio : for you know that love 
Will creep in service where it cannot go. «> 

Thu, Ay, but I hope, sir, that you love not here. 

Pro. Sir, but I do ; or else I would be hence. 

Thu. Who? Silvia? 

Pro. Ay, Silvia ; for your sake. 

Thu. I thank you for your own. Now, gentlemen. 
Let 's tune, and to it lustily awhile. 

Aa«r, at a dutatut, Htwt, amd Jviua m Aoy>« cMUt. 

HobL Now, my young guest, muthinks you 're allyehoUy: I 
pray you, why is it r 

Jm. Many, mine host, because I cannot be merry. 

Ho8t. Come, we 11 have you merry : 1 11 bring you where 
you shall hear music and see the gentleman that yon ask'd for. 

Jvl, But shall I hear him speak ? 31 

Host* Ay, that you shalL 

Jvl. That will be music. [lfiiiM]riay«. 

Host. Hark, hark! 

Jid. Is he among these ? 

Ho$t. Ay : but, peace ! let 's hear 'em. 

Soto. 

Who 18 Sflvia f what is she. 

That all oar swains commend hert 
Hoi?, fair and wise is she ; 

'fh% heaven such grace did lend ber, 40 

That she might admired be. 

Is she kind as she is fair? 

For beauty lives with kindnsss 
Love doth to her eyes repair, 

To help him of his blindness, 
And, being help'd, inhabits there. 

Then to SQyia let us sing, 

That Silvia is excelling ; 
She excels each mortal thing 

Upon the dull earth dwelling : 59 

To her let ns garlands bring. 
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Host. How now! are you sadder than yoa were before? How 
do you, man ? the monic likes you not 

Jvl, Ton mistake ; the musician likes me not 

Host, Why, my pretty youth ? 

Jul. He plavs fidse, £sther. 

Host. How r oat of tone on the strings ? 

JuL Not so ; but yet so false that he grieres my very heart* 
strings* 

Host. Yoa have a ^ck ear. 60 

JvL Ay, I woald I were deaf ; it makes me have a slow 
heart 

Host. I perceiye yoa delight not in masic. 

Jul. Not a whit, when it jars so. 

Host. Hark, what fine change is in the mosic ! 

Jul. Ay, that change is the spite. 

Host. Ton woald have them always play bat one thing ? 

JuL I woald always have one play Imt one thing. 
Bat, host, doth this Sir Proteas that we talk on 
Often resort anto this gentlewoman ? 70 

Host. I tell yoa what Laonce, his man, told me : he loved 
her oat of all nick. 

JuL Where is Laance ? 

Host. Gone to seek his dog ; which to-morrow, by his mas- 
ter's command, he mast cany for a present to his lady. 

JuL Peace I stand aside : the company parts. 

Pro. Sir Thario, fear not yoa : I will so plead 
That yoa shall say my canning drift excels. 

Thu. Where meet we? 

Pro. At Saint Gregory's welL 

Thu. FarewelL 

[ £bmniI Hhw. mm! Mifriftgnf 
Ail«r SiLTU otetM. 

Pro. Madam, good even to year ladyship. 80 

8%L. I thank yoa for year masic, gentlemen. 
Who is that that spake ? 

Pro. One, lady, if yoa knew his pare heart's trath, 
Yoa woald qaickly learn to know him by his voice. 

8U. Sir Proteas, as I take it 

Pro. Sir Proteas, gentle lady, and year servant 

8U. What's year will? 

Pro. That I may compass years. 

SiL Yoa have yoar wish ; my will is even this : 
That presently yoa hie you home to bed. 

M tkt music intet fou not : tlwt is, It not to your liking. 

n omt^aU mkk =oat of all wckonlpg. Kockoning wm ktpl hj eutttng nkkf ca 

7 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



98 THE TWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA. [AorlY. 

Thoa soMle, peijnred, £dse, disloyal man ! 90 

Think'st thou I am so shallow, so eonceitleasy 

To be seduced hy thy flattery, 

That hast deceiv'd so many with thy tows ? 

Retom, return, and make thy love amends. 

For me, by this pale queen ci night I swear, 

I am so €u £rom granting thy request 

That I despise th^ for thy wrongfol suit, 

And by and by intend to chide myself 

Even lor this time I spend in talking to thee. 

Fro. I grant, sweet We, that I &d love a lady ; toe 

But she is dead. 

Jul. lAside.'] 'T were false, if I should speak it; 
For I am sure Ab is not buried* 

SiL Say that she be ; yet Yalentine thy friend 
Survives $ to whom, thysdf art witness, 
I am betrothed : and art thou not asham'd 
To wrong him with thy importunacy ? 

Pro, I likewise hear that Valentine is dead* 

SU. And so suppose am I ; for in his grave 
Assure thyself my love is buried. 

Pro. Sweet ladv, let me rake it from the earth. no 

SU. Qo to thv lady's grave and call hert thenoe 
Or, at the least, m hers sepulchre thine. 

Jul. [Aside.} He heitfd not that 

Pro. Madam, if your heart be so obdurate^ 
Youchsaf e me yet your picture for my love. 
The picture that is hanging in your diambc^ ; 
To that 1 11 speak, to UiBt I 'U sigh and weep : 
For since the substance of your perfect self 
Is else devoted, I am but a shadow ; 
And to your shadow will I make true love. lao 

Jul. [Aside.'] If 't were a substance, you would, sursi de- 
ceive it, 
And make it but a shadow, as I am. 

SU. I am very loath to be your idol, sir ; 
But since your falsehood shall become yon well 
To worship shadows and adore false shapes, 
Send to me in the morning and 1 11 send it : 
And so, good rest 

Pro. As wretches have o'emight 

That wait for execution in the mom. [mttmu Pf, mid m, m mm n », 

JuL Host, will you go ? 

Host. By my halidom, I was fast asleep. 13a 

JvL Ftay you, where lies Sir Proteus ? 

itt atpukkn : aeoented on Um moohI qrllalil*. 
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jBosf. Manyy at my house. Tnift me, I think *tis almost 
day. 

JfjiL Not 80 ; bat it hath been the longest night 
That e'er I watch'd and the most heaviest C J 

SCBNE III. Theiome. 



EgL This is the honr that Madam SilTia 
Entreated me to call and know her mind : 
There 's some great matter she 'Id employ me in. 
Mjula-tn^ madam! 

BnUr 81I.VU oftotw. 

SiL Who calls? 

BgU Tonr servant and yoor friend ; 

One that attends yonr ladyship's command. 

8U, Sir Eglamour, a tnousand times good morrow. 

EgL As many, worthy lady, to yourself : 
According to yoor ladyship's impose, 
I am thns early come to know what service 
It is yoor pleasure to command me in. lo 

8u. O Eglamour, then art a gentleman -» 
Think not I flatter, for I swear I do not — 
Valiant, wise, remorseful, well accomplidi'd : 
Thou art not ignorant what dear good will 
I bear unto the banish'd Valentine, 
Nor how my fother would enforce me many 
Vain Thurio, whom my very soul abhors. 
Thyself hast lov'd ; and I hftve heard thee say 
No grief did ever come so near thy heart 
As when thy lady and thy true love died, so 

Upon whose grave thou vow'dst pure chastity. 
Sir Eglamour, I would to Valentme, 
To l&ntua, where I hear he makes abode ; 
And, for the ways are dangerous to pass, 
I do desire thy worthy company. 
Upon whose nith and honour I repose. 
Urge not my Other's anger, Eglamour, 
But think upon my grief, a lady's grief, 
And on the justice 5t my fl3ring hence. 

To keep me from a most unholy match, 50 

Which heaven and fortune still rewards with plagues. 
I do desire thee, even from a heart 
As full of sorrows as the sea of sands. 
To bear me company and go with me : 
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If not, to hide what I have sud to thee, 
That I may venture to depart alone. 

JEgL Madam, I pity much your grievances ; 
Which since I know they virtuously are plac'd, 
I give consent to go along with you, 

Becking as little what betideth me 49 

As mudi I wish all good bef ortune you. 
When will you go ? 

Sil. This evening coming. 

EgL Where shall I meet you ? 

SU. At Friar Patrick's cell, 

Where I intend holy confession. 

JEgL 1 will not fail your ladyship. Grood morrow, gentle lady. 

StL Good morrow, kind Sir Eglamour. [£wtMi mmtvI^ 

Scene IV. The same. 
Alter liAums, with ku Dog Grab. 

Launce. VHien a man's servant shall play the cur with him^ 
look you, it goes hard : one that I brought up of a puppy ; one 
that I sav'd from drowning, when three or four of lus blind 
brothers and sisters went to it I have taught him, even as one 
would say precisely, '^ thus I would teach a dog." I was sent to 
deliver him as a present to Mistress Silvia from my master ; and 
I came no sooner into the dining-«hamber but he steps me to her 
trencher and steals her capon's leg : O, 'tis a foul thing when 
a cur cannot keep himself in all companies ! I would have, as 
one should say, one that takes upon him to be a dog indeed, to 
be, as it were, a dog at all things. If I had not had more wit 
than he, to take a &ult upon me that he did, I think verily he 
had been hang'd for 't ; sure as I live, he had suffer'd for 't : 
you shall judge. He thrusts me himself into the company of 
three or four gentlemanlike dogs, under the Duke's table ; he 
had not been there — bless the mark 1 — a pissing while, but all 
the chamber smelt him. ^' Out with the dog I " says one : ^' What 
cur is that? " says another : '^ Whip him out" says the third : 
^' Hang him up " says the Duke. I, having been acquainted with 
the smell before, knew it was Crab, and goes me to the fellow 
that whips the dogs : '' Friend," quoth I, '< you mean to whip the 
dog ? " " Ay, many, do I," quoth he. ^^Tou do him the more 
wrong," quoth I ; '"t was I did the thing you wot of." He 
makes me no more ado, but whips me out of Uie chamber. How 
many masters would do this for his servant ? Nay, I 'U be 
sworn, I have sat in the stocks for puddings he hath stolen* 
otherwise he had been executed ; I have stood on the pillory for 
geese he hath kill'd, otherwise he had suffer'd for 't Thou 
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. " • \ ! ' • *• 

thinkert not of this now. Nay, I remember the trick yoa served 
me when I took my leave of Madam Silvia : did not I bid thee 
still mark me and do as I do ? when didst then see me heave ap 
my leg and make water against a gentlewoman's fiurthingale r 
didst Sioa ever see me do such a trick ? 

BfU^r Vwrwn and Jdua. 

Pro, Sebastian is thy name ? I like thee well 
And will employ thee in some service presently. 

Jul, In what yon please : I '11 do what I can. 

Pro, I hope thou wilt [To Launce,^ How now, yon whore- 
son peasant! 
Where have you been these two days loitering ? 

Launce, Marry, sir, I carried Mistress Silvia the dog yon 
bade me. 40 

Pro, And what says she to my little jewel? 

Launee, Marry, she says your dog was a cur, and tells yon 
corrish thanks is good enough for such a present 

Pro, But she received my dog ? 

Launce. No, indeed, did she not : here have I brought him 
back again. 

Pro. What, didst thou offer her this from me ? 

Launce, Ay, sir ; the other squirrel was stolen from me by 
the hangman boys in the market-place : and then I offer'd her 
mine own, who is a dog as big as ten of yours, and tiieref ore the 
gift the greater. 51 

Pro. Go get thee hence, and find my dog again. 
Or ne'er return again into my sight 

Away, I say ! stay'st thou to vex me here ? iStU Lamu , 

A slave, that still an end turns me to shame I 
Sebastian, I have entertained thee. 
Partly that I have need of such a youth 
That can with some discretion do my business. 
For 'tis no trusting to yond foolish lout. 

But chiefly for thy face and thy behaviour, 60 

^(^Puch, if my Bxtgary deceive me not, 
Witness good bringing up, fortune and truth : 
Therefore know thou, for this I entertain thee. 
Gro presently and take this ring with thee, 
Deliver it to Madam Silvia : 
She loVd me well deliver'd it to me. 

JuL It seems you loVd not her, to leave her tokeoi 
She is dead, belike ? 

Pro. Not so ; I think she lives. 

JuL Alas! 

Pro, Why dost thou cry «< alas"? 

" nSlan «iwl=rooiitl]raaU7. 
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JuL I cannot choose 70 

Bat pity h«r. 

Pro. Wherefore shoaldst thoa pity her ? 

JuL Beoaofle medunks that she loy'd you as well 
As 70a do love your lady Silvia : 
She dreams on him that has forgot her love ; 
Ton dote on her that cares not for your love. 
'Tis pity love should he so contrary ; 
And thinking on it makes me cry '^ slas ! " 

Fro, Weflyffive her that ring and therewithal 
This letter, l^at 's her chamher. Tell my huly 
I claim the promise for her heavenly picture. 80 

Your message done, hie home unto my chamher^ 
Where tibou shalt find me, sad and so&tary. imjA 

JuL How many women would do such a message ? 
Alas, poor Proteus 1 thou hast entertain'd 
A fox to he the shepherd of thy lamhs. 
Alas, poor fool ! why do I pity him 
That with his verv heart desfttseth me ? 
Because he loves her, he despiseth me ; 
Because I love him, I must pity him. 

This rinff I gave hiitn when he parted fran me, 90 

To hind him to rememher my good will ; 
And now am I, unhi^py messenger, 
To plead for that which I would not obtain, 
To carry that which I would have refus'd. 
To praise his faith which I would have disprais'd. 
I am my master's true-confirmed love ; 
But cannot be true servant to my master, 
Unless I prove iake traitor to myself. 
Yet will 1 woo for him, but yet so coldly 
As, heaven it knows, I would not have him speed. 100 

Btfir SaTU, oUmmML 

Gentlewoman, ffood day ! I pray you, be my mean 
To bring me where to speak with Madam Silvia. 

SiL What would you with her, if that I be she ? 

JuL If you be she, I do entreat your patienoe 
To hear me speak the message I am sent on. 

Sil. From whom?, 

JuL From my master. Sir Proteus, madam. 

SiL O, he sends you for a picture. 

JuL Ay, madam. 

SU. Ursula, bring my picture tiiere. uo 

Go give your master this : tell him from me, 
One Julia, that his changing thou^ts forget, 
Would better fit his chamber than this sbulow. 
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Jul. Madam, please yoa peruse tfak letter. — 
Pardon me, madam ; I naye miadvis'd 
Deliver'd you a paper that I should not : 
This is the letter to your ladyship. 

8U, I pray thee, let me look on that again. 

JitL It may not he ; good madam, pardon me. 

SiL There, hold! 120 

I will not look upon your master's lines : 
I know they are stajBTd with protestations 
And foil of new-found oaths ; which he will hreak 
As easily as I do tear his paper. 

Jvl, Madam, he sends your ladyship this ring. 

SU, The more shame for him that he sends it me ; 
For I have heard him say a thousand times 
His Julia gave it him at his departure. 
Though his &lse finger have profan'd the ring, 
Mine shall not do his Julia so much wrong. 130 

Jut. She thanks you. 

8U. What say'st thou ? 

JuL I thank you, madam, that you tender her. 
Poor gentlewoman ! my master wrongs her much. 

SiL Dost thou know her ? 

JuL Almost as well as I do know myself : 
To think upon her woes I do protest 
That I have wept a hundred several times. 

SiL Belike &e thinks that Proteus hath forsook her. 

JuL I think she doth ; and that 's her cause of sorrow. 240 

SU. Is she not passing fair ? 

Jul. She hath b(Ben furer, madam, than she is : 
When she did think my master lov'd her well, 
She, in my judgement, was as fair as you ; 
But since she did neglect her looking-glass 
And threw her sun-expelling mask away. 
The air hath starved the roses in her cheeks 
And pinch'd the lily-tincture of her face. 
That now she is hecome as hlack as I. 

Sil. How tall was she ? 150 

JuL Ahout my stature ; for at Pentecost, 
When all our pageants of delight were play'd. 
Our youth got me to play the woman's part. 
And I was trimm'd in Madam Julia's gown. 
Which served me as fit, hy all men's judgements. 
As if the garment had been made for me : 
Therefore I know she is about my height. 
And at that time I made her weep agood, 

> wm i jfp t W w f mMk, Ia 8.'f daj, maaki mm ordintrily won by g«Btl«iromtB mi 
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For I did play a lamentable part : 

Madam, 'twas Ariadne passioning i6o 

For Theseus' perjury and unjust flight ; 

Which I so liyely acted with my tears 

That my poor mistress, moved therewithal. 

Wept bitterly ; and would I might be dead 

n i in thought felt not her very sorrow ! 

SiU She is beholding to thee, gentle youth. 
Alas, poor lady, desolate and left ! 
I weep myself to think upon thy words. 
Here, youth, there is my purse ; I give thee this 
For tliy sweet mistress' sake, because thou lovest her. 170 

FarewelL [£c& fiOvia, wUk a ttindmt i. 

JuL And she shall thank you for 't, if e'er you know her. 
A virtuous gentlewoman, mild and beautiful ! 
I hope my master's suit will be but cold. 
Since she respects my mistress' love so much. 
Alas, how love can teifle with itself I 
Here is her picture : let me see ; I think. 
If I had such a tire, this face of mine 
Were full as lovely as is this of hers : 

And yet the painter flatter'd her a little, l8o 

Unless I flatter with myself too much. 
Her hair is auburn, mine is perfect yellow t 
If that be all the difference in his love, 
1 11 get me such a cdour'd periwig. 
Her eyes are grey as glass, and so are mine: 
Ay, but her forehead 's low, and mine 's as hig^ 
What should it be that he respects in her 
But I can make respective in myself, 
If this fond Love were not a blinded god ? 
Come, shadow, come, and take this shadow up» 190 

For 'tis thy rival. O thou senseless form, 
Thou shalt be worshipp'd, kiss'd, lov'd and ador'd I 
And, were there sense in his idolatry, 
Mv substance should be statue in thv stead. 
I 'u use thee kindly for thy mistress sake. 
That used me so ; or else, by Jove I vow, 
I should have scratch'd out your unseeing dyes. 
To make my master out of love with thee ! [Msa 
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ACT V. 
SoXKB I Milan. AniMey* 
Shut loLAXoom. 
JBgL The snn begins to gild the westem Aj; 
Aiid now it is about the veiy hoar 
Thftt Silyia, at Friar Patrick's cell, shonld meet me. 
She will not fiul, for lovers break not hours. 
Unless it be to come before their time ; 
So much they spar their expedition* 

See where she comes. 

BttUr Ba.ni. 

Lady, a hapw evening! 

SiL Amen, amen ! 60 on, good £g]amoar, 
Oat at the postern by the abbey-wall : 
I fear I am attended by some spies. lo 

EgL Fear not : the forest is not three leagaes off ; 
If we recover that, we are sore enough. Vbtmu 

ScBNB n. The same. The Dukb'S palaee. 
mutr tnmio, PMmn, and Joua. 

Thu. Sir Proteus, wiiat says Silvia to my suit F 

Pro. O, sir, I find her milder than she was ; 
And yet she takes exceptions at your person. 

Thti. What, that my leg is too long ? 

Pro. No ; that it is too little. 

Thu. 1 11 wear a boot, to make it somewhat rounder. 

JuL lAHde.^ But love will not be spurred to whatit loathes. 

Thu. What says she to my face ? 

Pro. She savs it is a fsir one. 

Thu. Nay then, the wanton lies ; my fisce is Mack. 10 

Pro. But pearis are hir ; and the old saying is, 
Black men are pearls in beauteous ladies' eyes. 

JuL lAside^ Tistrue; such pearls as put out ladies' eyes ; 
For I had rather wink than look on them. 

Thu. How likes she my discourse ? 

Pro. HI, when you' talk of war. 

Thu. But well, when I discourse of love and peace ? 

JuL [Afide.^ But better, indeed, when you hold your peace. 

Thu. What says she to my valour ? 

Pro. O, sir, she makes no doubt of that 20 

JuL [AMe.^ She needs not, when she knows it oowardioe. 

Thu. What says she to my birth? 

Pro. That you are well deriv'd. 
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JuL [AMidsJ] Trae ; from a gendeman to a fooL 

Thu* Considen she m j possessioDB ? 

Pro. Oy ay ; and pities them. 

Thu. Wherefore? 

JvL [Aside.'] That sach an ass should owe them* 

Pro, That they are oat hy lease. 

Jid. Here comes the Duke. 30 

Duke, How now, Sir Proteus ! how now, Thurio I 
Which of YOU saw Sir £glamoar of late ? 

Thu. NotL 

Pro. Nor L 

Duke. Saw jonmj daughter? 

Pro. Neither. 

Duke. Why then, 
She 's fled onto that peasant Valentine ; 
And Eglamoor is in her company. 
*T is true ; for Friar Laurence met them both. 
As he in penance wander*d through the forest ; 
Him he Imew well, and guess'd that it was she. 
But, being mask'd, he was not sure of it ; 40 

Besides, die did intend confession 
At Patrick's ceU this even ; and there she was not ; 
These likelihoods confirm her flight from hence. 
Therofore, I pray you, stand not to discourse. 
But mount you presently and meet with me 
Upon the rising of the mountain-foot 
That leads to^wd Mantua, whither they are fled : 
Dbpatch, sweet gentlemen, and follow me. [BxU. 

Thu. Why, this it is to be a peevish girl. 
That flies her fortune when it follows her. 50 

I '11 after, moro to be reveng'd on £glamour 
Than for the love of reckless Silvia. [JSMt 

Pro. And I will f oUow, more for Silvia's love 
Than hate of Eglamour that goes with her. [EkU 

Jul. And I will f oUow, more to cross that love 
Than hate for Silvia that is gone for love. [Ani. 

Scene III. Thefiontien of Mofdua. TJU/oresi. 

Enter Outlaws %nth Siltia. 

Firtt OuL Come, come. 
Be patient ; we must bring you to our captain. 

Sil. A thousand moro mischances than this one 
Have leam'd me how to brook this patiently. 

* Uam'd, Th« diffMnetion between learn and ttaeh wai mneh dlmguded in S/s tSm* 
M indeed it ii now bj cueleee or Ignoraat rpeaken. 
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See. Out. Come, bring her away. 

Firgt Out. Where is the gendeman that was with her ? 

Third Out. Being nimble-footed, he hath outran us, 
Bat Moyses and Valerias follow him. 
Go thoa with her to the west end of the wood ; 
There is our captain : we 'U f oUow him that 's fled ; lo 

The thicket is beset ; he cannot 'scape. 

First Out. Come, I most bring yoa to oar captain's cave : 
Fear not ; he bears an honoarable mind, 
And will not ase a woman lawlessly. 

8U. O Valentine, this I endure for thee I cammu; 

ScBMB IV. Another pixrt of (heforetL 
JBNter VALsmni. 

VaL How ase doth breed a habit in a man I 
These shadowy, desert, onfreqaented woods, 
I better brook than floarishing peopled towns : 
Here can I sit alone, unseen oi any. 
And to the nightingale's eomplainmg notes 
Tune my disteesses and recoid my woes. 
O thou that dost inhabit in my breast, 
Leave not the mansion so long tenanlless, 
Lest, growing ruinous, the bolDding &11 

And leave no memory of what it was ! V s« 

Repair me with thy presence, Silvia ; 
Thou gentle nymph, cherish thy forlorn swain I 
What halloing and what stir is this to-day ? 
These are my mates, that make their wills their law^ 
Have some unhappy passenger in chase. 
They love me wdl ; yet I have much to do 
To keep them from uncivil outrages. 
Withdraw thee, Valentine : who 's this comes here ? 

Atir Pionvs, BiLTU, flIMf JUUA. 

Prb.^ Madam, this service I have done for you, 
lliongh you respect not aught your servant doth, ao 

To huard life uid rescue you from him 
That would have forced your honour and your love ; 
Vouchsafe me, for my meed, but one fair look ; 
A smaller boon than this I cannot beg 
And less than this, I am sure, you cannot eive. 

VaL [Aride.'] How like a dream is this I see and hear I 
Love, lend me patience to forbear awhile. 

* JfsyMt omf Yakntu. Thitm ftnoifsly eoapM BUMi, wt iMty b« nm, ar* from Um 
•id tloiy or plajon whkk Ihit eooMdj Is fouiuML 

• ntmd = M( to miuio. Huioo rseordkr m a bmm for a bhiuImI InitmmiBt. 

M Thtm mn ffty motu, oto. A IoomIj writton bnl ool obaouio Mnttnoo , Iho bmm 

BMBltefMNlMUIMi. 
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SiL O miseraUe, nnliappjr that I am 1 

Pro. Unhappj were yon, madam, ere I came ; 
Bat by mj coming I have made yoa happy. jp 

SiL By thy approach thoa mi^'Bt me most mihappy. 

JuL [Aside.'] And me, when he approaeheth to your prea^ 
ence. 

Sil. Had I been seized by a hnngiy lion, 
I would have be«i a break&st to the beast, 
Bather than have &l8e Proteus rescue me. 
O. Heaven be judge how I love Valentine, 
Whose life 's as tender to me as oiy soull 
And full as much, for more there cannot be, 
I do detest false perjur'd Proteus. 
Therefore be gone ; solicit me no more. 40 

Fro, What dangerous action, stood it next to death. 
Would I not undai^ for one calm look I 
O, 'tis the curse in love, and still approved. 
When women cannot love where they 're belov'd 1 

Sil. When Ptoteus cannot love where he 's belov'd- 
Bead over Julia's heavt, thy first best love, 
For whose dear sake thou didst then rend thy &itb 
Into a thousand oaths ; and all those oaths 
Descended into perjury, to love me. 

Thou hast no faith left now, unless thou 'dst two 1 50 

And that 's far worse than none ; better have none 
Than plural faith which is too much by one : 
Thou counterfeit to thy true friend I 

Fro. In love 

Who respeote friend? 

Sil. All men but Pkotens. 

Fro. Nay, if the gentle spirit of moving words 
Can no way change you to a milder form, 
I 'U woo you like a soldier, at arms' end. 
And love you 'gainst the nature of love, -— force ye. 

Sil. O heaven I 

Fro. 1 11 force thee yield to my desire. 

VcU, Buffian, let go that rude uncivil touch, 60 

Thou friend of an ill fashion I 

Fro. Valentine ! 

Vol. Thou common friend, that 's without faith or lovs^ 
For such is a friend now ; treacherous man I 
Thou hast beguil'd my hopes ; nought but mine eye 
Could have persuaded me : now I dare not say 
I have one friend alive ; thou wouldst disprove me. 
Who should be trusted, when one's own right hand 
b perjur'd to the bosom ? "Protem, 
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I am sorry I mnit never trust thee more. 
But ooont the world a stranger for thy sake. 70 

The private wound is deepest: O time most aoeiust» 
'Mongst all foes that a friend should he the worst I 

Fro. My shame and guilt conf ounda me. 
Forgive me, Valentine : if hearty sorrow 
Be a sufficient ransom for off enee, 
I tender *t here ; I do as truly suffer 
As e'er I did commit. 

Vol. Then I am paid ; 

And once again I do receive tiliee honest 
•Who l^ repentance is not satisfied 

Is nor of heaven nor earth, for these are pleas'd. 80 

By penitence the Eternal's wrath '0 appeas'd : 
Aji^ that my love may appear plain and free. 
All that was mine in Silvia I give thee. 

JuL O me unhappy ! [SWmm. 

Fro, hock to the boy. 

Vol. Why, boy! why, wag! how now! what's the matter! 
Look up ; speak. 

Jul, O good sir, my master cfaarg'd me to deliver a ring to 
Madam Silvia, which, out of my neg^et, was never done. 

Fro. Where is that ring, boy ? 

Jul. V Here 'tb; this bit 90 

Fro. How! let me see: 
Why, this is the ring! gave to JuUa. 

JuL O, cry you merey, sir, I have mistook: 
This is the ring you sent to Silvia. 

Fro. But how eam'st thou by this ring ? At my depart 
I gave this unto Julia. 

JuL And Julia herself did give it me ; 
And Julia herself hath brought it hither. 

Fro. Howl Julia! 

JuL Behold her that gave aim to all thy oaths, 100 

And entertain'd *em deeply in her heart 
How oft hast thou with penury deft the root I 
O Ftoteus let this haUt make thee Uush ! 
Be thou asham'd that I have took upon me 
Such an immodest raiment, if shame live 
In a disguise of love; 
It is the lesser blot, modesty finds. 
Women to change their shapes than men their minds. 

Fro. Than men their minds! 'tis true. O heaven! were 



mAB$kaiwm»mhu,9/t». Htn, and domg Um xtrt of tlii« itKuim Mnie, S. pioUMy 
iid DO moro tban to put Uit old ilory into dmnatto tosm, m hit hSbit wag. 
t^mtoJtOia. Hmo IhiaiuuM if a tri^Uikblo. 
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Bat constant, he were perfect That one error no 

Fills him widi fiudts ; makes him run through all the sins : 
Inconstancy falls off ere it begins. 
What is in Silvia's face, but I may spy 
More fresh in Jnlia's with a constant eye ? 

ViiL Come, come, a hand from either : 
Let me be blest to make this happy close ; 
'T were pity two such friends shocdd be long foes. 

Pro. B^ witness, Heaven, I have my wish for ever. 

JuL. And I mine. 

EmUr Oatlaws, with Diju and Thuuo. 

OuUawB, A prize, a prize, a prize ! im 

Vol. Forbear, forbear, I say ! it is my lord the Duke. 
Your grace Ib welcome to a man disgraced, 
Banished Valentine. 

Duke. Sir Valentine I 

Thu. Tender is Silvia ; and Silvia's mine. 

Vol. Thurio, give back, or else embrace thy death; 
Come not within the measure of my wrath ; 
Do not name Silvia thine ; if once again, 
Verona shall not hold thee. Here ^ stands : 
Take bat possession of her with a toaoh : 
I dare thee but to breathe upon my love. 130 

TJiu. Sir Valentine, I care not for her, I : 
I hold him but a fool that will endanger 
EBs body for a girl that loves him not : 
I claim her not, and therefore she is thine. 

Duke. The more degenerate and base art thou. 
To make such means for her as thou hast done 
And leave her on such slight conditions. 
Now, by the honour of my ancestiyy 
I do applaud thy spirit, Valentine, 

And thmk thee worthy of an empress' love : 140 

Know then, I here forget all former griefs, 
Cancel all grudge, rejMal thee home again. 
Plead a new state in thv unrival'd merit. 
To which I thus subscribe : Sir Valentiiie^ 
Thou art a gentleman and well deriv'd ; 
Take thou thy Silvia, for thou hast deserv'd her. 

VoL I thank your grace ; the gift hath made me happy. 
I now beseech you, for your daughter's sake. 
To grant one boon that I shall tSk of you. 

Duke. I grant it, for thine own, whate'er it be. 150 

Vol. Thme banish'd men that I have kept withal 

FiTMia. Probably % blaadw for JIfifaM, wfaieb, how*T«r, wUl not St into tho 
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Are men endu'd with worthy qualities : 
Forgive them what thej have committed here 
And let them be recall'd from their exile : 
They are reformed, civil, full of good 
And fit f orgreat employment, worthy lord. 

Duke, l^on haet prevail'd ; I pardon them and thee: 
Dispose of them as thou know'st tlieir deserts. 
Come, let OS go : we will include all jars 
With trinmp£^ mirth and Tare solemnity. i6o 

VdL And, as we walk along, I dare be bold 
With oar discourse to make your grace to smile. 
What think you of this page, my lord ? 

Duke. I think the boy mUli grace in him ; he blushes. 

Vol. I warrant you, my lord, more grace than boy. 

Duke. What mean you by that saying ? 

VdL Please you, I H tell you as we pass along 
That you will wonder what hath fortuned. 
Come, Proteus ; 'tis your penance but to hear 
The story of your loves discovered : 170 

That done, our day of marriage shall be yours ; 
One feast, one house, one mutaal happiness. [Xwami. 
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THE MEBBT WIVES OP WINDSOR 



raTRODUCTION. 

This amnring comedy appears to be ihe only one of Shakespeare*! 
plajrs which is wholly originfiL It is also the only one which pro- 
fesses to set forth English life and manners, or which (excepting the 
Histories) has even an English plot, — a fact somewhat worthy 
•f the consideration of those patriotic people who are conttnoally 
crying out that literatare and art must needs' be naught if they 
are not national in their snbjeoto and their pnrpose. Tnditbn tells 
as, and perhaps trulyt that Shakespeare wrote The Merry Wwee 
at Uie command of Queen Elisabeth, wlio was so pleased with the 
Falfltaff of Henry IV. that she wished to see the fat knight repre- 
sented as a lover. If tl&is were true, it would make us sure that the 
oomeay was written between 1(97, the date of Henry IV., and 1601, 
wlien it was entered upon the Stationers' Register in London for 
publication. And therain would be all the significance of the story 
for the general reader ; because the only other question supposed to 
be affected by it, the proper succession in which the two parts of 
Benry IV.^ Henry F., and The Merry Wives should be read, is one 
not worth a moment's considtfation, the comedy being a perfect 
thing by itself, and haring no real connection with the historical 
plays. We may CTcn be pretty sure that Shakespeare himself took 
no thought whether Falstaff and his followers and Mrs. Qaickly 
were a little older or a little younger in The Merry Wives than in 
Henry IV. What matter, indeed, when they were, in fact, brought 
down from the reign of Henry to that of Elizabeth! Internal evi- 
dence shows that this comedy was written about 1600. A surrepti- 
tious and garbled ediUon was published in quarto in 1602. The text 
of that edition contains evidence that it was written after the pro- 
duction of Henry JF., and it probably represente imperfectly a play 
hastily written (in a fortnight, to please the Queen, tradition says) 
by Shakespeare, with the help of some other playwright, whose work 
was rejected on a revision of the comedy, to which we owe the ver- 
sion printed in the folio of 1628. There is a likeness in some of 
their incidents between this comedy and various old English and 
Italian tales ; but it is not a dramatixation of any one of them. 
8 
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DRAHATIS PEB80NJB. 

Sib Jom Falbtafv. Bobiv, jw^ to Fakta^, 

Furroir, a gtntltman, SixplBi feroawt to Bteitdor. 

Shallow, a oowUrffjuitieo, Ruobt, mrvami to DooUtr Cam$> 
Slbvdbb, oomdn to SkaUow. 

j^^l^^goirtkmomqfWindtor. mStSSpaS 

WiLUAK Paob, a bov<fmm to Pago, BfuTBiM Abhb Paob, kor daugk^ 

Sib Hugh Evans, a Iv^ltkparmm. tor, 

DocTOB Caiub, a Frtnok pAynciam. Quioklt, torvamt to Doctor Caimi. 

Hoot <tfthe Oartor In%. 

Babdolpb, ) BoroamU to Pagt^ Ford, tie, 

PuTOL, > foUowon of Fabtof. 

Ntm, J 
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ACT L 

ScBVS I. Windsor. Be/are Page's howe. 
Bum Jvmxom Sbauow, Butob, mmd 8n Ho«h Itam. 

Shal. Sir Hogfa, persuade me not ; I will make a StaiHsham* 
ber matter of it : if he were twenty Sir John Falstaflb, he shall 
not abuse Robert ISiallow, esqoire. 

SUn. In the coonty of Gloucester) justice of peace and 
« Coram." 

ShaL Ay, cousin Slender, and *^ Custalorum." 

SUn. Ay, and '* Bato4orum " too; and a gentleman bom, 
master parson; who writes himself ^^Armigero," in any bill, 
warrant, quittance, or obligation, *< Araiigero." 

SluiL Ay, that I do ; and have done any time these three 
hundred years. ii 

Slen. All his successors gone before him hath done 't ; and 
all his ancestors that come after him may : they may give the 
dozen white luces in their coat 

ShobL It is an old coat 

EvanB. The dozen white louses do become an old coot well ; 
it agrees well, passant ; it is a familiar beast to man, and signi* 
fleslove. 

Shal. The luce is the fresh fish ; the salt fish is an old coat 

Slen. I may quarter, coz. 20 

Shod, Tou may, by marrying. 

Evans. It is marring indeed, if he quarter it 

Shal. Not a whit 

Evans. Tes, py 'r lady : if he has a quarter of your coat, 
there is but three skirts for yourself, in my simple conjectures : 
but that is all one. If Sir John FalstafF have committed dispar- 
agements unto you, I am of the church, and will be glad to do 
my beneTolence to make atonements and compremises between 
you. 

Shal. The council shall hear it ; it is a riot jo 

* Ar JftfA. Of old, tUngymm. wwn atjltd Sir. 

* Comm, fhftt ia, guommt which Blendrr miMpprahcndf Mid mlMppUM. SfaftUow 
hlBMlf bltmdArt In like muiner fai CWrtatonfm. 

* Armigtro = I boar annt. am an amkar, a gsntlmnan. (Lat ) 

. M wUu iMew. Tha Inoa it tba vika. Tha Lney family of Warwiekihizt, dmt Stal- 
f«d on Atob, bwr Uma pIkM in thafr eoat of ami. 
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Evans. It is not meet the council hear a riot; there is no 
fear of Got in a riot : the council, look you, shall desire to hear 
the fear of Got, and not to hear a riot ; take your rizaments 
in that 

ShoL Hal o' my life^ if I were young again, the sword 
should end it. 

Evans. It is petter that friends is the sword, and end it : and 
there is also another device in my prain, which peradventure 
prings goot discretions with it : there is Anne Page, which is 
daughter to Master Georee Page, which is pretty yirginity. 40 

Slen. Mistress Anne Page ? She has brown hair, and speaks 
small like a woman. 

EwMU, It is that fery person for all the orld, as just as yon 
will desire ; and seven hundred pounds of moneys, and gold and 
silver, is her grandsire upon his death's-bed — Got deliver to a 
joyful resurrections ! — give, when she is able to overtake seven- 
teen years old : it were a goot motion if we leave our pribbles 
and prabUes, and desire a marriage between Master Abraham 
and Mistress Anne Page. 

Shal. Did her grandsire leave her sevtti hundred pound ? 50 

Evans. Ay, and her father is make her a petter penny. 

ShdL I know the young gentlewoman ; she has good gifts. 

Evans. Seven hundred pounds and possibilities is goot gifts. 

Shdd. Well, let uci see honest Master Page. Is Falstaff 
there? 

Evans. Shall I tell you a lie ? I do despise a liar as I do 
despise one that is false, or as I despise one that is not true. 
Hie kni^t. Sir John, is there ; and, I beseech you, be ruled 
by your well-willers. I will peat the door for Master Page^ 
\^Knoeks.'] What, hoa ! Got pless your house here I 60 

Page. [^At a foindow.^ Who 's there ? 

Evans. Here is Got's plessing, and your friend, and Justice 
Shallow ; and here young Master Slender, that peradventures 
shall tell you another tale, if matters grow to your likings* 

Bmttr Pa«b. 

Page.^ I am g^ad to see your worships well. 
I thank yon for my venison, Master Shallow. 

Shal. Master Page, I am glad to see you : much good do it 
your good heart ! I wish'd your venison better ; it was ill kill'd. 
How doth good Mistress Page ? — and I thank you always with 
my heart, la ! with my heart 7« 

Page. Sir, I thank you. 

ShuL Sir, I thank you ; by yea and no, I do. 

Pa^e. I am glad to see you, good Master Slender. 

Slen. How does your fallow greyhound, sir ? 
I heard say he was outrun on Cotsall. 

n Cbfjoff = Coliwold, whtt* wu mueh conniBf . 
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Foffe. It eonld not be judged, air. 

Sim. Ton 11 not confess, yoa 'U not confess. 

ShoL That he will not 'T is your fault, 'tis your fuilt; 'tis 
a good dog. 

Page. A cor, sir. 80 

ShoL Sir, he 's a good dog, and a hit dog : eail there be 
more said ? he is good and fair. Is Sir John Falstaff here ? 

Po^a. Sir, he is within ; and I would I could do a good of* 
fice between yon. 

Evans, It is spoke as a Christians ought to speldc* 

ShctL He hath wrong'd me, Master Page^ 

Po^ Sir, he doth in some sort eonf ess it 

ShoL If it be confessed, it ia not rediessed : is not that so* 
Master Page? He hatih wrong'd me; indeed he hath; at a 
word, he hatli, believe me: BoMrt Shallow, esquire, iaith, he is 
wrong'd. 9t 

Fdffe. Here comes Sir John. 

Jfeur Sn Job* rAUtirt , BmoiM, NtM, md Pnmb 

FaL Now, Master Shallow, you 11 complain of me to the 
Kinff? 

ShaL Kiight, yoQ hare bettte& n^ men, hill'd my deer, And 
broke open my lodge. 

FaL Bat not kim'dyonr keeper's daughter? 

Shal. Tat, a pini this shall be answer'd. 

FaL 1 will answer it straight ; I have done all this. 
That is now answer'd. 100 

ShaL The cooncil shall know this. 

FaL 'Twere better for yoa if it were known in coonsel: 
yoa 11 be laogh'd at 

Evans. Fauea verboj Sir John ; goot worts. 

Fal. Qood worts I good cabbage. Slender, I broke yoor 
head : what matter have yoa against me ? 

Sim. Marry, sir, I have matter in my bead against yoa; and 
against your conynsatching rascals, Barddlph, Nym, and listoL 
[They carried me to the tavern, and made me drank, and after- 
wards picked my pocket 1 1 10 

Ba/ii. Yoa Banbaiy cneese ! 

Slen. Ay, it is no matter. 

Fitt. How now, MephostophihiB] 

Shn. Ay, it is no matter* 

Nym. Slice, I say 1 paaca, pnoca: slicel that's my homoor. 

Slen. Where's Simple, my man? Ceo yoa tell, eovsin ? 

"" IviMB MfWi sz vtfW worob* 
>M eon/ff^taUkm^ : Mat for eliMtiiig, ihtrirfiif . 

^ Tk»9 earned nu, etc. Thii stntmioe, ueowtery to tiM oolMrmw of th« icmis, ii 
fooBd OBbr in th« qiurto. 
re*MiiirMpooesBifU&. 
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Eva/na. Peace, I pray yon. Now let ns ondentaiid. There 
18 three umpires in this matter, as I understand ; that is, Master 
Page, fidelicet Master Page ; and there is myself, fidelicet my 
self ; and the three party is, lastly and finally, mine host of the 
Garter. lai 

Page. We three to hear it and end it between them. 

JSvan$. Fery goot : I will make a prief of it in my note* 
book ; and we will afterwards ork upon the cause with as great 
discreetly as we can* 

FaL Pistol! 

Fist He hears witli ears. 

Evans. The teril and his tam! what phrase is this, <<He 
hears with ear " ? why, it is affectations. 

FaL Pistol, did you pick Master Slender's purse ? i^o 

Slen. Ay, by these ^oves, did he, or I would I might never 
come in mine own great chamber again else, of seven groats in 
mill-sixpences, and two Edward shovel-boards, that cost me two 
shilling and two pence arpiece of Yead Miller, by these gloves* 

FaL Is this true, PisUd ? 

Evans. No ; it is false, if it is a pick-purse. 

Fist. Ha, thou mountain-loreigner I Sir John and master 
mine, 
I combat challenge of this latten bflbo. 
Word of denial in thy labras here I 
Word of denial : frotii and scum, thou liest ! 140 

jS^^. By these gbves, then, 'twas he. 

Nym. a% avis'd, sir, and pass good humours: I will say 
*^ marry trap " with you, if vou run the nuthook's humour on 
me ; that is the very note of it. 

SUn. By this hat, then, he in the red face had it; for though 
I cannot remember what I did when you made me drunk, yet I 
am not altogether an ass. 

Fal. What say you. Scarlet and John ? 

Bard. Why, sir, for my part, I say the gentleman had drunk 
himself out of his five sentences. 150 

Evans. It is his five senses : fie, what the ignorance is ! 

Bard. And being fap, sir, was, as they say, cashier'd ; and 
so conclusions pass'd the careires. 

Slen. Ay, vou spake in Latin then too ; but 'tis no matter : 
1 11 ne'er be drunk whilst I live again, but in honest, civil, godly 
company, for this trick : if I be drank, 1 11 be drunk with those 
that have the fear of God, and not with drunken knaves. 

w fhtind-bomd*. Th« hnmA h&Kfj flhlUinn of Bdward VI. wwb wad in plajing th« 
|uii« of BhoT«l-boftid| ftBd bonee bad thair ooUoottUl naino. 
»• teifm bObo. LattMi wu a kind of powter ; l>Ubo, a aword. 
iMlaftr««=:Upf(Spu.). 
w >iv = tiffJt Bwdolph and Nym lalk motttr iling and oaai' " ngoM-Utin '* 
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Evans, So Got adge me, that is % virtaooB mind. 
Fal. Toa hear all these matters deni'd, gentlemen; joo 
hear it i6o 

Bmur Ann Paai, wiiA wine; Munns Fobd ofirf Mnniu Pa«b, foUounng. 

Page. Nay, daughter, cany the wine in ; we '11 drink within. 

[ Anf Anme Pag*. 

Slen. O heaven ! this is Mistress Anne Page. 

F<iffe^ How now, Mistress Ford ! 

Fal. Mistress Ford, hy my troth, you are very well met : hy 
yonr leare, good mistress. [k%$$u Ur. 

Page. Wife, bid these gentlemen welcome. Come, we have 
a hot venison pasly to dinner : come, gentlemen, I hope we shall 
drink down all onkindness. [Sxnau off ceeepc sha<., azm., mmd Bva$u. 

Slen. I had rather than forty shillings I had my Book of 
Songs and Sonnets here. 170 

AiMr Siimi. 

How now. Simple ! where have you been ? I most wait on my- 
self, most I ? Yon have not the Book of Riddles about you, 
have you ? 

Simu Book of Riddles ! why, did you not lend it to Alice 
Shortcdce upon AU-haUowmM kst, » forbuglit afore Mieha«l. 
mas? 

Shal. Come, cos ; come, coe ; we stay for you. A word with 
yon, coz ; marry, this, cos : there is, as *t were, a tender, a kind 
of tender, made afar off by Sir Hugh here. Do you understand 
me? 180 

Slen, Ay, sir, you shall find me reasonable ; if it be so, I 
shall ^o that that is reason. 

8haL Nay, but understand me. 

SUn. 80 I do, sir. 

Evans. Give ear to his motions. Master Slender : I will de- 
scription die matter to you, if you be capacity of it. 

Slen. Nay, I will do as my cousin Shallow says : I pray you, 
pardon me ; he 's a justice of peace in his country, simple thcmgh 
I stand here. 

Eva/ns. But that is not the question : the question is concern- 
ing your marriage. 191 

ShaL Ay, there 's the point, sir. 

Evans, Marry, is it ; the very point of it ; to Mistress Anne 
Page. 

Slen. Why, if it be so, I will marry her upon any reasonable 
demands. 

Evans. But can you affection the 'oman ? Let us command 
to know that of your mouth or of yonr lips ; for divers philoso- 
phers hold that the lips is parcel of the mouth. Therefore, 
precisdy, can you carry your good will to the maid ? 200 
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ShaL Coosin Abraham Slender, can you love her ? 

8len* I hope, sir, I will do as it shall become one that woald 
do reason. 

Evans. Nay, Grot's lords and his ladies! yon must speak 
possitable, if you can cany her voor desires towards her. 

SluiL That you must Will you, upon good dowry, many 
her ? 

SUn. I will do a greater thing than that, upon your request, 
cousin, in any reason. 

Shal. Nay, conceiye me, conceive me, sweet oox : nHiat I do 
is to pleasure you, coz. Can you love the maid ? 211 

Slen. I will marry her, sir, at your request: but it there be 
no great Ioto in the beginning, yet heaven may decrease it upon 
better acquaintance, when we are married and have more occa- 
sion to know one another ; I hope, upon familiarity will srow 
more content : but if you say, '^ Marry her," I will marry her ; 
that I am freely dissolved, and dissolutely. 

Evans. It is a f ery discretion answer ; save the fall is in the 
ort ^^ dissolutely : " the ort is, according to our meaning, ^^reso- 
lutely : " his meaning is goot 220 

ShdL Ay, I think my cousin meant welL 

Slen. Ay, or else I would I mig^t be hang'd, la 1 

ShaL Here comes iaax Mistress Anne. 
nt^nur Am» Pam. 
Would I were young for your sake. Mi s tr e s s Anne t 

Anne. The dinner is on the table; my faither desires your 
worships' company. 

Shcu. I will wait on him, fair Mistress Anne^ 

Evans. Od's plessed will, I will not be apsence atthe graee. 



Anne. Will 't please your worship to come in, sir ? 

Slen. No, I thank you, forsooth, heartily ; I am TSiy welL 

Anne. The dinner attends you, sir. 331 

Slen. I am not arhungiy ; I thank you, forsooth. Qo, sir> 
rah, for all you are my man, go wait upon my cousin ShsJlow. 
\ExU Simple.'] A justice of peace sometimes may be behold* 
mg to his &iend for a man. I keep but three men and a boy 
yet, till my mother be dead: but what though? yet I live like a 
poor gentleman bom. 

Anne. I may not go in without your worship : they will not 
sit till you come. 

Slen. V faith, 111 eat nothing; I thank you as much as 
though I did. S41 

Anne. I pray you, sir, walk in. 

M man eomttni, Thiu th* foUo. Stondsr blnndMi ■fl»iB| Imt it U to b« mid te 
him tiMft conumptf wUch h* miukt, «ii pronoonetd cMtMi. 
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Slen. I had radier walk here, I thank yoa. I bniis'd mj 
shin th' other day with paying at sword and dagger with a mas- 
ter of fence ; three venejs for a dish of stew'd prunes ; and, by 
my troth, I cannot abide the smell of hot meat since. Why do 
your dogs bark so ? be there bears i' th' town ? 

Anne. I think there are, sir ; I heard them talk'd of. 

8Un. I love the sport well ; but I shall as soon qoarrel.at it 
as any man in England. Yoa are afraid, if yoa see the bear 
loose, are you not ? 251 

Anne. Ay, indeed, sir. 

Slen, That 's meat and drink to me, now. I have seen Sack- 
erson loose twenty times, and hare taken him by the chain ; but, 
I warrant yon, the women haye so eri'd and shriek'd at it, that 
it pass'd : bat women, indeed, cannot abide 'em ; they aire yery 
ill«&yoar'd rongh thii^g;8. 

JK«.«iil«rPAM. 

Pctge. Come, gentle Master Slender, eome ; we stay for yon* 

Sim. 1 11 eat nothing, I thank yon, sir. 

Page. By cock and pie, yoa shall not choose, sir I oome^ 
eome. s6i 

Slen. Nay, pray yoa, lead the way. 

Pa^ Onne on, sir. 

Slen. Mistress Anne, yoorself shaU go first 

Aime. Not I, sir ; pray yoa, keep on. 

Slen. Traly, I will not go first ; traly, la ! I will not do yoa 
that wronff. 

Anne. I pray yoa, sir. 

Slen. 1 11 rather be unmannerly than troublesome. Ton do 
yoorself wrong, indeed, la 1 [JBewwh. 

Sgknb II. Theioime, 
Mnttr Sim HuaH Kf aha mud Snou. 

Evans. Qto your ways, and ask of Doctor Caius' hoose which 
is the way : and there dweUs one Mbtress Quickly, which is in 
the manner of his nurse, or his dry nurse, or his oook, or his 
laondry, his washer, and his wringer. 

Sim. Well, sir. 

JBvans. Nay, it is petter yet. 6iye her this letter ; for it is 
a 'oman that altogemer 's acquaintance with Mistress Anne 
Page : and the letter is, to desire and require her to solicit your 
master's desires to Mistress Anne Page. I pray you, pegone: 
I will make an end of my dinner : there 's pippms and cheese 
to come. [I 



•mufM zsrwaumy tonebM. 

StukirMcn. A fUMMu bMr In Loodn whMi Um p]*7 «u w 

Bif 9otk «i4 pi«. A common ■lang oftth, feh» origin mmI mninliit of whleh m% 

lOWB. 

*>* / ftf niktr kt utunrnmerif, oto. ▲ looinl eoamoBplaoo of 8/t 4a7. 
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Scene III. A room in the Garter /fw. 
BHUr FAUTArr, Host, BabdolpBi Nth, Pistol, and BoBor. 

Fal* Mine host of the Garter ! 

J^ast. What says mj bullj-rook ? speak schohurly and wisely. 

FcU. Truly, mine host, I must torn away some of my fol- 
lowers. 

Host Discard, bully Hercules ; cashier : let them wag ; trot, 
trot. 

Fal, I sit at ten pounds a week. 

Host, Thou 'rt an emperor, Caesar, Eeisar, and Fheezar. I 
will entertain Bardolph; he shall draw, he shall tap: said I 
well, bully Hector ? lo 

FaL Do so, good mine host. 

Host I have spoke ; let him follow. [To Bard,^ ^^ ™^ 
see thee froth and lime : I am at a word ; follow. (Sac 

Fal. Bardolph, follow him. A tapster is a good trade : an 
old cloak makes a new jerkin ; a withered servingman a fresh 
tapster. Go; adieu. 

Bard. It is a life that I have desired : I will thrive. 

Fist O base Hungarian wi^t ! wilt thou the spigot wield ? 

[Saa't Bardc^ 

Nym. He was gotten in drink: is not the humour con- 
ceited ? 90 

Fal. I am glad I am so acquit of this tinder-boz : his thefts 
were too open ; his filching was like an unskilful singer ; he 
kept not time. 

Nym. The good humour is to steal at a minute's rest 

Fist. « Convey," the wise it calL " Steal ! " fob 1 a flco for 
the phrase ! 

FcU. Well, sirs, I am almost out at heels. 

Fist Why, then, let kibes ensue. 

Fal. There is no remedy ; I must cony-catch ; I must shift 

Fist Young ravens must have food. 30 

Fal. Which of you know Ford of this town ? 

Fist. I ken the wight : he is of substance good. 

Fal. My honest lads, I will tell you what I am about 

Fist. Two yards, and more. 

Fal. No quips now, Pistol I Indeed, I am in the waist two 
yards about : but I am now about no waste : I am about thrift 
Bri^y, I do mean to make love to Ford's wife : I spy entertain 

* htUfy^rookf or bullj-TOok. mMnt a bluff, bold, dwhing follow. 

V Intai ten pounds = I Uto at tbe mte of ten pound*. 

tt /iroth €uui lim: LUno wm used to froth laek. 

M a mitua«>$ nst, Perbapi wo sboald rmd a minim -t rat. 

- ■- » = cbllb 



llblalns on the h««l. 
* eonp<mtch =: swindle, live hy eheatinff . 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



Scsin m.] THE MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR, 128 

ment in her ; she diecoones, she eanres, she gives the leer of in- 
vitation : I can construe the action of her familiar style ; and the 
hardest voice of her behaviour, to be English'd nghtlj, is, ^ I 
am Sir John FalstafF's." 41 

Fist* He hath stadied her well, and translated her will* ont 
of honesty into English. 

KyiTi, The anchor is deep : will that homonr pass ? 

FaL Now, the report goes she has all the role of her hna- 
band's pnrse : he hath a legion of angels. 

Fist. As nuuiy devils entertain ; and '^ To her, boy," say L 

Nym. The homonr rises; it is good: hnmoor me Ihe an- 
gels. 49 

FaL I have writ me here a letter to her : and here another 
to Page's wife, who even now gave me good eyes too, examined 
my parts with most jndioioos csillades ; sometimes the beam of 
her view gilded my foot, sometimes my pordy belly. 

Fist, Then did the son on dunghill sliine. 

Nym. I thank thee for that humour. 

FaL O, she ^d so course o*er my exteriors with such a greedy 
intention, that the appetite of her eye did seem to scorch me up 
like a burning-glass ! Here 's ano^er letter to her : she bears 
die purse too ; she is a region in Guiana, all gold and bounty. 
I will be cheater to them both, and they shall be exchequers to 
me ; they shall be my East and West Indies, and I will trade to 
them both. Gro beur thou this letter to Mistress Page; and 
thou this to Mistress Ford : we will thrive, lads, we will thrive. 

Fist. Shall I Sir Pandarus of Troy become, 
And by my side wear steel ? then, Lucifer take all I 

Nym. I will run no base humour : here, take the humour- 
letter : I will keep the haviour of reputation. 

FcU. [To EMn.2 Hold, sirrah, bear you these letters 
tightly; 
Sail like my pinnace to these golden shores. 
Rogues, hence, avaunt I vanish like hailstones, go ; 70 

Trudge, plod away o' th' hoof ; seek shelter, pack I 
Falstaff will learn the humour of the age, 
French thrift, you rogues ; myself and skirted page. 

[BumtUFlttUkifmiutEobim, 

Fist Let vultures gripe thy guts! for gourd and fullam 
holds, 
And high and low beguiles the rich and poor ; 

** skt earvts : ihftt li, makM signs of iBtolUgenee. 

« l*fion of mngtU. A etfrtain gold eoiii, haying on it the flgaiw of SI. Qoom mi4 
Ifao dimgon, wns oalled an angel beoaoM tho wingi of the dragon won mirtaJrenfy nt^ 
poied to belong to the Mint. 

* tUOadeg = glanoee ; from the Tr. oil. 

« ckmtw = eeeheater, an offloer wlu> looked after tefrerelona. 

^ gowrd md fitttam. Sharper'! out for high nad low in iftlM dlM. 
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Tester 1 11 Iwye in pouch when tboa dMlt laek, 
Base Phrygian Turk ! 

Nynu I have operalaoos which be hnmows of rerenge. 

Pist Wiltthoarevenffe? 

Nym. By welkin and her star! 80 

Ftst. With wit or steel ? 

Nym. Willi both the hnmonnt I: 
I will diseoBB the hnmour of this love to Page. 

Fist And I to Foid shall eke unfold 
How Fklitail, varlet vile, 
His dore will prove, his gold will hoId| 
And his soft eondi de&e. 

Nym, My hnmoor shall not cool: I will iaoense Pf^ie to 
deal with poison; I will possess him with yellowness, for the 
reyolt of mine is dangerous : that is my trae humour. 90 

Fitt Tboa art the Man of oMleoontents : I second thee ; 
troop on* (1 

SoBHS IV. A mom m Doctor Caius's htmae. 



M»itr XmuM QmsKLT, Soma, and Buor. 

Quick. What, John Bngbyf I pray thee, go to 
and see if tou can see my master. Master DiMstor Onus, coming. 
If he do, 1' hithf and find any body in the house, here will he 
an old abusing of God*s patience and the king's English. 

Bug. Ill go watch. 

Quick. Qo ; and we 11 haive a posset for 't soon at nig^ in 
laitib, at the latter end of a sea-coal fire. [Exit Sugby.'] An 
honest, willing, kind fellow, as ever servant shall come in house 
withal, and, I warrant yon, no tell-tale nor no breed4Mite : his 
worst ftuilt is, that he is given to prayer ; he is something peev- 
ish that way : but nobody but has lus &nlt ; but let that pass. 
Peter Simple, you say your name is ? 

SiTTU Ay, for fault 0^ a better. 

Quick. And Master Slender 's your master ? 

SiTTU Ay, forsooth. 

Quick. Does he not wear a great round beard, like a giver's 
paring-knife? 

Sim. No, forsooth : he haih but a litde wee face, with a fittle 
yellow beard, a Gain-colour'd beard. 

Quick. A sofdy-spiiffhted man, is he not ? 90 

Sim. Ay, forsooth : but he is as tall a man of his hands as 

•• tM« mMft 0/'m<iM=(paHlbl7) my iwfolt ; tai pmUbly aocrapt, wlUi, htttattto, m 
»eo«ptable eorreetlon. 

* old abusing. Thos used, oM wm merely en intenilfyliig word. 

» a Qrin-^Som*d beard. In the old tepeetiiei, (Ma wm vevmeakedwltti • yellow 
baud. Ftortaape we ekealA feed a w ie u e tow r ' d. 
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any is between ihi« and hia head ; he hadi fovghl wilb a war> 
rener. 

Quiak. How 9ay you ? O, I should remember him: does he 
not hold m his head, as it were, and strat in his gait ? 

Sim, xes, indeed, does he. 

Quick, Well, Heaven send Anne Page no worse fortune ! 
Tell Master Parson Evans I will do whM I can for your mas- 
ter: Anne is a good girl, and I wish — 

Rug, Out, alas I here oomes my master. 30 

Qmck, We shall all be shent. Bun in here, good young 

man ; go into this doset : he will not stay long. [ShuU Simple 

in the eloget.'] What, John Rugby ! John I what, John, I say ! 

Go, John, go inquire for my master ; I doubt he be not well, 

that he eomes not home. 

ISinging,'] And down, down, adowiMh etc 

BmUr DooNE OtfDt. 

CaiuB. Vat is yon sing ? I do not like des tqyiu Play you, 
go and vetoh me in my closet un boitier verty a box, a greens 
box : do intend vat I speak ? a green-a box. 59 

Quick, A]r, forsooth; 1 11 fetch it yon. [^sufo.] I am ^ 
he went not in himself : if he had found the young man, he 
would have been horn-mad. 

Caim, Fe, f e, f e, f e ! ma faij U fail fort chaud, Je nCen 
vais a la oouTj-^la grande affaire. 

Quick, Is it this, sir ? 

CaiuB. Oui; mette le ou man pocket: depeekCy quickly. 
Vere is dat knave Rugby ? 

Quick. What, John Rugby! John I 

Bug. Here, sir I 49 

Caius. Ton are John Rugby, and you are Jack Rugby. 
Come, take« jrour n^r, and come after my heel to the court 

Bug, T is ready, sir, here in the porch. 

(7a«iAt. By my trot, I tarry too long. Od 's me ! Qu'ai- 
foubUe/ dere is some simples in my closet, dat Ivill not for the 
varid I shall leave behind. 

Quick, Ay me, he 'U find the young man there, and be mad ! 

CotiM. di/oMe^ diable / vat is in my closet ? Villain I 
larron / ^Fulling Simple out] Rugby, my rapier! 

Quick, Good master, be content 

Caius. Wherefore shall I be contents ? 60 

Quick. The young man is an honest man. 

1 tktiU r: wnnltlixl, Mrmlj Ikiiidl^d. 

« ma /M,«Ce. = Pfk1tli, it -fTBCjeold. iMBfoliiff tooowt,— uilmpoitHitmattor 

*• and fou an Jack JKhkAst .' that b, mmI jon §n Jack rogue bv. 

a qu*ah'*0wbii/:= What haTO I foigottMi f 
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CaiuB. What shall de honest man do in my doset ? dere is 
no honest man dat shall come in mj doset. 

Quick. I heseech 70a, he not so phlegmatic. Hear the tnith 
of it : he came of an errand to me from Parson Hugh. 

Cwius. Veil? 

Sinu Ay, forsooth ; to desire her to — 

Quick. Peace^ I pray you. 

Caius. Peaces your tongue. Speak-a your tale. 69 

Sim. To desire this honest gentlewoman, your maid, to speak 
a good word to Mistress Anne Page for my master in the way 
of marriage. 

Quick. This Is all, indeed, la ! hut I 'U ne'er put my finger 
in Uie fire, and need not 

Caiua. Sir Hugh send-a you ? Rnghy, haille me some paper. 
Tarry you a little-a while. {Wnu*. 

Quick. [Aside to Simpte."] I am glad he is so quiet : if he 
had heen thoroughly mov'd, you should have heard him so loud 
and so melancholy. But notwithstanding, man, 1 11 do you 
your master what good I can : and the very yea and the no is, 
the French doctor, my master, — I may call him my master, 
look you, for I keep his house ; and I wash, wring, hrew, hake, 
scour, dress meat and drink, make the heds, and do all myself, ^- 

Sim. [Aside to Quickly.'] 'Tis a great charge to come 
under one body's hand. 

Quick. [Asideto Simple.'] Are you avis'd o' that? you shall 
find it a great charge : and to be up early and down late ; but 
notwithstanding, — to tell you in your ear ; I would have no 
words of it, -— my master himself is in love with Mistress Anne 
Page : but notwithstanding that, I know Anne's mind, — that 's 
neither here nor there. 91 

Caius. You jack'nape, give^i this letter to Sir Hugh ; by 
gar, it is a shaUenge : I w^ cut his troat in de park ; and I 
will teach a scurvy jack-a-nape priest to meddle or make. You 
may be gone ; it is not good you tarry here. By gar, I wiU cut 
all his two stones ; by gar, he shall not have a stone to throw at 
his dog. [Exit aimpu. 

Quwk. Alas, he speaks but for his friend. 

Caius. It is no matter-a ver dat : do not you tell-a me dat I 
shall have Anne Page for myself ? By gar, I vill kill de Jack 
priest ; and I have appointed mine host of de Jarteer to measure 
our weapon. By gar, I wiU myself have Anne Page. 

Quick. Sir, the maid loves you, and all shall be wdL We 
must give folks leave to prate : what, the good-year ! 

Caius. Rugby, come to the court with me. By gar, if I 

>M whai, the good ytar! A eommon ilMig OToUmatioii in S.'t d»T. 8m Eiktg Lmr 
%et v. 80. 8, liB« 24. 
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have not Anne Page, I shall torn your head out of my door. 

Follow my heels, Ragby. [Kxmmt Onm and J2«cfty. 

Quick, You shall have An f oolVhead of your own. No, I 
know Anne's mind for that : never a woman in Windsor knows 
more of Anne's mind than I do ; nor ean do more than I do 
with her, I thank Heaven. m 

Fent. [ Within.! Who 's within there ? ho ! 

Quick, Who 's uiere, I trow ! Come near the hooae, I pray 
you. 

Fent. How now, good woman ! how doet thoa ? 

Quick. The better that it pleases jronr good worship to ask. 

Fent. What news ? how does pretty Mistress Anne ? 

Quick. In tmth, sir, and she is pretly, and honest, and gen- 
tle ; and one that is yonr friend, I can tell yon that by the way ; 
I praise Heaven for it. 120 

Fent. Shall I do any good, think'st thoa? shall I not lose 
my suit? 

Quick. Troth, sir, all is in his hands above : but notwith- 
standing, Master Fenton, I '11 be sworn on a book, she loves you. 
Have not your worship a wart above your eve ? 

Femt. Yes, marry, have I ; what of that r 

Quick. Well, thereby hangs a tale : good faith, it is such an- 
other Nan ; but, I detest, an honest maid as ever broke bread : 
we had an hour's talk of that wart I shall never laugh but in 
that maid's company! But indeed she is given too much to 
allicholy and musing : but for you — well, go to. 131 

Fent. Well, I shall see her to-day. Hold, there 's money for 
thee ; let me have thy voice in my behalf : if thou seest her be- 
fore me, commend me — 

Quifk. WiU I ? i' faith, that we will ; and I will teU your 
worship more of the wart the next time we have confidence ; and 
of other wooers. 

Fent. Well, &rewell ; I am in great haste now. 

Quick. Farewell to your wordiip. [^Exit Fenton.'] Truly, 
an honest gentleman: but Anne loves him not; for I know 
Anne's mind as well as another does. Out upon 't I what 
have I forgot ? [Mau. 

ACT n. 

ScKKB I. Before Paob's hauee. 

JtM«r If ttTElu Paoi, with a leiur. 

^ Mrs. Pet^. What, have I scap'd love-letters in the holiday- 
time of my beauty, and am I now a subject for them ? Let me 
see. IBeade.'] 
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Ui phyticiaa, be admits Um not lor his oomiBeUor. Toa m not TOiiiig.iio 
more am I ; go to then, there 'a sympathy : yoa are merry, so am I ; ha, nal 
then there 'a more sympathy : yoa Iots aaek, and so do I; would you desire 
better sympathy t Let it aofllce thee. Mistress Paffe, — at tiie least, if the 
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Ask me no i sasa n whT I lovt y«m ; for though J^iore vaa BaMoa fbt 

admits hin 
then, 1 
isymp 

.jnpathyt Xet 

lore of soldier can aniiioe^ -^ thiit | lore th^e. I will not ii^» pity me: 'tie 
not a soldier-Uka phrase ; hot I say, love me. By me, lo 

Thine own tme knight, 
By day or night, 
Or any kind of light, 
With all his might 
For thee to figl^ Jomr Falstaff. 

What ft Herod of Jewiy is tfaitt O wicked, wicked worid ! 
One that is welliii^ wom to pieces with age to show himself a 
vonng gallant 1 What one nnweigh'd behaviour haih this Flem- 
ish dmnkaid piok'd-^wifch the devil's name ! — oat ef mj eon- 
▼ersation, that he daies in this manner assaj me ? Why, be 
hath not been thrice in my eompany I What should I saj to 
him ? I was then frugal of my nurth: Heaven for^ve me ! 
Why, I '11 exhibit a bill in the parliament for the pattmg down 
of men. How shall I be reyei^;^d on him ? for reveng'd I will 
bOy as soie as his gats are made of paddings. 

Mr$, Ford. Mistress Page ! trost me, I was going to jroor 
hoose. 

Mrs. Page* And, trost me, I was coming to yoo. Toa look 
very ilL 19 

Mr$. Ford. Nay, I H ne'er bdieve that ; I have to show to 
die contrary. 

IffS. Fag^ Faith, bat yoo do, in my mind. 

Jfn. Ford. WeU, I do then $ yet I say I ooold show yoa to 
tiie contrary. O Mirtress Page, give me some eoonsel ! 

Mrs.Fage. What 's the matter, woman ? 

Jfn. Ford. O woman, if it were not lor one trifling respect, 
I coold come to sach honoor ! 

Mrs, FcLge. Hang the trifle, woman I take the honoar. What 
IB it ? dispense with trifles ; what is it ? 39 

Mrs. Fcrd. If I woald bat go to hell for an eternal moment 
or so, I ooald be knighted. 

Mrs. Page. What? thoa UestI Sir Alice Fordl These 
knights will hack ; and so thoa shooldst not alter the article of 



Jars. Jfof 



Ford. We bam daylight: here, read, read; peroeiye 

•MfiieiM. ThsfoUohtf j»«cuMM;bntlnSQim««exlvii.w«b»T« "IfyNMOBtiM 
phystetin to my lore." 

» eonvtrmtimi = twhaTtor, habits of UfiB. 

■ putting down of nun, Tbaobald t«xt plftoflbly read, the putting down otfiu me«. 

«■ 3VMlfKf*Mi9iUA«db,eCe.:thatia,bMoaMhMlnM3r«d. JaiaMl.n»d»kDightbood 
^17 aoaunon ; to tbatMn. foid, la boeondnf a knight, would not (aa bw boaband bad 
tba lank of e gmttanan) altar tba artiala of Imt gantcy. 
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how I mig^t be knighted. I shaQ think the wone of &t^ men, 
as long as I have an eye to make difference of men's liking : 
and yet he would not swear ; praised women's modes^ ; and 
gave such orderly and well*behayed reproof to all nncomeliness, 
that I would have sworn his disposition would haye eone to the 
truth of his words ; but they do no more adhere and keep place 
together than the Hundredth Psalm to the tune of ^ Green 
Sleeves." What tempest, I trow, threw this whale, with so 
many tuns of oil in his belly, ashore at Windsor ? How shall I 
be reveng'd on him ? I think the best way were to entertain 
him with hope, till the wicked fire of lust have melted him in 
his own grease. Did you ever hear the like ? 

Mrs, Page, Letter for letter, but that the name of Page and 
Ford differs I To thy great comfort in this mystery of iU opin- 
ions, here 's £he twin-brother of thy letter : but let Ihine inherit 
, first; for, I protest, mine never shall. I warrant he hath a 
thousand of these letters writ with blank space for different 
names, — sure, more, — and these are of the second edition: 
he will print them, out of doubt ; for he cares not what he puts 
into the press, when he would put us two. I had rather be a 
giantess, and he under Mount Pelion. WeU, I will find yon 
twenty lascivious turtles ere one chaste man. 

Jfrs. Fcfrd, Why, this is the very same ; the very hand, the 
very words. What doth he think of us ? 69 

Mr$* Page. Nay, I know not: it ooakes me almost ready 
to wrangle with mine own honesty. I '11 entertain myself like 
one that I am not acquainted witluil ; for, sure, unless he know 
Bome strain in me that I know not myself, he would never have 
boarded me in this fury. 

Mrs. Ford. '"BoanUng," call you it? 1 11 be sure to keep 
him above deck. 

Mrs. Page. So will I : if he come under my hatches, I '11 
never to sea again. Zjet 's be reveng'd on him : let 's appoint 
him a meeting ; give him a show of comfort in his suit and lead 
him on with a fine-baited deUy, till he hath pawn'd his horses 
to mine host of the Garter. 81 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, I will consent to act any villainy against 
turn, that may not sully the ehariness of our honesty. O, that 
my husband saw this letter! it would give eternal food to his 
jealousy. 

Mrs. Page. Why, look where he comes ; and my good man 

« Ortm aUtrtM. A Utvly air. The wordi wbleh gat* It tbli name would now be 



lA« manu of ¥099 dftd Ford dUfvt. Ooneellj, in S.^s time, m well m now, the 
%mmu differ. It i> well, now end then, to point ont how Ioom end xeeklem 8. wee on 
neh points in his piny writing 

. a 6,Mirt«iyAiM6M«tfM»,ele. The qnerto bee, ** 0, if ," eCe., whieh mev possibly 
W Urn eoimet leeding. Bvt the text sniU Mn. F.'s meny end mieehleTooe dbpoaltion 
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too : he '8 as far from jealousj as I am from giving him cause ; 

and that I hope is an immeasurable distance. 

Mrs. Ford* You are the happier woman. 89 

Mrs. Page. Let 's consult together against this greasy 

knight. Come hither. [Tkiyr^tin. 

BnUr FoED with PmoL, und Pa«i vnth Nth. 

Ford. Well, I hope it be not so. 

Piat. Hope is a cortal dog in some affairs : 
Sir John affects thy wife. 

Fcnrd. Why, sir, my wife is not young. 

Pist. He woos both high and low, both rich and poor, 
Both young and old, one with another, Ford ; 
He loves the gallimaufry : Ford, perpend. 

Ford. Love my wife ! 

Pist. With liver burning hot. Prevent, or go thou, 100 

Like Sir Actsoon he, with Ringwood at thy heek : 
O, odious is the name ! 

Fcrd. What name, sir ? 

Pist. The horn, I say. FarewelL 
Take heed, have open eye, for thieves do foot by night : 
Take heed, ere summer comes or cuckoo-birds do sing. 
Away, Sir Corporal Nym ! 
Believe it, Page ; he speaks sense. [BsU, 

Ford. {Asvde."] I will be patient ; I will find out this. 109 

Nym. \To Pofe."] And this is true ; I like not the humour of 
lying. He hath wronged me in some humours : I should have 
borne the humoured letter to her ; but I have a sword and it 
shall bite upon my necessity. He loves your wife ; there 's the 
short and the long. My name ia Corporal Nym ; I speak and 
I avouch ; 'tis true : my name is Nym and Falstaff loves your 
wife. Adieu. I love not the humour of bread and cheese, and 
there 's the humour of it. Adieu. [Exit. 

Page. ^^ The humour of it," quoth a' ! here 's a fellow frights 
English out of his wits. 

Ford. I will seek out Falstaff. 120 

Page. I never heard such a drawling, affecting rogue. 

Fwd. If I do find it: well. 

Page. I wiU not believe such a Catalan, though the priest o* 
the town commended him for a true man. 

Ford. 'T was a good sensible fellow : well. 

Page. How now, Meg ! [J»». Pagtand !»•, F^rdcomtJ^npmd, 

Mrs. Page. Whither go you, Greorge ? Hark you. 
Mrs. Ford. How now, sweet Frank ! why art thou melan- 
choly? 

•• gdUuium/hf = hoteh-poCeh. Pbtol't um of woidi It not intandcd to hmt eritidnn. 

|i* kU uritM r= ita wita : the poneasiTv pronoun its wm unknown in 8/t awUcr jraum 

» a Ouaian = a ChlneM, man of Cathay ttk prononnoed hard), that it, a sharper ; the 

heathen Chinee haying had that reputation from the heginnlBg of our knowledffe ol him 
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Ford, I Tnelaneholy ! I am not mftlancholy> Get joa homey 

go- 131 

Mrs. Ford. Faith, thou hast some crotchets in thj head. 

Now, will you go, Mistress Page ? 

Mrs. Page. Have with you. Yoa 11 come to dinner, George. 

[Aside to Mrs. Ford."] Look who comes yonder : she shall he 

our messenger to this paltry knight. 

Mrs. Ford. {^Aside to Mrs. Page.'] Trust me, I thon^t on 

her : she 11 fit it 

Bmw MUVBIM QD10UT. 

Mrs. Page. Yoa are come to see my daughter Anne ? 139 
Quisk, Ay, forsooth ; and, I pray, how does good Mistress 
Anne? 

Mrs. Page. Go in with us and see : we have an hour's talk 

with you. \BKtwiU Mn. Fagt, Jkfiv. Ford, amd Mn. Qmddif, 

Page. How now. Master Ford ! 

Ford. You heard what this knave told me, did you not ? 

Page. Yes : and you heard what the other told me ? 

Folrd. Do you think there is truth in them ? 

Page. Hang *em, sUyes ! I do not think the knight would 
offer it : but these that accuse him in his intent towards our 
wires are a yoke of his discarded men ; very rogues, now they 
be out of service. 151 

Ford. Were they his men ? 

Page. Marry, were they. 

Ford. I like it never the better for that Does he lie at the 
Garter? 

Page. Ay, marry, does he. If he should intend this voyage 
towards my wife, I would turn her loose to him ; and what he 
gets more of her than sharp words, let it lie on my head. 

Ford. I do not misdoubt my wife ; but I would be loath to 
torn them together. A man maybe too confident: I would 
have nothing Ue on my head : I cannot be thus satisfied. 161 

Page. Look where my ranting host of the Garter comes : 
there is either liquor in his pate or money in his purse when he 
looks so merrily. 

JBii<«rHotT. 

How now, mine host I 

Host. How now, bully-rook ! thou 'rt a gentleman. Cava- 
leiro-justiee, I say I 

Sil«r Bbauov. 

Shad. I follow, mine host, I follow. Good even and twenty, 
good Master Page I Master Page, will you go with us ? we have 
sport in hand. 170 

HosA. Tell him, cavaleiro-justice ; tell him, bully-rook. 

Shed. Sir, there is a fray to be fought between Sir Hugh the 
Welsh priest and Cuus the French doctor. 
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Ford. Good mine host o* the Garter, a word with you. 

[ Drmnng him tuidt 

Host. What saj'fit thou, my bnUy-rook ? 

Shal. \^ToPag6.'\ Will you go with as to behold it? My 
merry host hath had the measuring of their weapons ; and, I 
think, hath appointed them contrary places ; for, believe me, I 
hear the parson is no jester. Hark, I will tell you what our 

sport shall be. [Tkty4mm wndt. 

Host. Hast thou no suit against my knight, my guest-cav- 
aleiro? 

Ford. None, I protest: but 1 11 give you a pottle of burnt 
sack to give me recourse to him and tell hun my name is Brook ; 
only for a jest 

Most. My hand, bully ; thou shalt have egress and regress ; 
^- said I well ? — and ihy name shall be Brook. It is a merry 
kniffht Will you go, Mmheers ? 

ShaL Have with you, mine host 189 

Fage. I have heard the Frenchman hath good skiU in his 
rapier. 

Shal. Tut, sir, I could have told yon more. In these times 
you stand on distance, your passes, stoccadoes, and I know not 
what : 't is the heart, IJaster Page ; 't is here, 't is here. I have 
seen the time, with my long sword I would have made you four 
tall fellows skip like rats. 

Host. Here, boys, here, here I shaU we wag ? 

Pofe. Have with you. I had rather hear them scold than 

fight. [Bxnmt Ho$i, Skal., and Plaf, 

Ford. Though Page be a secure fool, and stands so firmly on 
his wife's frailty, yet I cannot put off my opinion so easily ; she 
was in his company at Page's house ; and what they made there, 
I know not Well, I will look further into 't : and I have a 
disguise to sound Falstaff . If I find her honest, I lose not my 
labour ; if she be otherwise, *t is labour well bestowed. [ReU. 

SoBNB IT. A room in the Garter Inn. 
Bmitr Fautafp amd PuroL. 

Fal. I will not lend thee a penny. 

Fist. WhjT, then the world 's mine oyster, 
Which I with sword will open. 

FaL Not a penny. I have been content, sir, you should lay 
my countenance to pawn : I have grated upon my good friends 
for three reprieves for you and your coach-fellow Kym ; or else 
you had look'd through the grate, like a gemini of baboons. I 



..., f is Btook. In the folio this iuudm it alwtjg printed Bnom, % misteka fot 

Somnu; bonrn. born, and biook being all one. Brooke haying been taken from the qnarti^ 
and hating held ita |klaee in the memory of manr ganetatione, ihould nat be disiiubadi 

us MinhttrM. Tha foUo haa An^kgint, frhkhla maaniiiglam. 

' fvifMN = twina. 
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am danm'd i& hell for sweiring to genUemen my friends, voa 
were eood soldiers and tall fellows ; and when Mistrees Bricl^t 
lost the handle of her fan, I took 't upon mine honour t£>a 
hadst it not ii 

P%8t. Didst not thon share ? hadst thon not fifteen pence ? 

FclL Reason, yon rogue, reason : think'st thoa I '11 endanger 
my sonl gratis ? At a word, hang no more ahoat me, I am no 
gibbet for you. Go. A short knife and a throng! To your 
manor of Pickt-hatch ! Go. You 11 not bear a letter for me^ 
you rogue ! you stand upon your honour. Why, thon unoonfin- 
able biMeness, it is as much as I can do to keep the terms of my 
honour precise : I, ay, I myself sometimes, leaying the fear of 
God on the left hand and hidinff mine honour in my necessity, 
am fain to shuffle, to hedge and to lurch ; and yet you, rogue, 
will ensconce your rags, your cat4^mountain looks, your red- 
lattice phrases, and your bull-baiting oaths, under the shelter of 
your honour ! You wiU not do it, you ! 

FiU. I do relent : what would thou more of man? 

JhlM'BOBDI. 

B<]h. Sir, here *s a woman would speak with yoo* 
FcbL Let her approach. 



Quick. Giye your worship eood morrow. 

FaL QiQoA morrow, good wife. 

Quick. Not so, an 't please your worship. 30 

Fal. €kK>d maid, then. 

Quick. 1 11 be sworn. 
As my mother was, the first hour I was bom. 

FaL I do belieye the swearer. What with me? 

Quick. Shall I youchsafe your worship a word or two ? 

Fal. Two thousand, fair woman : and 1 11 youchsafe thee the 
hearing. 

Quick. There is one l(Gstress Ford, sir : — I pray, come a 
little nearer this ways : — I myself dwell with Master Doctor 
Caius, — 40 

FaL Well, one Mistress Ford, you say,— 

Quick. Your worship says yery true : I pray your worship, 
come a little nearer this ways. 

FaL I warrant thee, nobody hears ; mine own people, mine 
own people. 

Quick. Are they so ? God Uess them and make them his 
seryantsi 

FaL Well, Mistress Ford ; what of her ? 

Quick. Why, sir, she 's a good creature. Lord, Lord I your 

* AdbcAafeft. A pl*M In London of Tny bwl nrpnto, whon % hateh, or tell-doo^ 

*" '"«o, wMooaimoBMadoCBaooi ' ~^*^ "' 

I lod IfttUooi. 



pMud, thai li, onnod with nplkM, wMooaimbn m a 4«Cbmo i^ilaft bnlllM. 
» mrf -f l itf. AlA'houMM had rt^ 
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worship 's a wanton ! Well, Heaven forgive joo, and all of ns, 
I pray ! 51 

Fed. Mistress Ford ; come^ Mistress Ford, — 

Quick. Marry, this is the short and the long of it; you 
have brought her into sach a canaries as 'tis wonderfoL The 
best coortier of them all, when the court lay at Windsor, could 
never have brought her to such a canary. Yet there has been 
knights, and lords, and gentlemen, with their coaches, I warrant 
you, coach after coach, letter after letter, gift after gift ; smelling 
so sweetly, all musk, and so rusUing, I warrant you, in silk and 
gold ; and in such all^ant terms ; and in such wine and sugar 
of the best and the nirest, that would have won any woman's 
heart ; and, I warrant you, they could never get an eve-wink of 
her : I had myself twenty angels given me this mommg ; but I 
defy all angeb, in any such sort, as they say, but in the way of 
honesty : and, I warrant you, they could never get her so much 
as sip on a cup with the proudest of them all : and yet there has 
been earls, nay, which is more, pensioners ; but, I warrant you, 
all is one with her. 

FaZ, But what says she to me ? be brief, my good she- 
Mercury. 70 

QuieL Marry, she haHi received your letter, for the which 
she thanks you a thousand times ; and she gives you to notify 
that her husband will be absence from his house between ten 
and eleven. 

FaL Ten and eleven ? 

Quick. Ay, forsooth ; and then you may come and see the 
picture, she says, that you wot of : Master Ford, her husband, will 
be from home. Alas I the sweet woman leads an lU life with 
him : he 's a very jealousy man : she leads a very frampold life 
with him, good heart 80 

FcU. Ten and eleven. Woman, commend me to her ; I will 
not fail her. 

Quick. Why, you say well. But I have another messenger 
to your worship. Mistress Page hath her hearty commendar 
tions to you too : and let me tell you in your ear, she 's aa farto- 
ous a civil modest wife, and one, I tell you, that will not miss 
vou morning nor evening prayer, as any is in Windsor, whoe'er 
be the other : and she bade me tell your worship that her hus- 
band is seldom from home ; but she hopes there will come a 
time. I never knew a woman so dote upon a man : surely I 
think you have charms, la ; yes, in truth. 91 

Fal. Not I, I assure thee : setting the attraction of my good 
parts aside I have no other charms. 

•7 pm$iotur$, Th« bud of Gentlamen FtaaiMmi won ft ■ptoadid untform, whiok 
•a«ms to have had an impoiliig affeol on Mra. QaJckly. 
« Jhmpold z= tronblod. 
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Quick, Bleanng on yoar heart for 't I 

Fal* But, I pray taeoy tell me this: has Ford's wife and 
Page's wife acquainted each other how they love me ? 

Quick. That were a jest indeed! they have not so little 
grace, I hope : that were a trick indeed ! But Mistress Page 
would desire you to send her your little page, of all loves : her 
hnshand has a marvellous infection to the litde page ; and truly 
Master Page is an honest man. Never a wife m Windsof leads 
a hotter life than she does : do what she will, sav what she will, 
take aU, pay aU, go to hed when she list, rise when she list, all 
18 as she will : and truly she deserves it ; for if there be a kind 
woman in Windsor, she is one. You must send her your page ; 
no remedy. 

FdL Why, I will 

Qawk. Nay, but do so, then : and, look you, he may come 
and go between you both ; and in any case have a nay-word, 
that you may know one another's mind, and the bov never need 
to understand any thing ; for 'tis not good that children should 
know any wickedness : old folks, you know, have discretion, as 
they say, and know the world. 

FaL Fare thee well : commend me to them both : there 's 
my purse; I am yet thy debtor. Boy, go along with this 
woman. [^Exeunt Mistress Quickly and JRMn.'] This news 
distracts me! 

Fist This punk is one of Cupid's carriers : 
Clap on more sails ; pursue ; up with your fights : 119 

Give fire : she is my prize, or ocean whelm them all ! [Sxu. 

FaL Say'st thou so, old Jibck ? go thy ways ; 1 11 make more 
of thy old body than I have done. Will tiiey yet look after 
thee ? Wilt thou, after the expense of so much money, be now 
a gainer? Good body, I thank thee. Let them say 'tis grossly 
done ; so it be fairly done, no matter. 

JSlNMr BAiooua. 

Baa^. Sir John, there 's one Master Brook below would fain 
speak with, you, and be acquainted with you ; and hath sent your 
worship a morning's draught of sack. 

FcU. Brook is his name ? 

BaavL Ay, sir. 130 

FaL Call him in. IJSxU Bardolph.'] Such Brooks are wd- 
eome to me, that o'eifiows such liquor. Ah, ha I Mistress 
Fold and Mistress Page have I encompass'd you ? go to ; via I 

M^^nttr BiaooLni, with F(nu> duguistd. 

Ford, Bless you, sir ! 

FaL And you, sir ! Would you speak with me ? 

SM ,flgki$ s eovwtt »«( up OB ww.«hlpa for protecticm to th« crow in flgbfins^ 
M a mamimg^$ dautght of sack, X not uncommon compUmeni in S.'t day* 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



186 TBE MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. [Act H. 

F(nri. I make bold to press with bo litde preparatioii upon 
jrou. 

FaL Ton 're welcome. What 's jour will ? Give us leave, 
drawer. [SxU Sard^^fk, 

Ford. Sir, I am a gentleman that have spent much ; my name 
is Brook. 141 

FaL Good Master Brook, I desire more acquaintance of jou. 

Ford. Good Sir John, I sue for jours : not to charge 70U ; 
for I must let 70U understand I think myself in better pHght for 
a lender than jou are : the which hath something embolr 
me to this unseason'd intrusion ; for thej saj, if money go be- 
fore, all ways do lie open. 

FdL Money is a good soldier, sir, and will on. 

Ford. Troth, and I have a ba^ of money here troubles me : 
if you wiU help to bear it. Sir John, take dl, or half, for eaaing 
me of the carriage. 151 

Fal, Sir, I know not how I may deserve to be your porter. 

Ford. I will tell you, sir, if you will give me the hearing. 

FdL Speak, good Master Brook: I shall be glad to be yoor 
servant 

Ford. Sir, I hear yon are a scholar, — I will be brief with 
YOU, — and you have been a man long known to me, thon^ I 
had never so good means, as desire, to make myself acquainted 
with you. I shall discover a thing to you, wherein I must very 
much lay open mine own imperfection ; but, good Sir John, as 
you have one eye upon my follies, as you hear them unfolded, 
turn another into tlie register of your own ; that I may pass 
with a reproof the easier, sith you yourself know how easy it is 
to be such an offender. 

FaL Very well, sir ; proceed. 

Ford. There is a gentlewoman in this town ; her husband's 
name is Ford. 

Fal. Well, sir. 168 

Ford. I have long loT'd her, and, I protest to you, bestow'd 
much on her ; follow'd her with a dotiog observance ; engross'd 
opportunities to meet her ; f ee'd eyeiy wght occasion that could 
Irat niggardly give me sig^t of her ; not only bought many pres- 
ents to give her, but have given largely to many to know what 
she woidd have given ; bri^y, I have pursu'd her as love hath 
pursued me ; wHch hath been on the wing of all occasions. But 
whatsoever I have merited, either in my mind or in my means, 
meed, I am sure, I have received none ; unless experience be 
a jewel that I have purchas'd at an infinite rate, and that hath 
taught me to say this : 

" Love like a shadow flies when subsunoe love pntsaes ; 180 

Pttnoing that that flies, and flying what pannes." 
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FaL Have 70a reoeiv'd no promise of satisfacticm at her 
hands? 

Ford. Never. 

FaL Have 70a importiin'd her to such a purpose ? 

Ford. Never. 

Fal. Of what quality was your love, then ? 

Ford. Like a &ir house huilt on another man's ground ; so 
that I have lost my edifice hy mistaking the place where I 
erected it. 190 

FaL To what purpose have you unfolded this to me ? 

Ford. When I have told you that, I have told you aUL Some 
say, that though she appear honest to me, yet in other places 
she enlargeih her mirth so far that there is shrewd construction 
made of her. Now, Sir John, here is the heart of my pur- 
pose: you are a gentleman of excellent breeding, admirable 
discourse, of great admittance, authentic in your place and per- 
son, generally allow'd for your many war-like, coiirt4ike, and 
learned preparations. 

FaL O, sir 1 200 

Ford. Believe it, for you know it There is money ; spend 
it, spend it ; spend more ; spend all I have ; only give me so 
much of your time in e3ccha^;e of it, as to lay an amiable siese 
to the honesty of this Ford's wife : use your art of wooing ; win 
her to consent to you : if any nuui may, you may as soon as any. 

Fal. Would it apply well to the vehemency of your affection, 
that I should win what you would enjoy ? Metlunks you pre- 
scribe to yourself very preposterously. 

Ford. O, understand my drift She dwells so securely on the 
excellency of her honour, that the folly of my soul dares not 
present itself: she is too bright to be look'd against Now, 
could I come to her with any detection in my hand, my desires 
bad instance and argument to commend themselves : I could 
drive her then from the ward of her purity, her reputation, her 
marriage vow, and a thousand other her defences, which now 
are too4oo strongly embattl'd against me. What say you to 't. 
Sir John? 

FaL Master Brook, I will first make bold with your money ; 
next, sive me your haaod ; and last, as I am a gentleman, you 
shall, if you mO, enjoy Ford's wife. 220 

Ford. O good sir ! 

FaL I say you shalL 

Ford. Want no money. Sir John ; you shall want none. 

Fal. Want no Mistress Ford, Master Brook ; you shall want 
none. I shall be with her, I may teU you, by her own appoint- 
ment ; even as you came in to me, her assistant or go-between 

^^ grmi admitumct := miioh iongbt In §0(Aatf, 
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parted from me : I say I shall be with her between ten and 
eleven ; for at that time the jealons rascally knaye her hnsband 
will be forth. Come you to me at night ; you shaU know how 
I speed. 230 

Ford. I am blest in your acquaintance. Do yon know Ford, 
sir? 

FaL Hang him, poor onokoldly knave ! I know him not: 
vet I wrong him to call him poor ; they say the jealous wittolly 
luiave hath masses of money ; for the which his wife seems to 
me well-lavoiir'd. I will nse her as the key of the cackoldly 
rogae's coffer ; and there 's my harvest-home. 

F(nri. I would you knew Ford, sir, that you might avoid him 
if you saw him. 239 

FaL Han^ him, mechanical salt4>utter rogue ! I will stare 
him out of his wits ; I will awe him with my cudgel : it shall 
hang like a meteor o'er the cuckold's horns. Bi£wter Brook, 
thou shalt know I will predominate over the peasant, and thou 
shalt lie with his wife. Come to me soon at night Ford 's a 
knave, and I will aggravate his style : thou. Master Brook, shalt 
know him for knave and cuckold. Come to me soon at night. 

[ExU, 

Ford, What a damn'd Epicurean rascal is this I My heart 
is ready to crack with impatience. Who says this is improvi- 
dent jealousy ? mywif e hath sent to him ; the hour is fix'd ; the 
match is made. Would any man have thought this ? See the 
hell of having a false woman ! My bed flhaU be abus'd, my 
coffers ransack'd, my rcputfttjon gnawn at ; and I shall not only 
receive this villanous wrong, but stand under the adoption of 
abominable terms, and by him that does me this wrong. Terms! 
names ! Amaimon sounds well ; Lucifer, well ; Barluison, well ; 
yet they are devils' additions, the names of fiends : but Cuckold I 
Wittol! — Cuckold! the devil himself hath not such a name. 
Page b an ass, a secure ass : he will trust his wife ; he will not 
be jealous. I will rather trust a Fleming with my butter, Par- 
son Hugh the Welshman with my cheese, an Irishman with my 
aquarvitad bottle, or a thief to waUi my ambling gelding, than my 
wife with herself : then she plots, then she ruminates, then she 
devises ; and what they thii^ in their hearts they may effect, 
they will break their hearts but they will effect Ood be prais'd 
for my jealousy ! £leven o'clock tihe hour. I will prevent this, 
detect my wife, be reveng'd on Falstaff, and laugh at Page. I 
will about it ; better three hours too soon than aminute too late. 
Fie, fie, fie I cuckold I cuckold ! cuckold ! iJ^cu. 

••» ttOt-^ntter. To eat bntter freibly chimed eTexy day, and wltlumi tha addltfon of 
talt. was one of the feable diatinottoiu of waalth in Itngland, and ooattiinaB to be ao. 
» adffitunu = tiUea. 
■* 1Vt<iei=ahaabaiMlwlio0OiiMiititobif evekoldty. 
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ScBNB m. A fiM near Wind$ot. 
BiUer Oiiui mtd Bovbt. 

CaiuB. Jack Rag^by ! 

Euff. Sir? 

Cadus. Vat is de dock, Jack ? 

Buff, Tispasttlie hour, sir, that Sir HaghpTonuB'd to meet 

Caiua. By gar, he has save his soul, dat he is no come ; he 
has pray his Piple well, dat he is no come : by gar, Jack Bagby, 
he b dead abeady, if he he come. 

Bug. He is wise, sir ; he knew your worship would kill him, 
if he came. 

Caiug. By gar, de hnring is no dead so as I vill kill him. 
Take your rapier. Jack ; I V&l tell you how I Till kill him. n 

Bitg. Alas, sir, I cannot fence. 

Caws, ViUany, take your rapier. 
• Bug. Forbear ; here 's company. 

Bnut Hon, Bhaixow, Bun»n, tmd Paai. 

Hogt. Bless thee,, holly doctor I 

Shal. Save you, Master Doctor Cains ! 

Page. Now, good Master Doctor ! 

SUn. Give you good moirow, sir. 

CaiuB. Vat be tSl you, one, two, tree, four, come for ? 19 

Hagt. To see thee fight, to see thee foin, to see thee traverse ; 
to see thee here, to see thee there ; to see thee pass thy punto, 
thy stock, thy reverse, thy distance, thy montant. Is he dead^ 
my Ethiopian? is he deiMl, my fSrancisco? ha, bully! What 
says my ^£scnlapius ? my Galen ? my heart of elder ? ha ! is he 
dead, bully stale ? is he dead ? 

Caiua. By gar, he is de coward Jack priest of de vorld ; he 
is not show his face. 

Host. Thou art a Castalion-Eing-nrinaL Hector of Greece, 
my hoy! 

Caius. I pray you, bear vitness that me have stay six or seven, 
two, tree hours for him, and he is no come. 31 

Shot. He is the wiser man, Master Doctor : he is a curer of 
souls, and you a curer of bodies ; if you should fight, you go 
against the hair of your professions. Is it not true, Master 
Page? 

Page. Master Shallow, you have yourself been a great fighter, 
though now a man of peace. 

Snal. Bodykins, Master Page, though I now be old and of 
the peace, if I see a sword out, my miger itches to make one. 
Though we are justices and doctors and churchmen. Master 

• tnoniamt. This word, Uko pmto, itook, 
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Page, we haye some salt of oar jouth in ob ; we are the sons of 
women. Master Page. 

Page* 'T is tnie, Master Shallow. 

Shal> It will be found so, Master Page. Master Doctor 
Caius, I am come to fetch yon home. I am sworn of the peace : 
you have show'd yourself a wise physician, and Sir Hugh hath 
shown himself a wise and patient churchman. Yon most go 
with me, Master Doctor. 

Host. Pardon, guest-justice. A word, Monnseur Mock- 
water. 50 

Caiua. Mock-Tater I vat is dat ? 

Host. Mock-water, in our English tongue, is valour, bully. 

Caius. By gar, den, I have as mush mock-vater as de £n^ 
lishman. Scurvy jack-dog priest ! by gar, me vill cut his ears. 

Hast, He will dapper-daw thee tightly, bully. 

Caitu. Clapper-de-daw ! vat is dat? 

Host That is, he will m^ke thee amends. 

Caius. By gar, me do look he shall dappernie-daw me ; for, 
by gar, me vill have it. 

Host. And I will provoke him to % or let him wag. 60 

Caius. Me tank you for dat. 

Host. And, moreover, bully, — but first, master guest, and 
Master Page, and eke Cavaldro Slender, go yon tluroug^ the 
town to Fro^ore. [iMiOt to tium. 

Page. Sir Hugh is there, is he ? 

Host He is were : see what humour he is in ; and I will 
bring the doctor about by the fields. Will it do wdl ? 

ShaL WewiUdoit. 

Pagej ShoL^ and Slen. Adieu, good Master Doctor. 

[Extmmi Bag9, Skai,, mid 8Uh. 

Caius. By gar, me vill kill de priest ; for he speak for a jack- 
an-ape to Aime P^ge. 71 

Host Let him me : sheathe thy impatience, throw cold water 
on thy choler : go about the fidds with me tbrough Frogmore : 
I will bring thee where Mistress Anne Pace is, at a &rm-house 
arf easting ; and thou shalt woo her. Cried I aim ? said I well ? 

Caius. By gar, me tank you for dat : by gar, I love you ; 
and I shall procure-a you de good guest, de earl, de kni^t, de 
lords, de gentlemen, my patients. 

Host. For the which I will be thy adversary toward Anne 
Page. Said I well ? 80 

Va/iu8. By gar, 't b good ; vdl said. 

Host. Let us wag, then. 

Caius. Come at my heeb. Jack Rugby. iibumu. 

n OUd /«<mf = lnT«T dii«6t«d tou rIchUy? But all th« old eoplM Iiat* Cnt*k 
tamt, wUeh maj b« tlw proper iMttiif, — » ooUoquUl phztM, tlM imanlin of whieh 

MBBOt bo fOHMd. 
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ACT m. 

SCKNS L A Jield near Frogmore. 
JBucr 8b Ho«h iTAn mmd Simpu. 

EvanB, I pray vou now, good Master Slender's 8erfi]ig>4iuuiy 
and friend Simple by your name, which way have you look'd for 
Master Cains, that cads himself doctor of physic? 

Sinu Marry, sir, the pitde-ward, the park*ward, every way ; 
old Windsor way, and every way but the town way. 

Evans. I most f ehemenUy desire yon yon will also look that 
way. 

Slinu I will, sir. iSxU. 

Evans. 'Fless my sonl, how fnll of choUors I am, and trem- 
pUng of mind ! I shall be glad if he have deceived me. How 
melancholies I am ! I will knog his nrinals about Ins knave's 
eostard when I have good opportunities for the ork. 'Fless 

my soul! {Tghu»b»ok/Ir»mkup0ektimuirmd$. 

To shallow riven, to whose falls 
Melodioiis pirds sing madrisals ; 
There will we make our peas of roees, 
And a thoosand fragrant posies. 
To shallow— 

Merey on me ! I have a great dispositions to cry. iSmgt. 

Mdodioas pirds sing madrigals — 20 

When as I sat in Fkbylon — 
And a tboosand vsgram posies. 
To shallow, etc. 

lU-^nttr Snou. 

Sinu Tonder he is coming, this way, Sir Hugh. 

Evans. He 's welcome. laimgt. 

To shallow rivers, to whose &11b — 

Heaven prosper the right ! What weapons is he ? 

Sim. No weapons, sir. There comes my master. Master 
Shallow, and another gentleman,^ from Frogmore, over the stile, 
this way. jo 

Evans. Pray you, give me my gown; or ebe keep it m 
your arms. 

Alter Paai, SHAUiOir, tmd Blhidib. 

Shal. How now. Master Farson ! Good morrow, good Sir 
Hugh. Keep a gamester from the dice, and a good student from 
his book, and it lb wonderfoL 

Slen. lAside.'] Ah, sweet Anne Fage ! 

tt eMMrrf = liMd. 

M IV jAoflffw riwrf, ete. This lOBg is Ifailowt'S. 
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Fage, 'Save yon, good Sir Hng^ ! 

Evans, 'Fless you from his mercy sake, all of yoa ! 

Shot. What, the sword and the word ! do you stady them 
both, Master Parson ? 40 

Page. And youthful still ! in your doublet and hose this raw 
rheumatic day I 

Evans. There is reasons and causes for it. 

Page. We are come to you to do a good office. Master Panon. 

Evans. Fery well : what is it ? 

Pa^e. Yonder is a most reverend genUeman, who, belike hav< 
ing received wrong by some person, is at most odds with his own 
gravity and patience that ever you saw. 

8JmI. I have lived fourscore years and upward ; I never 
heard a man of his place, gravity and learning, so wide of his 
own respect 50 

Evans. What is he ? 

Page. I think you know him ; Mastw Doctor Gains, tiie re* 
nowned French physician. 

Evans. Got's will, and his passion of my heart ! I had as 
lief you would tell me of a mess of porridge. 

Page. Why? 

Evans. He has no more knowledge in Hiboerates and Galen, 
— and he is a knave besides ; a cowardly knave as you would 
desires to be acquainted withaL 60 

Pa^e. I warrant yon, he 's the man should fight with him. 

Sim. [^Aside."] O sweet Anne Page ! 

Shal. It appears so by his weapons. Keep them asunder : 
here comes Doctor Gains. 

SiUer BOflt Gaxdb, and RuttBT. 

Page, Nay, good Master Parson, keep in your weapon. 

Shal. So do you, good Master DDctor. 

Host. Disarm them, and let them question : let them keep 
their limbs whole and hack our English. 

Caitts. I pray you, let-a me speak a word with your ear. 
Vheref ore vill you not meet-a me ? 70 

Evans. [^Aside to Cavus.'] Pray you, use your patience : in 
good time. 

Caius. By gar, you are de coward, de Jack dog, J(^ ape. 

Evans. [^Aside to Caius."] Pray you, let us not be laughing- 
stocks to other men's himiours ; I tesire you in friendship ; and 
I will one way or other make you amends. [^Aloud.] I will 
knog your urinals about your knave's cogscomb for missing your 
meetings and appointments. 

Caius. Diable ! Jack Rugby, — mine host de Jarteer, — 

*> MmCct FanoH, Ma*ter DoOor. The foUo has fa tlMM «mm alwaji Mr. Panon 
•nd Mr. Dotftfr, but th* Jd^. 1b an aUxr»Tl»tkm of Jlfiur«r, oar meui word Muur b«in( 
than nnkBOfWB. 
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have I not stay for him to kill him ? have I not, at de jdace I 
did appoint? 8i 

Evans. Ab I am a ChristianB soul now, look yoo, this is the 
place appointed : I '11 he judgement hy mine host of the Garter. 

Hast. Peace, I say, GalHa and Gaol, French and Welsh, 
sonl-corer and hody-eurer ! 

Caius. Aj, dat is very good ; elDoellent. 

Hast. Peace, I sa^ ! hear mine host of the Gaiter. Am I 
pdLitie ? am I suhtle i^ am I a Machiavel ? Shall I lose mj doc- 
tor ? no ; he gives me the potions and the motions. Shall I lose 
my parson, my priest, my Siir Hugh? no ; he ^ves me the pro- 
verhs and the no-verbs. Give me thy hand, terrestrial; so. 
Give me thy hand, celestial ; so. Boys of art, I have deceived 
yon both ; I have directed yon to wrong places : yoor hearts are 
mighty, your skins are whole, and let bomt sack be the issue. 
Come, lay their swords to pawn. Follow me, lads of peace ; 
follow, follow, foUow. 

ShoL Trast me, a mad host. Follow, gwAtlemen, follow. 

Slen. lAside.'] O sweet Anne Page 1 

[JfeBMHl Shm»f E^tMmf PiKSif €Mtd BmL 

Caius. Ha, do I perceive dat ? have yon make-a de sot of ns, 
ha, ha? loo 

Evans. This is weU ; he has made as his vloutingHitog. I 
tcsire you that we may pe friends ; and let us knog our prains 
together to be revenge on this same scall, scurvy, cogging com- 
panion, the host of me Garter. 

Caius. By gar, with all my heart He promise to hring me 
where is Anne Pase ; by gar, he deceive me too. 

Evans. WeU, I will smite his noddles. Pray you, foUow. 

imtnmt. 
ScBNS II. A street. 

MHUr Uanam Paob «mI Boms. 

Mrs. Page. Nay, keep your way, little gallant ; you were 
wont to be a follower, but now you are a leader. Whether had 
you rather lead mine ^es, or eye your master's heels ? 

Bob. I had rather, lorsooth, go hefore you like a man than 
follow him like a dwarf. 

Mrs. Fags. O, you are a flattering hoy : nowl see you 11 he 
a courtier. 

BhUt f ob». 

Ford. Well met, Mistress Page. Whither go you ? 

Mrs. Page. Truly, sir, to see your wife. Is she at home ? 9 

Ford. Ay ; and as idle as she may hang together, for want of 
company. I think, if your hushands were de^, you two would 
marry. 

Mrs. Peige. Be sure of that, — two other husbands. 
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Ford, Where had jou this pretty weathercock ? 

Mrs. Page. I cannot tell what the dickens his name is mj 
hoshand had him of. What do yon call your knight's name, 
sirrah! 

£ob. Sir John Falstaff. 

Ford. Sir John Falstaff ! 19 

Mrs. Fags, He, he ; I can nerer hit on 's name. There is 
such a league hetween my good man and he I Is your wife at 
home indeed ? 

Ford. Indeed she is. 

Mrs. Page. By your leave, sir : I am sick till I see her. 

[£wimt JMrt. Av« and Rehm, 

Ford. Has Page any hrains ? hath he any eyes ? hath he any 
thinking ? Sore, they sleep ; he hath no use of them. Why, 
this hoy will carry a letter twenly mile, as easy as a cannon wOl 
shoot point-blank twelve score. He pieces out his wife's inclina- 
tion ; he gives her folly motion and advantage : and now she 's 
going to my wife, and Falstaff's boy with her. A man may 
hear this shower sing in the wind. And Falstaff 's boy with her I 
Good plots, they are laid ; and our revolted wives share damna- 
tion together. Well; I will take him, then torture my wife, 
pluck the borrowed veil of modesly from the so seeming Mis- 
tress Page, divulge Page himself for a secure and wilful Actaeon ; 
and to these violent proceedings all my neighbours shall cry aim. 
[Clock heard.'] The clock gives me my cue, and my assurance 
bids me search : there I shall find Falstaff : I shall be rather 
prais'd for this than mock'd ; for it is as positive as the earth is 
firm that Falstaff is there : I will go. 40 

A»Kr PAfti, Shallow, SLBsikiE, Hoiz, Snt Worn. Btaxi, Onus, and Buqbt. 

ShdLj Page^ etc. Well met. Master Ford. 

Ford. Trust me, a good knot : I have good cheer at home ; 
and I pray you all go with me. 

Shot. I must excuse myself. Master Ford. 

Slen. And so must I, sir f we have appointed to dine with 
Mistress Anne, and I would not break with her for more money 
than I '11 speak of. 

SliaL We have linger'd about a match between Anne Page 
and my cousin Slender, and this day we shall have our answer. 

Slen. I hope I have your good will, father Page. 50 

Page. Tou have. Master Slender ; I stand wholly for you : 
but mv wife, Master Doctor, is for you altogether. 

Ca%us. Ay, be-gar ; and de maid is love-a me : my nursh-a 
Quickly tell me so mush. 

Host. What say you to young Master Fenton ? he capers, he 



» itvelM Mort: fhAt la, tinl'rt mom ytnlB, Um naml dliteuet in ihootinK with tht 

lOOf iMW. 

M OycMi. ToGi7*'aim*'<mtlMAreh«r7flttldwuaoommoniiiodeof enconntfUDtBt 
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dances, he has eyes of joath, he writes venes, lie speaks holiday, 
he smeJls April and May : he wOl cany % he will carry 't ; 't is 
in hiB hattons ; he will carry 't 

Page. Not hy my consent, I promise yon. The gentleman 
is of no haying : he kept company with the wild prince and 
Poins ; he is of too high a region ; he knows too much. No, 
he shall not knit a knot in his fortunes with the finger of my 
substance : if he take her, let him take her simply ; the wealth 
I have waits on my consent, and my consent goes not that way. 

Ford. I beseech yon heartily, some of yon go home with me 
to dinner : besides yonr cheer, yon shall have sport ; I will show 
you a monster, luster Doctor, yon shall go ; so shaU yon. Mas- 
ter Page ; and yon. Sir Hoffh. 

ShoL Well, fare you weU : we shall have the freer wooing at 
Master Page's. [Seeimi akai. mui sun. 

Caius. Go home, Johir Bugby ; I come anon. [isxu Rm^. 

Host. Farewell, my hearts : 1 will to my honest knight Fal- 
staff, and drink canary with him. [S»<. 

Ford. lAMe.]^ I think I shall drink in pipe-wine first with 
him ; 1 11 make Imn dance. Will yon go, gentles ? 

AIL Have with you to see this monster. [Jbf««i. 

8cBNB III A ram in Ford's houte. 
Bnter Unnns Vou and Biitnut Pasi. 
Mrs. Ford. What, John ! What, Robert I 
Jfrs. Page. Quickly, quickly! Is the buck-basket— 
Mrs. Ford. I warrant What, Robin, I say ! 

Emttr Sanrmoti with • boihai. 

Mrs. Pctge. Come, come, come. 

Mrs. Ford. Here, set it down. 

Mrs. Pags. Give your men the charge ; we must be brief. 

Mrs. Ford. 'MBXijy as I told you l^ore, John and Robert, 
be ready here hard by in the brew-house : and when I suddenly 
call you, come forth, and without any pause or staggering take 
this basket on your shoulders : that done, trudge with it in all 
haste, and cany it among the whitsters in IHiichet-mead, and 
there empty it in the muddy ditch dose by the Thames side. 

Mrs. Page. Tou will do it ? 

Mrs. Ford, I ha' told them over and over ; they lack no direc- 
tion. Be gone, and come when you are call'd. iExnmt Strmmu 

Mrs. Pa^e. Here comes little Robin. 

EmUr TLOMOL 

Mrs. Ford. How now, my eyas-musket ! what news with you ? 

«* M Jtop fa y =:bo poMMttou, no iwv p w tj . 

u wAtctitTf =: wMhanroiBMi and bl«MlMn, eoRwponding to tiM 7r. UancWfWMMt. 
V «1MuhmmJmi ; «fo«, a yooiif liftwk ; mu t e k itt o, % dininattft liftwk. 
10 
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Bob. Mj master, Sir John, is come in at your baek-door, 
Mistress Ford, and requests your eompany. 19 

Mrs, JPage* Yon little Jack-a-Lent, have you been tme to usj* 

Bob. Ay, 1 11 be sworn. My master knows not of your be- 
ing here and hath threatened to put me into everlasting liberty 
if I tell you of it ; for he swears he 'U turn me away. 

Mrs. Page. Thou 'rt a good boy : this secrecy of thine shall 
be a tailor to thee and shall make thee a new doublet and hose. 
I 'U go hide me. 

Mrs, Ford. Do so. Go tell thy master I am alonew {^Hxit 
Bobin.^ Mistress Page, remember yon your cue. 

Mrs. Page. I warrant thee ; if I do not act it, hiss me. [Exit. 

Mrs. Ford. 60 to, then : we 'U use this unwholesome hu- 
midity, this gross yniisrj pumpion ; we 'U teach him to know 
turtles from jays. 

Fal, ^^ Have I caught " thee, <' my heavenly jewel ? ** Why, 
now let me die, for I have Uv'd long enough : this is the period 
of my ambition : O this blessed hour I 

Mrs. Ford. O sweet Sir John I 

FaL Mistress Ford, I cannot cog, I cannot prate, Mistress 
Ford. Now shall I sin in my wish : I would thy husband were 
dead : I '11 speak it before the best lord; I would make thee 
my lady. 40 

Mrs. Ford. I your lady. Sir John ! alas, I should be a pitifnl 
lady! 

Fal. Let the court of France show me such another. I see 
how thine eye would emulate the diamond 1 thou hast the right 
arched beauty of the brow that becomes the ship-fire, the tire- 
valiant, or any tare of Venetian admittance. 

Mrs. Ford. A plain kerchief. Sir John : my brows become 
nothing else ; nor that well neither. 

Fal. By Uie Lord, thou art a traitor to say so : thoo wouldst 
make an absolute courtier; and the firm fixture of thy foot 
would give an excellent motion to thy gait in a semi-cirded 
farthin^e. I see what thou wert, if Fortune thy foe were not, 
Nature thy friend. Gome, thou canst not hide it. 

Mrs. Ford. Believe me, there 's no such thing in me. 

Fal. What made me love thee ? let that persuade thee there 's 
something extraordinary in thee. Come, I cannot cog and say 
thou art this and that, like a many of these lisping hawthom- 

*• JadKi'Lmi : a pvpp«l whldh waa pelted, like Aunt Sellj. 

* Ib.9t leaugkt mf keavMfy j^wel is the flnt line of a song in Sidney^ Arcadia. 

<B »kq>-tin, eto. The wayi of defonning the shape of woman *i head were eren more 
nnmeroue and more fantaetio in &.'• dajr than now, and Venice waa then qneen of 
faihion aa of the sea. 

« if FerlMM lAy/o< wsrs not, ete. Here, again, f alstaff qootee an old song. 
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bads, that come like women in xnen'e apparel, and smell like 
fiacklenboiy in simple time ; I cannot : but I love thee ; none 
but thee ; and thou deserv'st it 60 

Mrs. Ford, Do not betray me, sir. I fear jou We JkGstress 
Page. 

FaL Thon mightst as well say I love to walk by the Counter- 
gate, which is as hatef nl to me as the leek of a lime-kilL 

Mrs. Ford. Well, heaven knows how I love you; and yon 
shall one day find it. 

Fed. Keep in that mind ; I '11 deserve it. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, I must tell yon, so yon do ; or else I could 
not be in that mind. 69 

Bob. IWUhin.'] Mistress Ford, Mistress Ford ! here's Mis- 
tress Page at the door, sweating and blowing and looking wild- 
ly, and woold needs speak with yon presently. 

FaL She shall not see me : I will ensconce me behind the 



Mrs. Ford. Pray yoo, do so : she 's a very tattling woman. 

R$'mur MunuM Paci and Bobix. 

What's the matter? how now I 

Mrs. Fcbge. O Mistress Ford, what have you done ? Ton 're 
sham'd, yon 're overthrown, yon 're undone for ever 1 

Mrs. Ford. What 's the matter, good Mistress Page ? 79 

Mrs. Page. O weU-arday, Mistress Ford 1 having an honest 
man to your husband, to give him such cause of suspicion ! 

Mrs. Ford. What cause of suspicion ? 

Mrs, Page. What cause of suspicion ! Out upon you ! how 
am I mistook in yon ! 

Mrs. Ford. Why, alas, what 's the matter ? 

Mrs. Page. Your husband 's coming hither, woman, with all 
the officers in Windsor, to search for a gentleman that he says 
is here now in the house by your consent, to take an ill advan- 
tage of his absence : you are undone. 

Mrs. Ford. 'T is not so, I hope. 90 

Mrs. Page. Pray heaven it be not so, that you have such a 
man here ! but 't is most certain your husband 's coming, with 
half Windsor at his beds, to search for such a one. I come be 
fore to tell you. H yon know yourself clear, why, I am glad of 
it; but if you have a friend here, convey, convey him out. Be 
not amaz'd ; call all your senses to yon ; defend your reputa- 
tion, or bid farewell to vour good life forever. 

Mrs. Ford. What shall I do ? There is a gentleman my 

•• Smkknbmnf: aplac* on flMomtddrto of IfOndOD, wbcn dnvi md fiaplM wtit 
•old. 
« Ogmutf'gau* TIm Counter waa a prlMQ. 
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dear friend ; and I fear not mine own shame bo mach as his 
peril : I had raiher than a thousand pound he were oat of the 
nonse. loi 

Mrs. Fag^ For shame ! never stand '^ you had rather " and 
''70a had rather : " your hushand 's here at hand ; hethink you 
of some conveyance : in the house you cannot liide him. O, 
how have you deceiT'd me 1 Look, here is a hasket : if he he 
of any reasonahle stature, he may creep in here ; and throw foul 
linen upon him, as if it were going to bucking: or — it is whit- 
ing-time — send him by your two men to Datchet-mead* 

Mn.Fwd, He 's too biff to go in there. What shall I do ? 

FqL {Coming forward^ Let me see 't, let me see % O, let 
me see 't! Illin,inim. Follow your friend's counaeL 
111 in. 

Mrs. Page, What, Sir John Falstaff I Are these your let- 
ters, knight ? 

Fal. I love thee. Help me away. Let me creep in here. 

1 11 never — [Q§t$vtU0 tlu baskttf th*f eowr him wiihfnU itnm. 

Mrs. Page. Help to cover your master, boy. Call your 
men, Mistress Ford. You dissembling knight ! 

Mrs. Ford. What, John ! Robert ! John I {BoA jmm. 

J2«-«filcr Stmukti. 

Gro take up these clothes here quickly. Where 's the cowl-staff ? 
look, how you drumble ! Carry them to the laundress in Dat- 
chet-mead ; quickly, come. 

A»Kr row, Paab, Caidi, mmd fin Hu«a Stahi. 

Ford. Pray you, come near : if I suspect without cause, why 
then make sport at me ; then let me be your jest ; I deserve it. 
How now ! whither bear you this ? 

Serv. To the laundress, forsooth. 

Mrs. Ford. Whv, what have you todo whither they bear it ? 
Tou were best meddle with buck-washing. 

Ford. Buck I I would I could wash myself of the buck ! 
Buck, buck, buck ! Ay, buck ; I warrant you, buck ; and of the 
season too, it shall appear. {Exeunt Servants vnth the bctsket.'] 
Grentlemen, I have dream'd to-nig^t ; I '11 tell you my dream. 
Here, here, here be my keys: ascend my chambers; search, 
seek, find out : I '11 warrant we 11 unkennel the fox. Let me 
stop this way first {Looking the dcoT.'\ So, now uncape. 

Pa^e. Good Master Ford, be contented : you wrong yourself 
too much. 

Ford. True, Master Page. Up, gentlemen ; yon shall see 
sport anon : follow me, gentlemen. * [AeO^ 

*» eowl^iitqf == > itfcg by whieh > bnrdMi wm wrrtod upon tho ihoqMtBi of tiro nea 

u^ dntmbUzizdxtmb. 

u> wme0p9 = nnowtti, » himting term. 
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Evans. This ia fery fantastioal humotm and jealoasies. 140 
Caius, By gar, 't is no the fashion of France ; it is not jealous 
in France. 

Fage. Nay, follow him, gentlemen; see the issue of his 

search. , [axema Pag%, Canu, amd Svam. 

Mrs. Piige. Is there not a doable excellency in this ? 

Mrs. Ford. I know not which pleases me better, that my hns- 
band is deceived, or Sir John. 

Mrs. Fage. What a taking was he in when your husband 
ask'd who was in the basket ! 151 

Mrs. Ford. I am half afraid he will have need of washing ; 
so throwing him into the water will do him a benefit 

Mrs. Fage. Hang him, dishonest rascal ! I would all of the 
same strain were in the same distress. 

Mrs. Ford. I think my husband hath some special suspicion 
of FalstaflTs being here ; for I never saw him so gross in his 
jealousy till now. 

Mrs. Fags. I will lay a plot to try that ; and we will yet 
have more tricks with Falstaff : his dissolute disease will scarce 
obey this medicine. 159 

Mrs. Ford. Shall we send that foolish carrion, Mistress 
Quickly, to him, and excuse his throwing into the water ; and 
give hun another hope, to betray him to another punishment ? 

Mrs. Fags. We will do it : let him be sent for to-morrow, 
eight o'clock, to have amends. 

Rt'CnlUr Fow>, Paoi^ Caioi, tmd Sm Hu«h BTAm. 

Ford. I cannot find him : may be the knave bragged of that 
he could not compass. 

Mrs. Fa^e. \Aside to Mrs. Ford."] Heard yon that ? 

Mrs. Ford. Ton use me well. Master Ford, do you ? 

Ford. Ay, I do so. 

Mrs. Ford. Heaven make you better than your thoughts ! 

Ford. Amen! i^i 

Mrs. Fage. Tou do yourself mi^ty wrong. Master Ford. 

Ford. Ay, ay ; I must bear it 

Evans. If there be any pody in the house, and in the cham- 
bers, and in the coffers, and in the presses, heaven forgive my 
tins at the day of judgement ! 

Caitis. By gar, nor I too ; there is no bodies. 

Fage. fie, fie, Master Ford I are you not asham'd ? What 
spirit, what devil suggests this imagination ? I would not ha' 
your distemper in this kind for the wealth of Windsor Castle. 

Ford. T is my fault, Master Page : I suffer for it 181 

Evans. You suffer for a pad conscience : your wife is as 
honest a 'omans as I will desires among five thousand, and five 
hundred too. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



160 THE MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. [Act m. 

Caius. By gar, I see 't is an honest womui* 

Ford, Well, I piomis'd joa a dinner. Come, come» walk in 
ihe Park : I pray yon, pardon me ; I will hereafter make known 
to yon why I have done this. Come, wife ; eome, MiBtreaa Page. 
I pray yon, pardon me ; pray heartily, paordon me. 189 

Page, Let 'a go in, gentlemen ; but, tniat me, we 11 mock 
him. I do invite yon to-morrow morning to my hooae to break- 
fast : after, we 11 arbirding together ; I have a fine hawk for the 
bush. ShaU it be so ? 

Ford. Anything. 

Fvans. If there is one, I shall make two in the company. 

Caius. If dere be one or two, I shall make^i the turd. 

Ford. Pray yon, go, Master Page. 

Evans. I pray you now, remembrance to^norrow on the 
looiy knaye, mine host. 

Caius. Dat is good ; by gar, with all my heart I aoo 

Evans. A lousy knave, to have his gibes and his mockeries 1 



ScBNB rV. A room in Page's h<mse. 

JBucr Fmor umd Ahhi Pa«i. 

Fsnt. I see I cannot get thy Other's love ; 
Therefore no more torn me to him, sweet Nan. 

Anne. Alas, hdw then ? 

Fent. Why, thon most be thyself. 

He doth object I am too great of birth ; 
And that, my state being ^all'd with my expense^ 
I seek to heal it only by his wealth : 
Besides these, other bars he lays before me, 
My riots past, my wild societies ; 
And tells me 'tis a thing impossible 
I should love thee but as a properfy. 10 

Anne. May be he tells you true. 

Fent. No, heaven so speed me in m v tune to come ! 
Albeit I will confess thy Cither's wealth 
Was the first motive that I woo'd thee, Anne : 
'Yet, wooing thee, I found thee of more value 
Than stamps in gold or sums in sealed bags ; 
And 't is the very riches of thyself 
That now I aim at. 

Anne. (Jentle Master Fenton, 

Tet seek my father's love ; still seek it, sir: 
If opportunily and humblest suit 90 

Cannot attain it, why, then, — hark you hither ! 

M WoM thtjkti nwtivt thai I w—^d, «te. N6fc S.*i gimmBar : bmk eftnlM«n«M li 

writiiv 
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AUflf 8bau4»W| 9uBnm, and Mnniw QmouT. 

Shal. Break their talk, MistresB Qaickly : my kinsman shall 
speak for himself. 

Slen. I 'U make a shaft or a bolt on't: 'slid, 'tis bat yen* 
taring. 

Shid. Be not dispiaj'd. 

Sleru No, she shiJl not dismay me : I care not for that, but 
that I am af eard. 

Quick, Hark ye ; Master Slender woold speak a word with you. 

Anne. I come to him. [^Aside.^ This is my Ruber's choice. 
O, what a world of vile ill-favoor'd faults 31 

Looks handsome in three hundred pounds a-year ! 

Quick. And how does good Master Fenton ? Pra^ you, a 
word with you* 

Shal. She 's coming ; to her, coe. O boy, thou hadst a &ther ! 

Slen. I had a father. Mistress Anne ; my uncle can tell you 
good jests of him. Pray you, uncle, teU Mistress Anne the jest, 
how my father stole two geese out of a pen, good uncle. 

Shai. Mistress Anne, my cousin loves you. 

Slen. Ay, that I do; as well as I love any woman in 
Gloucestershire. 41 

Shal. He will maintain you like a gentlewoman. 

Slen. Ay, that I will, come cut and long-tail, under the de- 
gree of a squire. 

ShcU. He will make you a hundred and fift^ pounds jointure. 

Anne. Good Master Shallow, let him woo for himself. 

ShaL Marry, I thank you for it ; I thank you for that good 
comfort She calls you, coz : I 'U leave you. 

Anne. Now, Master Slender, — 

Slen. Now, good Mistress Anne, — 50 

Anne. What is your will ? 

Slen. My will! 'od's heartlings, that 's a pretty jest indeed! 
I ne'er made my will yet, I tlumk heaven ; I am not such a 
sickly creature, I give heaven praise. 

Anne. I mean. Master Slender, what would you with me ? 

Slen. IVuly, for mine own part, I would little or nothing with 
you. Tour father and my uncle hath made motions : if it be 
my luck, so ; if not, happy man be hu dole I They can tell you 
how things go better than I can : you may ask your father ; 
here he comes. 60 

MHUr Paoi amd MitnuHS Pa«b. 

Fage. Now, Master Slender : love him, daughter Anne. 
Why, how now ! what does Master Fenton here ? 

M tkqft or a bolt : thai !•, an ttrour or a 0RMt4Miw bolt, ono thing or anottiir. 
M *«fftdr : a maimed slang oath : by God'a Ud. 
^ em and iong'tmU. A olowniah phnae for, thoM of ovorj degree. 

M6«AM^2«=lethi^pineftbedolidtolii]n: obeolete and 1 
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Yon wrong me, sir, thuB stiU to haunt my house : 
I told jon, sir, mj daughter is dispos'd of. 

Fent. Naj, Master Page, he not impatient. 

Mra.^ Page. Good Master Fenton, come not to my child. 

Page. She is no match for you. 

Font, Sir, will yon hear me ? 

Page. No, good Master Fenton. 

Come, Master Shallow ; come, son Slender, in. 
Knowing my mind, yon wrong me. Master Fenton. 70 

[JBbmmi J%v*» Afll., tmd SUm. 

Quick. Speak to Mistress Page. 

Fent. Good Mistress Page, for that I love your daag^ter 
In sach a righteous &shion as I do, 
Perforce, against all checks, rehokes and manners, 
I most advance the colours of my love 
And not retire : let me have your good wilL 

Anne. Good mother, do not many me to yond fooL 

Mrs. Page. I mean it not ; I seek you a better husband* 

Quiek. That 's my master. Master Doctor. 

Anne. Alas, I had rather be set quick i' th' earth 80 

And bc^l'd to death with turnips ! 

Mrs. Page. Come, trouble not yourself. Good Master 
Fenton, 
I will not be your friend nor enemy : 
My dauriiter will I question how she loves yon, 
And as I find her, so am I affected. 
Till then farewell, sir : she must needs go in ; 
Her father will be angry. 

Fent. Farewell, genUe mistress : farewell, Nan. 

[Sxammi Mf. AftcMl Jmm. 

QtUch. This is my doing, now : ** Nay," said I, " will you 
cast away your child on a f m>1, and a physician ? Look cm Mas- 
ter Fenton : " this is my doing. 91 

Fent. I thank thee ; and I pray thee, once to-night 
GKve mv sweet Nan this ring : there 's for thy pains. 

Quu^, Now heaven send thee good fortune I lExU Fenton.'] 
A Idnd heart he hath : a woman would run through fire and 
water for such a kind heart But yet I would my master had 
Mistress Anne; or I would Master Slender had her; or, in 
sooth, I would Master Fenton had her : I will do what I can for 
them all three ; for so I have promis'd, and 1 11 be as good as 
my word ; but speciously for Master Fenton. Well, I must of 
another errand to Sir John Falstaff £rom my two mistresses : 
what a beast am I to slack it ! iJSni 
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ScBKB V. A room in the Gorier Inn, 
Aii«r jAunAww tmd BAiBom. 

FoL Baidolph, I saj, — 

Bard. Here, sir. 

Fal. Gro fetch me a quart of sack ; put a toast in 't. {^ExU 
Bard,'] Have I lived to be carried in a basket, like a barrow of 
batcher's o£Eal, and to be thrown in the Thames ? Well, if I be 
serv'd such another trick, I 'U have mj brains ta'en oat and but- 
ter'd, and give them to a dog for a new-year's gift Tlie rogues 
slighted me into the river with as little remorse as thej would 
have drown'd a blind bitch's puppies, fifteen i' th' litter : and jou 
may know by my size that I have a kind of alacrity in sinking ; 
if the bottom were as deep as hell, I shoald down. I had been 
dxown'dy bat that the shore was shalvy and shallow, — a death 
that I abhor ; for the water swells a man ; and what a thing 
shoald I have been when I had been swell'd I I shoald have 
been a moontain of mummy. 

Rt-4mi4r Babmitb, wiik Mdk. 

Bard. Here 's Mistress Quickly, sir, to speak with you. 

FaL Come, let me pour in some sack to the Thames water ; 
for my belly 's as oold as if I had swallow'd snowballs for pills 
to eod the reins. Call her in. 

Bard. Come in, woman ! 20 

Atfir MlSTBMt (^mCMLl. 

Quick. By your leave ; I cry you mercy : give your worship 
good morrow. 

Fed. Take away these chalices. Go brew me a posset of sack 
finely. 

Bard. With eggs, sir ? 

Fed. Simple of itself ; 1 11 no pullet«perm in my brewage. 
lExU Barddph.'] How now! 

Quick. Marry, sir, I come to your worship from Mistresa 
Ford. 

FaL Mistress Ford ! I have had ford enough ; I was thrown 
into the ford ; I have my belly full of ford. 31 

Quick. Aks the day I good heart, that was not her fault : 
aha does so take on with her men ; they mistook their erection. 

FaL So did I mine, to build upon a foolish woman's promise. 

Quick. Well, she laments, sir, for it, that it would yearn 
your heart to see it Her husband goes this morning a-biiding; 

• a Uhtd kUek'^M ^mp^Us. Not ImproUblj than If a tnnfpodtion hart, utd w» 
•hoald rMd, a Mtoh'n blind irapplM. ' ^. ^ ^. .^^ 

w«f . Tha old Mwtaa baTo Mttto, for whiah potMtt ulghl ba aaiUj nMilMB. 
■Impljataany wliia,aiidiiotabi«waca; aMOk potiat wai a oonaMB nmtdj 
laMftwandaiporafa; Bonovar, a pottk waa two qnavlt. 
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she desires yoa once more to come to her between eight and 
nine : I most carry her word quickly : she 'U make you amends, 
I warrant you. 39 

FdU Well, I will visit her : tell her so ; and bid her tliink 
what a man is : let her consider his fraihy» and then judge of 
my merit 

Quick. I will tell her. 

Fat. Do so. Between nine and ten, say*8t thou ? 

Quick, Eight and nine, sir. 

Fal. Well, be gone : I will not mass her. 

Quick. Peace be with yoo, sir. [JM. 

Fal. I marvel I hear not of Master Brook ; he sent me word 
to stay within : I like his money well. O, htae he comes. 

SiMr Fobs. 

Ford. Bless you, sir I 50 

Fal. Now, Master Brook, yon come to know what hath 
pass'd between me and Ford's wife ? 

Ford. That, indeed, Sir John, is my business. 

Fal. Master Brook, I will not lie to yon : I was at her house 
the hour she appointed me. 

Ford. And sped you, sir ? 

Fal. Very ill-^vouredly, Master Brook. 

Ford. How so, sir ? Did ishe change her determination ? 

Fal. No, Master Brook ; but the peaking comuto her hus- 
band, Master Brook, dwelling in a continual 'lamm of jealousy, 
comes me in the instant of our encounter, after we had em- 
brac'd, kiss'd, protested, and, as it were, spoke the prologue of 
our comedy ; and at his heels a rabble of his companions, thither 
proYok'd and instigated by his distemper, and, forsooth, to 
search his house for his wife's love. 

Ford. What, while you were there ? 

Fal. While I was there. 

Ford. And did he search for you, and could not find you ? 

FaL You shall hear. As good luck would have it, comes in 
one Mistress Page ; gives intelligence of Ford's approach ; and, 
in her invention and Ford's wife's distraction, they oonvey'd me 
into a buck-basket 

Ford. A buck-basket I 

Fal. By the Lord, a buck-basket ! ramm'd me in with foul 
shirts and smocks, socks, foul stockings, greasy napkins ; that, 
Master Brook, there was the rankest compound of viUanous 
smell that ever offended nostriL 

Ford. And how long lay you there ? 

Fal. Nay, you shall hear. Master Brook, what I have suf- 
f er'd to bring this woman to evil for your good. Beine thus 
cramm'd in the basket, a couple of Ford's knaves, his ninds. 
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were call'd foHli by &m mi at r e t e to euiy me in the name ci 
fool clothes to Datchet-lane : they took me on their shonlden ; 
met the jealona knave their master in the door, who ask'd them 
opce or twice what they had in their basket : I qnak'd for fear, 
lest the lunatic knave would haye search'd it ; but fate, ordain* 
ing he should be a cuckold, held his hand. Well : on went he 
for a search, and away went I for foul clothes. But mark the 
sequel, Master Brook : I suffered the pangs of three seyeral 
deaths ; first, an intolerable fri^t, to be detMted with a jealous 
rotten bell-weiher ; next, to be compass'd, like a good bilbo, in 
the circumference of a peek, hilt to point, heel to head ; and 
then, to be stopped in, like a strong distillation, with stinking 
dothes that fretted in tiieir own grease : think of that, — a man 
of my kidney, — think of that, — that am as subject to heat as 
butter ; a man of continual dissolution and thaw : it was a mir- 
acle to escape suffocation. And in the height of this bath, when 
I was more than half stewed in grease, like a Dutch dish, to be 
thrown into the Thames, and cmd'd, glowing hot, in that surge, 
like a horseshoe ; think of that, — hissing lM>t, — think of tlmt, 
Master Brook. loi 

Ford, In good sadness, sir, I am sorry that for my sake you 
haye suffered all this. My suit then is desperate ; you 'U under- 
take her no more ? 

Fed. Master Brook, I will be thrown into Etna, as I have 
been into Thames, ere I will leave her thus. Her husband is 
this morning gone a-birding : I have reeeiv'd from her another 
embassy of meeting ; 'twixt eight and nine Lb the hour, liaster 
Brook. 

Ford. T is past ei^t already, sir. no 

FaL Is it? I will then address me to my appointment. 
Come to me at your convenient leisure, and you shall know how 
I speed ; and the conclusion shall be crowned with your enjoy- 
ing her. Adieu. Ton shall have her. Master Brook; liaater 
Brook, you shall cuckold Ford. [Aft. 

FmL Hum! hal is this a vision? is tins a dream? do I 
deep? Master Ford, awake! awake. Master Fordi there's 
a hole made in your best coat, Master Ford. This 't is to be 
married ! this 't is to have linen and buck-baskets ! Well, I will 
proclaim myself what I am : I will now take the lecher ; he is 
at my house ; he cannot 'sci^m me ; 't is impossible he should ; 
he cannot creep into a halfpenny purse, nor into a pepper-box : 
but, lest the devil that guides bun should aid him, I will search 
impossible places. Though what I am I cannot avoid, yet to be 

Jikf a rood »t26#. A good Bilboftblad* mi^t btbaitpoiiiltohUt,aBdwaaM 
■S bftdk itn^ht aftfii. 
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what I would not bImU not make me tame : if I have home to 
make one mad, let the proverb go with me : I '11 be horn mad. 

ACT IV. 

ScxKB L A ttreei, 
B»ur miTUU Pa«b, Mutum Qdioklt. mud Wouam. 

Mrs, Fagt, Is he at Master Ford's already, think'st thou ? 

Quick, Sore he is by this, or will be presently : bat, tmly, 
he u very coorageons mad aboat his throwing into the water. 
Mistress Ford desires yon to eome suddenly. 

Mt%, Fage, 1 11 be with her by and by ; I '11 bat bring my 
young man here to schooL Look, where his master eomes ; 't ia 
a pUying-day, I see. 

Atfir So Boss Sf in. 

How now. Sir Hagh ! no school to-day ? 

EvanB, No ; Master Slender is let the boys leave to pUy. 

Quick, Blessing of his heart 1 lo 

Mrs, Page, Sir Hagh, my husband says my son profita 
nothing in tiie world at hk book. I pray yon, sysk him some 
questions in his accidence. 

Hvant, Come hither, William ; hold up your head ; eome. 

Mrs, Page, Come on, sirrah; hold up your head; answer 
ykmr master, be not afraid. 

Evans, William* how many numbers is in nouns ? 

WUL Two. 

Quick, Tmly, I thoi^^ht there had been one number more^ 
bMHise thcy^ say, *' 'Od 's nouns." ao 

Evans, Peace your tattlinga! What is <« fair," William ? 

Wm, PuUher. 

Quick, Polecats I there are ftdrer things than polecats, sure. 

Evans, Tou are a very simplicity 'oman : I pray you, peace. 
What is lapis, William ? 

WilL A stone. 

Evans, And what is << a stone,*' William ? 

WUL Apeeble. 

Evans, No, it is lapis : I pray you, remember in your prain. 

Win, Lapis, 30 

Evans, That is a good William. What is he, William, that 
does lend articles ? 

WUL Articles are borrowed of the pronoun, and be thus de* 
dined, SingtUariter, nominativOy hie, hcso^ hoe, 

Evans, NvntiwUwo, hig, hag, hog ; pray you, mark : geni 
iivo, hujus. Well, what u your accusative case ? 

WUL AeausaUvOf hinc. 
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JBvans, I pray yon, haye yoor remembrance, chfld ; aeeusa^ 
tivoy kwng^ ha/ngj hog. 

Quick. '' Hang-hog " u Latin for bacon, I warrant you. 40 

Evans, Leave yonr prabUes, 'oman. What is the locative 
case, William ? 

Will, O, — vocatiwfj 0. 

Evans. Remember, William ; f ocatiTe is caret. 

Quick. And that 'a a good root 

Evans. 'Oman, forbear. 

Mrs. Page. Peace I 

Evans. What u yoor genitive case plnral, William ? 

Will. Grenitive case ! 

Evans. Ay. 50 

Will. Genitive, horumy harwm, harum. 

Quick. Vengeance of Jinny's case ! fie on her ! never name 
her, child, if she be a whore. 

Evans. For shame, 'oman. 

Quick. Ton do ill to teach the child such words : he teaches 
him to hick and to hack, which they 11 do iast enoogh of them- 
selves, and to call '* horum : " && upon yon ! 

Evans. 'Oman, art thou lunatics ? hast thou no understand- 
ings for thy cases and the numbers of thy genders ? Thou art 
as foolish Christian creatures as I would desires. 60 

Mrs. "Page. Prithee, hold thjr peace. 

Evans. Show me now, William, some declensions of your 
pronouns. 

WiU. Forsooth, I have forgot 

Evans. It is quiy qucBy quod : if yon forget your quicSy jaar 
gutBSy and your qiwdSj you must be preeches. Gro your ways, 
ftod play ; go. 

Mrs. Page, He is a better scholar than I thought he was. 

Evans. He u a good sprag memory. Farewell, Mistress 
Page. 70 

Mrs. Page. Adieu, good Sir Hugh. [Exit Sir Hugh."] Get 
you home, boy. Come, we stay too long. [Ksuunt. 

ScBNB n. A room in Ford's house. 
Aitr r AUiAft «mI Mnniis ?<»». 

FoL Mistress Ford, your sorrow hath eaten up my suffer- 
ance. I see vou are obsequious in your love, and I profess re- 
quital to a hair's breadth ; not only, Mistress Ford, in the simple 
office of love, but in all the accoutrement, complement and cere* 
mony of it But are you sure of your husband now ? 

Mrs. Ford. He 's a-birding, sweet Sir John. 

« ifng = spcaek, qaiek, tmdj. 
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Mrs. Page. TWiMn.'] Wlmt, ho, »M8ip Ford! vlial» ho I 
Mrs. Ford. Step into the chamber, Sir John. [SxU Faitt^. 

JBntir MxitBsn Pa«i. 

Mrs. Page. How now, sweetheart ! who 'b at home bendes 
yourself ? lo 

Mrs. Ford. Why, none but mine own people. 
Mrs. Page. Indeed ! 

Mrs. Ford. No, certainly. [^Aside to her.'] Speak louder. 
Mrs. Page. Truly, I am so glad you have nobody here. 
Mrs. Ford. Why? 
Mrs. Page. Why, woman, your husband is in his old lunes 

r'n : he so takes on yonder with my husband ; so raib against 
married mankind ; so curses all Eve's daughters, of what 
complexion soever ; and so buffets himself on the forehead, cry- 
ing, '^ Peer out, peer out ! " that any madness I ever yet beheld 
seemed but tameness, civility and patience, to this his distemper 
he is in now : I am glad the fat knight is not here. 

Mrs. Ford. Why, does he talk of him ? 

Mrs. Page. Of none but him ; and swears he was canned 
out, the last time he searched for him, in a basket ; protests to 
my husband he is now here, and hath drawn him and the rest 
of their company from their sport, to make another experiment 
of his suspicion : but I am glad the knight is not here ; now he 
shall see his own f ooleiy. 

Mrs. Ford. How near is he, Mistress Page ? 30 

Mrs. Pa^e. Hard by ; at street end ; he will be here anon. 

Mrs. Ford. I am undone ! The knight is here. 

Mrs. Pa^e. Why then you are utterly sham'd, and he 's but 
a dead man. What a woman are you ! — Away with him, away 
¥ath him ! better shame than murther. 

Mrs. Ford. Which way should he go ? how should I bestow 
him ? Shall I put him into the basket again ? 

Re-tuter JhUftAFW, 

FaJL No, I 'U come no more i' th* basket May I not go out 
ere he come ? 39 

Mrs. Page. Alas, three of Master Ford's brothers watch the 
door with pistols, that none shall issue out ; otherwise you might 
slip away ere he came. But what make you here ? 

FaL What shall I do ? 1 11 creep up into the chimney. 

Mrs. Ford. There they always use to discharge their birding- 
pieces. Creep into the loll-hole. 

FaL Where is it? 

Mrs. Ford. He will seek there, on my word. Neither press, 
coffer, chest, trunk, well, vault, but he hath an abstract for the 
remembrance of such places, and goes to them by his note : there 
is no hiding you in the house. 50 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



Sena ILI THB MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR 169 

Fal. Ill go ont then. 

Mrs. Fage. If yon go oat in your own semUanoey yon die. 
Sir John. Unless yon go oat disgoia'd — 

Mr$. Ford. How might we di4;oise him ? 

Mrs. Page. Alas the day, I know not ! There is no woman's 
gown big enough for him ; otherwise he might put on a hat, a 
mnffler and a kerchief, and so escape. 

FaL Good hearts, devise something : any extremity raliher 
tihan a mischief. 

Mrs. Ford. My maid's annt, the &t woman of Brentford, has 
a gown above. 6i 

Mrs. Fage. On my word, it will serve him ; she 's aa big as 
he is : and there 's her thramm'd hat and her muffler too. Bon 
ap, Sir John. 

Mrs. Fcrd. Go, go, sweet Sir John : Mistress Page and I 
will look some linen for yoor head. 

Mrs. Page. Qaick, quick ! we '11 ocnne dress you straight : 
pat on the gown the whHe. {BeIU w^juuiff. 

Mrs. Ford. 1 would my husband woold meet him in this 
shape : he cannot abide the old woman of Brentford ; he swears 
she 's a witch ; forbade her my house and hath threat'ned to 
heather. 

Mrs. Fotge. Heaven guide him to thy husband's codgel, and 
the devil guide his cudgel afterwards I 

Mrs. Ford. But is my husband coming ? 

Mrs. Fugs. Ay, in good sadness, is he ; and talks of the 
basket too, howsoever he hath had intelligence. 

Mrs. Ford. We'll try that; for I'U appoint my men to 
carry the basket again, to meet him at the door with it, as they 
did last time. 8o 

Mrs. Fags. Nay, but he 'U be here presently : let 's go dress 
him like the witch oli Brentford. 

Mrs. Ford. I '11 first direct my men what they shall do with 
the basket. Gro up ; I 'U bring linen for him straight [Bnu 

Mrs. Fags. Hang him, dishonest varlet I we cannot misuse 
nun enouini. 

We 'U leave a proof, by that which we will do. 
Wives may be meny, and yet honest too : 
We do not act that often jest and laugh ; 89 

T is old, but true. Still swine eat all the draff. [£rti. 

1U-«Uv Mimssi rovB wM two Senranto. 

Mrs. Ford. Go, sirs, take the basket again on your shoulders : 
vour master is hard at door ; if he bid you set it down, obey 
him : quickly, dispatch* [-&mi 

« tkntmm^d kta: a hat nada of fehnuDi or wooUwaaT«r*B l«aTloga. Thli ftt womaa 
of Brratford ■mibs to hara baan a rial and vaU^known pvnonaga, whoaa naiM wai 
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First Serv* Comey 000169 take it up. 

See. Serv. Pntj keayen H be not fall of knight again. 

First Serv. I hope not ; I had as lief bear so much lead. 

Buitr ffou, Paoi, Suuow, Cinm, and Sn Hosh Staxs. 

Ford. Ajf bat if it prove true. Master Page, have 70a any 
way then to nnf ool me again ? Set down the basket, villain ! 
Somebody call my wife. Tenth in a basket ! O yon panderly 
rascals ! there 's a knot, a ging, a pack, a conspiracy mdnst 
me : now shall the devil be sham'd. What, wife, I say ! Come, 
come forth! Behold what honest clothes you send forth to 
bleaching! 

Fa^e. Why, thb passes, Master Ford ; you are not to go 
loose any Ic^er ; you must be pinion'd. 

Evans. Why, this is lunatics ! this is mad as a mad dog! 

ShaL Indeed, Master Ford, this is not well, indeed. 

Ferd, So say I too, sir. 

BB-miUf XimuM roio. 
Come hither. Mistress Ford ; Mistress Ford, the honest woman, 
the modest wife, the virtuous creature, that hath the jealous fool 
to her husband ! I suspect without cause, mistress, do I ? m 

Mrs. Ford. Heaven be my vdtness you do, if you suspect me 
in any dishonesty. 

Fmrd. Well said, brasen-face! hdd it out Come forth, 
sirrah! {FummgdnkMrnu^thMhaikiL 

Fage. This passes ! 

Mrs. Ford. Are you not asham'd ? let the clothes alone. 
• Ford. I shall find you anon. 

Evans. Tis unreasonable! Will 3^oa take up your wife's 
clothes ? Come away. 120 

Ford. EmptyUie basket, I say I 

Mrs. Ford. Why, man, why r 

Ford. Master Page, as I am a man, there was one convey'd 
out of my house yesterday in this basket : why may not he be 
there again ? In my house I am sure he is : my intelligence is 
true ; my jealousy is reasonable. Pluck me out all the linen. 

Mrs. Ford. If you find a man there, he shall die a flea's 
death. 

Page. Here 's no man. 

SJud. By my fidelity, this is not well, Master Ford ; this 
wrongfs you. 131 

Evans. Master Ford, you must pray, and not follow the 
imaginations of vour own heart : this is jealousies. 

Ford. Well, he 's not here I seek for. 

Page. No, nor nowhere else but in your brain. 

Ford. Help to search my house this one tune. If I find not 
what I seek, show no colour for my extremity ; let me forever 
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be TOUT taUe-«port; let them say of me, '^ As jealous as Ford, 
that search'd a hollow walnut for hu wife's leman." Satisfy 
me once more ; once more search with me. 140 

Mrs, FanL What, ho, Mistress Page I come von and the old 
woman down ; my husband will come into the chamber. 

Ford, Old woman ! what old woman 's that ? 

Jfrs. FbnL Why, it is my maid's aont of Brentford. 

Ford, A witch, a qaean, an old cozening quean ! Have I not 
forbid her my house r She comes of errands, does she ? We 
are simple men ; we do not know what 's brought to pass under 
the profession of fortune-telling. She works by charms, by 
spells, by the figure, and such daubery as this is, beyond our 
clement : we know nothing. Come down, you witch, you hag, 
you ; come down, I say ! 151 

Mtm, Ford, Nay, good, sweet husband! Good gentlemen, 
let him not strike the old woman. 

tU-«mUr riLRAft m wommn's ehtkds, amd XifniM Pa«. 

Mrs, Foffe. Come, Mother Prat ; come, give me your hand. 

Ford, 1 11 prat her. [BeaUnd^ Mm.'] Chit of my door, yon 
witch, you hag, you baggage, you polecat, you ronyon I out, out ! 
1 11 ecmjure you, 1 11 fortune-tell you. [ Jbd t^ut^. 

Mr$, Page, Are you not asham'd ? I think you haye kill'd 
the poor woman. 

Mr», Ford, Nay, he will do it T is a goodly credit for 
you. 161 

Ford, Hang her, witeh ! 

BvanB, By yea and no, I think the 'oman is a witch indeed : 
I like not when a 'oman hiss a great peard ; I spy a great peard 
under his muffler. 

Ford, Will you follow, gentlemen ? I beseech you, follow ; 
see but the issue of my jealousy : if I cry out thus upon no trail, 
never trust me when I open again. 

Pc^e, Let *B obey his humour a little further : come, gentle- 
men. [Jfca n w l F9rd, Fagt, SkoU, Omu, €md S0a$u, 

Mr9,Page, Trust me, he beat him most pitifully. 171 

Mr9, Fcrd, Nay, by the mass, that ho did not ; he beat him 
most unpitifuDy , methougbt 

Mn, Page. 1 11 have the eudgel hallowed and hung o'er the 
ahar ; it hath done meritorious service. 

Mrs, Ford, What think you ? may we, with the warrant of 
womanhood and the witness of a good conscience, pursue him 
with any further revenge ? 

Mrs, Page, The spirit of wantonness is, sure, scar'd out of 
him : if the devil have him not in f ee«imple, with fine and re- 

Itmtm = loTtr, bat most orauBonly applied to th* wmnui ; p wu wu iwd Mm mm. 
/kf^HmpUf Jtm amd neov«rf^ wmsu : im tMiu, th« flnt • Jipt tw ia g th» ooa p to t ti t 
MioB, ud UM NooBd tiM ttooBgisI tMOfMiM M to gnwiwlnii ci tmX cttoto. 
11 
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covery, he wiU nerer, I think, in the way of wastei attempt u 
i^ain. 

Mrs. Ford. Shall we tell our huBhaada how we have seiT*d 
hun? 

Mr$. Page. Tes, by all means ; if it be bat to scrape the 
figures out of jonr husband's brains. If they ean find in their 
hearts the poor unvirtuous fat knight shall be any farther a£- 
flictedf we two will stiQ be the ministers. 

Mrs. Ford. I '11 warrant they 'U have him pablidy sham'd : 
and methinks there would be no period to the jest, should he 
not be publicly sham'd. 

Mrs. Page. Come, to the forge with it then ; shape it : I 
would not lutre things oooL [Abnmi. 

ScsNB III. A room in the Garter Inn. 

XnUr Bon €md Babdolpe. 

Bard. Sir, the Germans desire to have three of your hones : 
the duke himself will be to^norrow at court, and they are going 
to meet him. 

Host. What duke should liiat be comes so secretly ? I hear 
not of him in the court Let me speak with the gentlemen : 
they speak English ? 

Bard. Ay, sir ; I '11 call them to yoa. 

Host. They shall have my horses ; but 1 11 make them pay ; 
1 11 sauce them : they have had my house a week at command ; 
I have tnm'd away my other guests : they must come oil ; I '11 
I them. Come. [i 



SoBNB ly. A room in FoRD*8 house. 
Bmur Pa«, Fou, MisnMi Pasb, Mutum Voed, and Sui Hu«h Staiti. 

Evans. T is one of the best discretiona of a 'oman as ever 
I did look upon. 

Page. And did he send yon both these letters at an instant ? 

Mrs. Page. Within a quarter of an hour. 

Ford. Pardon me, wife. Henceforth do what thou wilt ; 
I rather will suspect the sun with cold 
Than thee with wantonness : now doth thy honour standi 
In him that was of late an heretic^ 
As firm as faith. 

Page. *T is well, 't is well ; no more : 

Be not as extreme in submission ic 

Aa in offence. 

# 

t tk» Otrmtuu, This paM«g0 probablj ntei to tlia rUit of a Count Mnmpltftft to 
WiBdMr lA IMS. 
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But let our plot go forward : let our wives 
Tet once again, to make ub public sport, 
Appoint a meeting with this old faX fellow, 
T'Hiere we may take him and disgrace him for it. 

Ford. There is no better way than that they spoke of. 

Fdge. How ? to send him word they 11 meet him in the park 
at midnight ? Fie, fie I he '11 never come. 

Evans. You say he has been thrown in the riyers and has 
been grievously peaten as an old 'oman : methinks there should 
be terrors in lum that he should not come ; methinks his flesh is 
punish'd, he shall have no desires. 22 

Pctge. So think I too. 

Mrs. Ford. Devise but how you 11 use him when he comes, 
And let us two devise to bring him thither. 

Mrs. Page. There is an old tale goes that Heme the hunter, 
Sometime a keeper here in Windsor forest. 
Doth all the winter-time, at still midnight, 
Walk round about an oak, with great ragg'd horns ; 
And there he blasts the tree, and takes Uie cattle 30 

And makes milch-kine yield blood, and shakes a chain 
In a most hideous and dreadful manner : 
Tou have heard of such a spirit, and well you know 
The superstitious idle-headed eld 
Received and did deliver to our age 
This tale of Heme the hunter for a trath. 

Pa^e. Why, yet there want not many that do fear 
In deep of night to walk by this Heme's oak : 
But what of ttkis ? 

Mrs. Ford. Marry, this is our device ; 

That Falstaff at that oak shall meet with us, 40 

Disgnis'd like Heme, with huge horns on his head. 

Pa^e. Well, let it not be doubted but he 11 come : 
And in this shape when you have brought him thither, 
What shall be done with him ? what is your plot ? 

Mrs. Pago. That likewise have we thought upon, and thus : 
Nan Page my daughter and my little son 
And thi«e or four more of their growth we 11 dress 
lake urchins, ouphes, and fairies, green and white, 
With rounds of waxen tapers on their heads, 
And rattles in their hands : upon a sudden, 50 

As Falstaff, she and I, are newly met, 
Let them from forth a sawpit rush at once 
With some diffused song : upon their sight, 
We tfro in great amazedness will fly : 

•• laiM=b«witolMP. 

M mqiAm =•!▼•■, gobllM. 
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Then let tfaem all encircle him aboat 
And, ^iiT-like, to-pinch the unclean knight, 
And ask nim why, that hour of faiiy revely 
In their so sacred paths he dares to tread 
In shape profane. 

Mrs. Ford. And till he tell the tmth, 
Let the supposed fairies pinch him sound 60 

And bum him with their tapers. 

Mrs. Fage. The truth being known. 

We 'U all present ourselves, dia-hom the spirit, 
And mock him home to Windsor. 

Ford. The children must 

Be practised well to this, or they 11 ne'er do 't 

Svans. I will teach the children their behayiours ; and I will 
be like a jack«4ui-apes also, to bum the knight with mj taber. 

Ford. That will be excellent. 1 11 go and buy dlMn vizards. 

Mrs. Ftige. My Nan shall be the queen of all the fairies. 
Finely attirad in a robe of white. 69 

Fage. That silk will I go buy. [Aside.'] And in that trim 
Shall Master Slender steal my Nan away 
And many her at Eton. Go send to Falstaff straight 

Fcrd. Nay, 1 11 to him again in name of Brodc : 
He 11 teU me all his purpose : sure, he 11 come. 

Mrs. Page. Fear not you that Go get us properties 
And tricking for our faines. 

Evans. Let us about it : it is admirable pleasures and f ery 
honest knaveries. [Ammi a^i, Ford, mud Amm*. 

Mrs. Fage. Go, Mistress Ford, 79 

Send quickly to Sir John, to know his mind. [&»( J^. Wmd. 

1 11 to the doctor : he hath my good will. 
And none but he, to many with Nan Page. 
Hiat Slender, though well landed, is an idiot ; 
And he my husband best of all affects. 
The doctor is well money'd, and his friends 
Potent at court : he, none but he, shall have her. 
Though twenty thousand worthier come to crave her. [ JMr. 

SCBNE V. A room in the Oarter Inn. 
Aiicr Hon Mitf Bavu. 

Hose. What wouldst thou have, boor? what, thick-ddn? 
speak, breathe, discuss; brief, short, quick, snap. 

Sim. Marry, sir, I come to speak with Sir John Falstaff 
from Master Slender. 

Host. There 's his chamber, his house, his castle, his stand* 

•• t9i>i$tek: thai In, pl&eh, omtbIt ; a form bow obtolole, bat o om moa in 8.*B daj. 
v* m that trim, Tho folio bai " In that itiiu/* whtoh ia Just poMlbly oot a aUapriat 
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ing-bed and trackle-bed ; 't is painted aboat with the story of 
the Prodigal, fresh and new. Go knock and call ; he '11 speak 
like an Anthzopophaginian unto thee : knock, I say. 

Sim. There 's an old woman, a fkt woman, gone up into his 
chamber : 1 11 be so bold as stay, sir, till she come down ; I 
come to speak with her, indeed. ii 

HosL Ha ! a fat woman ! the knight may be robb'd : I H 
calL Bnlly knight I bully Sir John ! speak from thy longs 
military : art thou there ? it is thine host, thine Ephesian, cal^ 

FaL [Above,'] How now, mine host ! 

JTos^ Here 's a Bohemian-Tartar tarries the coming down of 
thy fat woman. Let her descend, bully, let her descend ; my 
chambers are honourable : fie ! privacy r fie ! 

Alter FAUTAPr. 

FaL There was, mine host, an old &t woman even now with 
me ; but she 's gone. 20 

Sim. Fray you, sir, was 't not the wise woman of Brent- 
ford? 

FaiL Ay, many, was it, mussel-^hell : what would you with 
her? 

Sim. My master, sir, Master Slender, sent to her, seeing her 
go through the streets, to know^ sir, whether one Nym, sir, that 
begnil'd him of a chain, had the chain or no. 

Fid. I spake with the old woman about it 

Svnu And what says she, I pray, sir ? 

F<iL Marry, she says that the very same man that beguil'd 
Master Slender of hu chain cozen'd hxm of it ji 

Sim. I would I could have spoken with the woman herself ; 
I had odier things to have spoken with her too from him. 

FaL What are they ? let us know. 

HosL Ay, come ; quick. 

Sim. I may not conceal them, sir. 

HosL Conceal them, or thou diest 

Sim^ Why, sir, they were nothing but about Mistress Anne 
F^; to know \i it were my master's fortune to have her 
oir no. 40 

FaL Tis, 'tis Us fortune. 

Sim. What, sir? 

Fal. To have her, or no. Go ; say the woman told me so. 

Sim. May I be bold to say so, sir ? 

FaZ. Ay, sir ; like who more bold ! 

Sim. I thank your worship : I shall make my master glad 
with these tidings. {MkU, 

Host. Thou art clerkly, thou art clerkly. Sir John. Was 
there a wise woman with thee ? 49 

^ Uhi wk» man bMt A eolloquftil •ictow^tion, maulnff, vho !• Ulu to b« mon 
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F(U. Ay, that there "waa, mine host ; one that hath taught 
me more wit than ever I learned before in my life ; and I paid 
nothing for it neither, hot was paid for my learning. 

Bmttr Basdolfb. 

Bard. Oat, alas, sir ! cozenage, mere cozenage. 

Host. Where be my horses ? speak well of them, varletto. 

Bard. Ran away with the cozeners ; for so soon as I came 
beyond Eton, they threw me off from behind one of them, in a 
sloagh of mire ; and set spars and away, like three German 
devils, three Doctor Faastases. 

ffost They are gone bat to meet the doke, villain : do not 
say they be fled ; (^rmans are honest men. 60 

BMtr 8a HosB Xtahb. 

JSvans. Where is mine host ? 

jETos^. What is the matter, sir ? 

JSvans. Have a care of your entertainments : there is a friend 
of mine come to town, tells me there is three cozen-germans that 
has cozen'd all the hosts of Readins, of Maidenhead, of Cole- 
brook, of horses and money. I tell yoa for good will, look yoa : 
yoa are wise and fall of gibes and vloating<tocks, and 't is not 
convenient yoa shoald be cozened. Fare yoa welL [£ai. 

BmUr DooroE GAioa. 

Caius. Vere is mine host de Jarteer ? 

Host. Here, Master Doctor, in perplexity and doubtfal di- 
lemma. 71 

Caius. I cannot tell vat is dat : but it is tell-« me dat yoa 
make grand preparation for a dake de Jamany : by my trot, 
dere is no dnke dat de coart is know to come. I tell yoa for 
goodvill: adieu. ISxu. 

Host. Hae and cry, villain, go ! Assist me, knight I am 
undone ! Fly, ran, hue and cry, villain I I am undone ! 

iBxnmt Hon und BmdL 

FoL I would all the world might be cozen'd ; for I have been 
cozen'd and beaten too. If it should come to the ear of the 
court, how I have been transformed and how my transformation 
hath been wash'd and cudgell'd, they would melt me oat of my 
fat drop by drop and liquor fishermen's boots with me : I waiv 
rant they would whip me with their fine wits till I were as crest- 
fallen as a dried pear. I never prosper'd since I forswore my- 
self at primero. Well, if my wind were but long enough to say 
my prayers, I would repent 

BitUr MXITBISB (hmSLT. 

Now, whence come you ? 

Quick. From the two parties, forsooth. 

FaZ. The devil take one party and his dam the other ! and 
so they shall be both bestowed. I have soffer'd more for theii 
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Bakes, more than the TiDanoiui inconfltancy of man's disposition 
b able to bear. 

Quick. And have not they suffered ? Tes, I warrant ; spe- 
eiously one of them ; Mistress Ford, good heart, is beaten black 
and blue, that yon cannot see a white spot about her. 

FcU. What tellest thoa me of black and blue ? I was beaten 
myself into all the oolonrs of the rainbow ; and I was like to be 
apprehended for the witch of Brentford : but that my admirar 
ble dexterity of wit, my counterfeiting the action of an old wo- 
man, deliyer'd me, the knave constable had set me i' the stocks, 
i' th' common stodcs, for a witch. loi 

Quick. Sir, let me speak with yon in your chamber : you 
shall hear how things go; and, I warrant, to your contenL 
Here is a letter will say somewhat Good hearts, what ado 
here is to bring you together ! Sure, one of you does not serve 
heaven well, that you are so cross'd. 

FaL Come up into my chamber. [Sxtmi. 

ScsNB VI. Another roam in the Garter Inn. 
Mmter Fnrroir imd Hon. 

Host. Master Fenton, talk not to me ; my mind is heavy : I 
win give over alL 

F&nt. Tet hear me speak. Assist me in my purpose, 
And, as I am a gentleman, 1 11 give thee 
A hundred pound in gold more than your loss. 

ffost. I will hear you, Master Fenton ; and I will at the least 
keep your counsel. 

Fent. From time to time I have acquainted you 
With the dear love I bear to fair Anne Page ; 
Who mutually hath answer'd my affection, lo 

So ha forth as herself might be her chooser. 
Even to my wish. I have a letter from her 
Of such contents as you will wonder at ; 
The mirth whereof so larded with my matter, 
That neither singly can be manifested. 
Without the show of both ; fat Falstaff 
Hath a great scene : the image of the jest 
1 11 show you here at laree. Hark, good mine host 
To-nig^t at Heme's oak, just 'twixt twelve and one. 
Must my sweet Nan present the Fairy Queen ; 90 

The purpose why, is here : in which disguise. 
While odier jests are something rank on foot. 
Her father hath conmianded her to slip 
Away with Slender and with him at Eton 
Immediately to marry : she hath consented : 
Now, sir, 
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Her mo&er, ever strong against that matcli 

And firm for Doctor Caios, hath appointed 

That he shall likewise shuffle her away, 

While other sports are tasking of their minds, 30 

And at the deanery, where a priest attends, 

Straight marry her : to this her mother's plot 

She seemingly obedient likewise hath 

Made promise to the doctor. Now, thus it rests : 

Her father means she shall be all in white, 

And in that habit, when Slender sees his time 

To take her by the hand and bid her go, 

She shall go with him : her mother hSk intended, 

The better to denote her to the doctor, 

For they most all be masked and Tizarded, 40 

That quaint in green she shall be loose enrobed, 

With ribands pendent, flaring nboixt her head ; 

And when the doctor spies his vantage ripe, 

To pinch her by the huid, and, on that token, 

The maid hath given consent to go with him. 

Hast, Which means she to deceive, father or mother ? 

FetU, Both, my good host, to go along wifli me : 
And here it rests, that you 11 procure the vicar 
To stay for me at church 'twrzt twelve and one, 
And, in the lawful name of marrying, ^ 

To give our hearts united ceremony. 

Hast Well, husband your device ; 1 11 to the vicar: 
Bring yon the maid, you shall not lack a priest. 

Fent. So shall I evermore be bound to thee ; 
Besides, 1 11 make a present recompense. 



ACT V. 

SoBinB I. A room in the Oarter Inn. 
BHUr TusTAfp and Unman QvidUT. 

FoL Prithee, no mere prattling ; go. 1 11 hold. Tins is the 
third time ; I hope good luck lies in odd numbers. Away I go* 
They say tiiere is £vini1^ in odd numbers, either in nativity, 
chance, or death. Away I 

QtUck. I *11 provide you a chain ; and I H do what I can to 
get you a pair of horns. 

FaZ. Away, I say; time wears: hold up your head, and 

mince. iSat Mn. QmcUp^ 

SiUer TOK]>. 

How now. Master Brook ! Master Brook, the matter will be 

n tmiud unmomf = ceranonlons ankm : out of S.*i reeklMi, but pMtly anoouiOioiili 
^•rfenioM and inrenioiu lor rhythm** iak«. 
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known Unnighty or nerer. Be 70a in the pork about midnight, 
at Heme's oak, and yon shall see wonders. n 

Ford. Went 70a not to her yesterday, sir, as yon told me 
yon had appointed ? 

Fal. I went to her, Master Brook, as you see, like a poor old 
man : bat I came from her, Master Brook, like a poor old wo- 
man. That same knave Ford, her husband, hath the finest mad 
devil of jealousy in him, Master Brook, that ever governed 
frenzy. I will tell you : he beat me mevoosly, in the shape of 
a woman ; for in the shape of man. Master Brook, I fear not 
Gk>liath with a weaver's beam ; because I know also life is a 
shutde. I am in haste ; go along with me : I 'U tell you all, 
Master Brook. Since I pluck'd geese, play'd truant and whipped 
top, I knew not what 't was to be beaten till lately. Follow 
me : I 'U tell you strange things of this knave Ford, on whom to- 
night I will be revenged, and I will deliver his wife into your 
lumd. Follow. Strange things in hand, Master Brook ! Fol- 
low. 



80BNB II. Winditor Park. 
BnUr Paoi, Shallow, tm4 Slivdib. 

Page. Come, come ; we 11 couch i' the castle-ditch till we see 
the light of our fairies. Remember, son Slender, my daughter. 

Sl&i* Ay, forsooth ; I have spoke with her and we lutve a 
nay-word how to know one ano&er : I come to her in white, 
and eiy '^ mum ; '* she cries ^^ budget ; " and by that we know 
one another. 

S?ud. That 's mod too : but what needs either your ^' mum " 
or her ^^ budget " r the white will decipher her weU enough. It 
halih stmek ten o'clock. 9 

Po^e. The night ie dark ; light and spirits will become it 
welL Heaven prosper our sport 1 No man means evil but the 
devil, and we shall know him by his horns. Let 's away ; fol- 
low me. (i 



SCBKE ni A street leading to the Park. 
Xnur Mnnm Paai, Mistuss Tow, «iui Doctob Onus. 

Mrs. Pctge. Master Doctor, my daughter is in green : when 
you see your time, take her by the hand, away with her to the 
deanery, and dispatch it quickly. Go before into the park : we 
two must go together. 

CaiiM. I know vat I have to do. Adieu. 

Mrs, Page. Fare you well, sir. \^ExU CotiM.] My husband 
will not rejoice so much at the abuse of Falstaff as he will chafe 
at the doctor's marrying my daus^hter : but 't is no matter ; bet- 
ter a little chiding than a great Kesl of heart-break. 
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Mrs. Ford. Where is Nan now and her troop of fairies, and 
the Welsh deyil Hugh ? n 

Mrs. Page. They are all couoh'd in a pit hard hy Heme's 
oak, with ohscor'd lights ; which, at the vexy instant of Fal- 
staff's and our meeting, they will at once display to the night. 

Mrs. Ford. That cannot choose bat amace him. 

Mrs. Fags. If he be not amaz'd, he will be mock'd ; if he 
be amaz'd, he will evexy way be mock'd. 

Mrs. Ford. We '11 betray him finely. 

Mrs. Fago. Against sach lewdsters and their leehexy 
Those that betr^ them do no treachery. ao 

Mrs. Ford. The hour draws on. To the oak, to the oak I 

SCWB IV. Windsor Park. 
BiKUr 8b Huwi Btavs, diagmUtd^ wiik akvg a$ FmHu. 

Evans. Trib, trib, fairies ; come ; and remember yonr parts : 
be pold, I pray yon ; follow me into the pit; and when I give 
the watch-'ords, do as I pid yon : come, come ; trib, trib. 

[JbMiiit. 

SoKNB y. Another part of the Park. 
E»t§r f ▲UTivr, dUgmtrnd at Hmu. 

Fal, The Windsor bell hath stnick twelve ; the minute draws 
on. Now, the holrblooded gods assist me ! Remember, Jove, 
thou wast a boll for thy Enropa ; love set on thy horns. O pow- 
erful love ! that, in some respects, makes a beast a man, in some 
other, a man a beast You were also, Jupiter, a swan for the 
love of Leda. O omnipotent Love ! how near the god drew to 
the complexion of a goose ! A fault done first in the form of a 
beast O Jove, a beastly fatult I And then another fault in the 
semblance of a fowl ; think on 't, Jove ; a foul fault 1 When 
gods have hot backs, what shall poor men do ? For me, I am 
here a Windsor stag; and the fattest, I think, i' th' forest Send 
me a cool rulrtime, Jove, or who can blame me to piss my tal* 
low ? Who comes here ? my doe ? 

BhUt MxmiSB Fobs amd HunaaM Pach. 

Mrs. Ford. Sir Johnl art thou there, my de6r?*my male 
deer? 

Fal. My doe with the black scut ! Let the sky rain pota> 
toes ; let it thunder to the tune of Green Sleeves, hail kissing- 
comfits and snow eringoes ; let there come a tempest of provoca* 
tion, I will shelter me here. 

Mrs. Ford. Mistress Page is come with me, sweetheart 20 

M potat0$t^tHMg0tt. Both ttiMM loota won BvppoMd to bt pioroofttiTM to Ioyo ia4 
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Fal. Divide me like a Ivrib'd bnek, each a hannch : I will 
keep my sides to myself, my shoolden for the fellow of this 
^ralk, and my horns I bequeath your husbands. Am I a wood* 
man, ha ? Speak I like Heme the hunter? Why, now is Cupid 
a child of conscience ; he makes restitution. As I am a true 
spirit, welcome I {Nam wUkm, 

Mrs. Fage. Alas, what noise ? 

Mrs. Ford. Heaven forgive our sins ! 

FaL What should this be? 29 

Mrs. Ford. ) . , ,^ ^ 

Mrs. Page. \ ^^^^ *^y' [W^~^. 

FaL I think the devil will not have me damn'd, lest the oil 
that 's in me should set hell on fire ; he would never else cross 
me thus. 

Mutr SB Hmb Xriin, ditgmaed at btf^; rmot, at HobgMm; VanvtM QuiOKLT, 
AmiB Pa«i, amd otktrt, at Fiairits, %nth taptn. 

Quick. Fairies, black, grey, green, and white. 
Ton moonshine revellers, and shades of night, 
Ton orphan heirs of fixed destiny. 
Attend your office and your quality. 
Crier Hobgoblin, make the fairy dyes. 

PisL ^ves, hst your names ; sUence, you airy toys. 
Cricket, to Windsor chimneys shalt thou leap : 40 

Where fires thou find'st unrak'd and hearths unswept, 
There pinch the maids as blue as bilberry : 
Our radiant queen hates sluts and sluttery. 

Fal. They are fairies ; he that speaks to them shall die : 
1 11 wink and couch : no man their works must eye. 

[Utt dow% iqMii kujatt. 

Evans. Where 'sPede? Gro you, and where you find a maid 
That, ere she sleep, has thrice her prayers said, 
Rein up the organs of her fantasy ; 
Sleep die as sound as careless infancy : 

But those as sleep and think not on tiieir sins, 50 

Pinch them, arms, leks, backs, shoulders, sides and shins. 

Quick. About, about; 
Seflffch Windsor Castle, elves, within and out : 
Strew good luck, ouphes, on every sacred room : 
That it may stand tHl the perpetual doom, 
In state as wholesome as in state 't is fit, 
Worthy the owner, and the owner it 
The several chairs of order look you scour 

■ ahriV'dhiitk, J9h'6« h«rt is tii* old FraDoh word Mftct. ▲ bribod bnokWM om 
ml ap and dlTidod among MTeml pooplo. 

« JMn •ffixtd dgttmm : that if, Inharlton of a flzad dMttnr. 

M afM. thaeiTof ttwelaikofaooiirt: oldPr.ynMiiiBfibMrya: adi«jUab1a,biil 
hovt a moaoiyllabM, at Um rhjma sliowi. Tho CI171M of Um next two Uom waa panaeW 
Stnagt aa II omij min, hap f 



» waa pNoounead Up^ andnM^c, twtip. 
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With juioe of balm and every pieaoofl flower : 

Each nir iiiBtalineiit, coat, and aeveral crest, 60 

With loyal Uazon, evermore be blest ! 

And nightly, meadow-fairies, look you sing, 

Like to the Garter's compass, in a ring : 

The expressnre that it bears, green let it be, 

More fertile-fresh than all the field to see ; 

And " ffoni sait gwi nud y pense'* write 

In emerald tofts, flowers purple, bine, and white ; 

Like sapphire, pearl and rich embroidery. 

Buckled below fair knighthood's bending knee : 

Fairies use flowers for their charactexy. 70 

Away ; disperse: but tiU 'tis one o'clock, 

Oir dance of custom round about the oak 

Of Heme the hunter, let us not forget. 

Evam. Ttbj you, lock hant in hant ; yourselves in orter set ; 
And twenty glow-worms shall our lanterns pe. 
To guide our measure round apout the tree. 
But, stay ; I smell a man of middle-earth. 

FaL Heavens defend me from that Welsh hiryy lest he 
transform me to a piece of cheese ! 

Fiat Vile worm, thou wast o'erlook'd even in thy birth. 80 

Quick, With trial-flre touch me his finger-end : 
If he be chaste, the flame will back descesMl 
And turn him to no pain ; but if he start, 
It is the flesh of a corrupted heart. 

Fist. A trial, come. 

JEvana. Come, will this wood take fire ? 

[3%<y hwm kim with thtir taptn, 

Fal. 0h,0h,0hl 

Quick. Corrupt, corrupt, and tainted in desire ! 
About him, Juries $ sing a scornful rhyme ; 
And, as you trip, still pinch him to your time. 



Fie on ginfal fftntasy 1 90 

Fie on lost and laxory 1 

Last 18 bat ft bloody nre, 

Kindled with anchaste desire, 

Fed in heart, whose flames aspire 

As thoa^hts do blow them, higher and higher. 

Pinch him, fairies, mataallj ; 

Pinch him for his villany ; 
Pinch him, and born him, and turn him abont, 
Till candles and starlight and moonshine be oat. 

DmrinK this anng tkty pineh FAUTArr. Dootoe Caiui eomct on* way, mud timts t n o mi f • 
toy w frtm; 8i.ua>KB oitoiA^r way, amd takea 4^ a 6oy m wMitt; tmd Wtanon eomM 
amd stmi§ otpay Amri Paob. A noifM ofkimtmt( u k m r d wiikim M tk§ Fmkriu nm 
amnf, FiinAnfuUt off kit buckl's koad, a$ui nmt. 
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JBiMr Paoi, Foi», MtinuM Pam, and MitniM Fobs. 

Pa^e. Nay, do not fly ; I think we have watch'd you now : 
Will none but Hexne the hunter serve your turn ? ^ loi 

Mrs* Fag^ I pray you, come, hold up the jest no higher. 
Now, good Sir John, how like yon Windsor wives ? 
See yon these, hnafaaod ? do not these fairy oaks 
Become the forest better than the town ? 

Fwd. Now, sir, who 's a cuckold now? Master Brook, Fat 
staff 's a knave, a cqcholdly knave ; here are his horns, Master 
Brook : and. Master Brook, he hath enjoy'd nothing of Ford's 
but his buck-basket, his cudgel, and twenty pounds of money, 
which most be paid to Master Brook ; his horses are arrested 
for it, Master Brook. iii 

Mn. Ford* Sir John, we have had ill luck ; we could never 
meet I will never take you for my love again ; but I will al- 
wavv count yon my dees. 

FaL I do begin to perceive that I am made an ass* 

Ford. Ay, and an ox too : both die proofs are extant 

FdL And these are not fairies ? I was three or four times 
in the thoogfat diey were not Juries : and yet the guiltiness of 
my mind, the sudden surprise of my powers, drove the grossness 
of the foppery into a received belief in despite of the teeth of all 
rhyme and reason, that tbey were fairies. See now how wit 
may be made a JackrapLent, when 't is iq)on ill employment ! 

JSvans. Sir John Falstaff, serve Got, and leave your teaires, 
and fairies will not pinse you. 

Ford. Well said, fury Hugh. 

Evans* And leave your jeaLousiee toO| I pray you^ 

Fmrd. I will never mistrust my wife again, till thou art aUe 
to woo her in good English* 

FaL Have I laid my brain in the sun and dri'd it, that it 
wants matter to prevent so P^ms o'erreaching as this ? Am I 
ridden with a Welah goat too r shall I have a coxcomb of friese ? 
^ is time I were cliok'd with a jMece of toasted cheese. 

Evans* Seese is not good to give putter ; your belly is all 
putter. 

Fal* << Seese" and ''putter " ! have I liVd to stand at the 
taunt of one that makes fritters of English ? This is enough to 
be the decay of lust and late-walking turongh the realm. 

Mrs* Fags* Why, Sir John, do you think, thou^g^ we would 
have thrust virtue out of our hearts by the head and shoulders 
and have given ourselves without scrupLe to hell, that ever the 
devil could have made you our ddight ? 141 

FiJTd* What, ahodg^-pudding? abagof flax? 

Mi/afry Mlw. TiM folio liM »* fftir ytakm,^ in whleh fho y tMOU to lutYt bMB 
■hlftod ten Ibitirt wont ttttwiMoiid. Bntorwithiu tho paii^ !■ obMoxvb Mid 
■^ boMcnipl. 
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Mrs. Page. A pnff 'd man ? 

Pdige. Old, cokt wither'd and of intolerable «itrails ? 

Ford. And one that is as slanderonfl as Satan ? 

Page. And as poor as Job ? 

Ford. And as wicked as his wife ? 

Evans. And given to fornications, and to tarems and sack 
and wine and metheglins, and to triiJdngs and swearings and 
starings, pribblee and prabbles ? 150 

Fal. Well, I am your theme : yon have the start of me ; I 
am dejected ; I am not able to answer the Welsh flannel ; igno* 
ranee itself is a plummet o'er me : use me as you wilL 

Fcrd. Many, sir, we H bring von to Wincbor, to one Master 
Brook, that yon have cozen'd of money, to whom you should 
have been a pander : over and above tfaiat you have suffered, I 
think to repay that money will be a biting iSOiiction. 

Page. Tet be cheerful, knight : thou shalt eat a posset to* 
m^% at my house ; where I will desire thee to laugh at my 
wife, that now laughs at thee : tell her Master Slender hath 
married her daiu^ter. 161 

Mr$. Page. \A9idiA^ Doctors doubt that : if Anne Page be 
my daoghter, she is, by this. Doctor Cains' wife* 



SUn. Whoa, ho ! ho, father Page I 

Page. Son, how now ! how now, son I have you dispatched ? 

SUn. Dispatch'd ! I 'U make the best in Gkmcestershire 
know on 't ; would I were hang'd, la, else! 

Pa^e. Of what, son ? 

Sim. I came yonder at Eton to marry Mistress Anne Page, 
and die 's a great lubberlv boy. If it had not been i' th' chuzeh, 
I would have swing'd lum, or he should have swinged me. If 
I did not think it had been Anne Page, would I might never 
stir ! — and 't is a postmaster's boy. 

Page. Upon my life, then, you took the wrong. 

Sim. What need you tell me that? I think so, when I took 
a boy for a giri. If I had been married to him, for all he was 
in woman's apparel, I would not have had him. 

Page. Why, this is your own folly. Did not I tell yon how 
you should know my dauffhter by her garments ? 179 

Slen. I went to her m white, and cried '^mum," and she 
cried '< budget," as Anne and I had appointed ; and yet it was 
not Anne, but a postmaster's boy. 

Mre. Page. Good George, be not angiy : I knew of your 
purpose ; tum'd my dftughter into green ; and, indeed, she is 
now with the Doctor at the deanery, and there married. 

Alter Gim. 

Cairn. Yere is Mistress Page ? By gar, I am cosened : I 
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ha' married on gar9on9 a boy ; on paysan, by gar, a boy ; it is 
not Anne Page : by gar, I am oozened. 

Mrs. Fage. Why, did you take her in ereen ? 189 

Caius. Ay, by gar, and 't is a boy : by gar, 1 11 raise all 
Windsor. [EaeU. 

Ford, This is strange. Who hath got the right Anne ? 

Fofj^ My heart nusgives me : here eomes l&ster Fenton. 

BMtr rnmar and Amkm Pa«i. 

How now, Master Fenton ! 

Anne, Pardon, good father ! good my mother, pardon ! 

Fcige. Now, mistress, how chimce yoa went not with Master 
Slender? 

Mrs. Fage. Why went yoa not with Master Doctor, maid ? 

Fent, Ton do amaze her : hear the tmth of it 
Ton would have married her most shamefally, 200 

Where there was no proportion held in love. 
The tmth is, she and I, long since contracted, 
Are now so sure that nothing can dissolve us. 
The offence is holy that she hath conmiitted ; 
And this deceit loses the name of craft, 
Of disobedience, or nndnteoos title, 
Since therein she doth evitate and sfaon 
A thonsand irreligioas cnrsed hours, 
Which forced marriage would have brought upon her* 

Fdfrd. Stand not amaz'd ; here is no remedy : 310 

In love the heavens themselves do guide the state ; 
Money buys lands, and wives are sold by fate. 

Fid. I am glad, thou^ you have ta'en a special stand to 
strike at me, that your arrow hath glane'd. 

Fdge. Well, what remedy ? Fenton, heaven give thee joy ! 
What cannot be eschew'd must be embrac'd. 

Fal. Wben night<Logs run, all sorts of deer are chas'd. 

Mrs. Fage. Well, I will muse no further. Master Fenton, 
Heaven give you many, many merry days ! 
€U>od husband, let us every one go home, 220 

And laugh this sport o'er by a country fire ; 
Sir John and alL 

Ford. Let it be so. Sir John, 

To Master Brook you yet shall hold your word ; 
For he to-night shall lie with Mistress Ford. \^umA. 

*r «viiaf«=diim:th«frtncih4«ft<r. Sneh * vm of iwe wofdi of fh« 1 
•M fMMnUj of Utin oclsiii ADd (Iw othv BngUdi, 1 
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INTBODUCTION. 

Mbasurb fob Mbaburb is a prodact of Shakespeare's most 
thoughtful period ; and we might also bbj of his gloomiest mood, 
were it not that his mood seems to have heen always determined by 
the tale that he dramatized or the plaj that he re-wrote. Yet his 
choice of these maj have heen influenced by his prevailing tone of 
mind at the time of choosing. It is to be remarked, however, that 
the plot of this play, which casts over it a shadow that cannot be 
lifted, is broken up and relieved by scenes of humor which are in 
Shakespeare's lightest and most mirth-provoking style. The plot 
and the principal personages are taken from George Whetstone's 
Pronufi and Casson^ra, a drama published in 1578, but not acted. 
The story is also told in the same writer's Heptameron^ a collection 
ol tales published in 1588. Whetstone himself found the story in 
Giraldi Cinthio's Hecatammitkiy bat he amplified and improved it 
much ; and then came Shakespeare to touch it with immortality. 
This, however, he did, not by dianges in construction or in motive^ 
as to which he was always reserved, but merely by the elevation of 
his thought and the magic of his style. Meatwrt for Measure was 
first printed in the folio of 1628, and no contemporary reference to 
It has been discovered ; a record, in a book of accounts of Revels at 
Court, of its performance before James in 1604, upon which conclu- 
sions were formerly rested as to the date of its production, having 
proved to be a forgery. But Its style, its tone of thought, its versi- 
fication, and an allusion in the first scene to King James's personal 
reserve, combine to indicate 1608 or 1604 as the time of its produc- 
tion. The text is on the whole well printed in the folio ; but there 
are some very obscure passages, and a few which are sorely cor- 
rupt, —the oorrupti6n being a consequence of the obscurity. The 
period of the action is about 1486, when Corvinus, the King of 
Hungary mentioned in Act I. Sc. 2, marched upon Vienna and 
tooklL 
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▼ncBHno^ the Dnke. 
Amgblo, the Dtputy. 
EacALUB, an afi^tnt Lord. 
Claudio, a ycmna gentleman, 
Luoio, afantadtc. 
Two ciher Kke gentltinen. 



AJnt&ot. 

Elbow, a dmpU conaiahU, 
FboxH| afooUtk gt/ndeman. 



PoMPKT, fenMflK to Uittrtti Over- 

dont, 
Abhobson, am exeenHoner, 
Babwabddib, a diitoluU pritoner. 

Ibabklla, tuier to Cktudio. 
Mabiava, betroihed to Angela, 
JuLUET, beloved of Claudio. 
Fbancmca. a nun. 
MiBTBsas Ovbbdohx, a bawd. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



MEASURE FOR MEASURE, 



ACT L 
ScKHS I. An apwrtmeid in ihe Dukb'b pa!aee» 

MHitr Dou, IsOALUi, U»ds, wtd AUnduite. 

Duke. Escalim. 

^ukei Q^vM^id^nt the propdt^ties Ui linf ild, 
Would 86^ & ine io lAetet, speech alid diacoime ; 
S£i^ I iin put f6 mow that j6nt omvsience 
ExoeecU, in that, the listo of all advicp j f 
Ify str^gth "iaai give y^ : then vl& more remaina. 
Bat that to your siifficiency .... 

as yonr worth is able. 

And let them work. The natmre of our people, to 

Our city's institutions, and the terms 

For common justice, yon 're as pregnant in 

As art and practice hath enriched any 

That we remember. There is our comipission. 

From which we would not have you warp. Call hither, 

I say, bid come bef orf us Angelo. [SxUmkAutndmu, 

What figure of us think yon he will bear ? 

For you must know, we have with special soul 

Elected him our absence to supply; 

Lent him our terror, dress'd him with our lore, 20 

And given his deputation all the organs 

Of our own power : what think yon of it ? 

EsoaiL J£ any in Vienna be ci worth 
To undergo such ample grace and honour. 
It is Lord Angelo. 

Duke, Look where he comes. 



Ang. AlwajTB obedient to your grace's will, 
I come to know your pLeasure. 

Duke. Angelo, 

Hiere is a kind of character in thy Uf e, 

• An tkat to ftmr tujfkitnqf .... TUt pMHfi ia hopelcMly mattltlid. 
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That to the observer doth thj histoxy 

Fully unfold. Thyself and thy belongings 3c 

Are not thine own so proper as to waste 

Thyself upon thy virtues, they on thee. 

Heaven doth with us as we with torches do. 

Not light them for themselves ; for if our virtues 

Did not go forth of us, 't were all alike 

As if we had them not Spirits are not finely touch'd 

But to fine issues, nor Nature never lends, 

The smallest scruple of her exoellence, 

But, like a thrifty goddess, she determines 

Herself the gloiy of a creditor, 4^ 

Both thanks and use. But I do bend my speech 

To one that can my part in him advertise ; 

Hold therefore, Angelo, [our power and place. j 

In our remove be thou at full ourself : 

Mortality and mercy in Vienna 

live in &y tongue and heart : old Esci^ns, 

Though first in question, is thy secondary. 

Take thy commission. 

Ang* Now, good my lord, . 

Let there be some more test made of my metid, 
Before so noble and so great a figure 50 

Be stamp'd upon it 

Duke. No more evasion : 

We have with a leaven'd and prepared choice 
Proceeded to you ; therefore take your honours. 
Our haste from hence is of so quick condition 
That it prefers itself and leaves unquestion'd 
Matters of needful value. We shaU write to yoo^ 
As time and our concemings shall importune, 
How it goes with us, and do look to know - 
What doth befall you here. So, fare you well : 
To th' hopeful execution do I leave you 60 

Of your commissions. 

Ang. Tet give leave, my lord, 

That we may bring you something on the way. 

Duke. Mj haste may not admit it ; 
Nor need you, on mine honour, have to do 
With any scruple ; your scope is as mine own, 
So to enforce or qualify the laws 
As to your soul seems good. Give me your hand : 

M thtif &m tkm, IiooMly written and dllpttoal, but plain enough. 

^ advtrti** : aeeanted on the aceond Bjliable. 

« OHr powtr ami plaee. The folio lesves tbli line imperfeol. The dellelen^ ia anp 
Idled from the Ihike'a apeeoh fai the next aeene but one, In wfaieh h* aeta lortn hia ao* 
tionlnthla. 

•v wnporhmu : accented on the aaeond ajllable. 
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I 'U priyilj awsj. I love the people. 

Bat do not like to stage me to their eyee : 

Though it do well, I do not relish w^ •o 

Their load applause and Aves vehement ; 

Nor do I think the man of safe discretion 

That does affect it. Once more, fare you welL 

Ang, The heavens give safety to year purposes I 

EseaL "Lead forth and bring you hack in happiniss ! 

Duks. I thank you. Fare you welL [jbft. 

EsecU. I shall desire you, sir, to give me leave 
To have free speech with you ; and it concerns me 
To look into the bottom of my place : 

A power I have, but of what strength and nature 80 

I am not yet instructed. 

Ang. T is so with me. Let us withdraw togettier, 
And we may soon our satisfaction have 
Touching that point 

EseaL I 'U wait upon yoor tumour. iammu, 

ScENi n. A ttreeL 

Lueio. JS the Duke with the otherdukes oome not to eompo- 
sition with the King of Hungary, why then all the dukes mH 
upon the king. 

Mrgt Q^nL Heaven grant us its peace, but not the King of 
Hungaiy's! 

8w* Oent. Amen* 

Lueto, Thou condudest like the sanctimonious pirate, that 
went to sea with the Ten Commandments, but scmp d one out 
of the table. 

See. Gent. << Thou shalt not steal '' ? 10 

Lueio. Ay, that he raz'd. 

Mnt Gent Why, 'twas a commandment to command the 
captain and all the rest from their functions : they put forth to 
steal There 's not a soldier of us all, that, in the thanksgiving 
before meat, do relish the petition well that frt^y^ for peace. 

See. Q^nt. I never heard any soldier dislike it 

Lucio. I believe thee; for 1 think thou never wast where 
grace was said. 

See. Gent. No ? a dozen times at least 

Fint Gent. What, in metre ? 20 

Lueio. In any proportion or in any language. 

First Gent. I wink, or in any rel^on. 

Lucio. Ay, why not ? Grace is grace, desjnte of all contro- 
versy : as, for example, thou thyself art a wicked viUain, de- 
spite of all grace. 
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First Ghnt WeUytfaerewentlmt a pair of shean between us. 

Lueio, I grant ; as there may between the lists and the vel- 
Yet. Thoa art the list 

First OerU. And thoa the velyet: then art good Telvet; 
thoa 'rt a three-pil'd piece, I warrant thee : I had as lief be a 
list of an English kcmey as be pil'd, as thoa art pil'd, for a 
French velret Do I speak feelingly now ? 

I/uoio, I think thoa dost; and, indeed, with most punfal 
feeling of thy speech : I will, oat of thine own confession, learn 
to begin thy heidth ; bat, whilst I live, forget to drink after thee. 

FiTTst Oint. I think I have done myseLE wrong, hare I not ? 

Sec. Chnt. Yes, that thoa hast, whether thoa art tainted or 
free. j9 

Lueio. Behold, behold, where Madam Mitigation comes ! I 
have parchas'd as many diseases onder her roof as come to— 

See. OmU. To what, I pray ? 

Lueio. Jadge. 

Sec. GhfU. To three thoosand doloors a year. 

First Oent. Ay, and more. 

Lueio. A French crown more. 

First OerU. Thoa art always figaring diseases in me ; bat 
thoa art full of error ; I am sound. 

Lueio. Nay, not as one woald say, healthy ; but so soond as 
things that are hollow : thy bones are hollow ; impieiy has made 
a feast of thee. 51 

BhUt Mitnns Omoom. 

First Oent. How now ! which of year hips has the most pro- 
foand sciatica? 

Mrs. Ov. Well, well ; there 's one yonder arrested and car* 
ried to prison was worth five thoasand of yoa all. 

Sec OerU. Who 's that, I pray thee ? 

Mrs. Ov. Marry, sir, that 's Claadio, Signior Claodio. 

First Oent. Claadio to prison ? 't is not so. 

Mrs. Ov. Nay, bat I know 't is so : I saw him arrested, saw 
him carried away ; and, which is more, within these three days 
his head 's tp be chopp'd off. 61 

Ludo. Bat, after all this fooling, I woold not have it so. . 
Art thoa sare of this ? 

Mrs. Ov. I am too sare of it : and it is for getting Madam 
Julietta with child. 

Ltido. Believe me, this may be : he promis'd to meet me 
two hoars since, and he was ever precise in {womise-keeping. 

See. OerU. Besides, yoa know, it draws something near to the 
speech we had to sach a parpose. 69 

First ChrU. Bat, most of all, agreeing with the proclamation. 

^ huta pair of $hiari httwt^ us : tb»t to, w« ww« both of ono pl«ot. 

M A F^nek erown: on« of S.'s maoj aUnaiona to what wm callod tha FnmA 
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Lucio. Away ! let 's go kam the traih of it. 

[KaetmU Lmaoand 0€mtUnum. 

Mrs. Ov. Thus, what with the war, what with the sweat, what 
with the gallows and what with poverfy, I am durtom-Bhrank. 



How now ! what 's the news with yon ? 

Fom. Yonder man is carried to prison. 

Mrs. Ov. Well ; what has he done ? 

Fom. A woman. 

Mrs. Ov. But what 's his offence ? 

FoTM. Groping for trouts in a peculiar river. 

Mrs. Ov. What, is there a maid with child hy him ? 80 

Pom. No, hut there 's a woman with maid by him. You 
have not heard of the proclamation, have you ? 

Mrs. Ov. What proclamation, man ? 

Fonu All houses in the suburbs of Vienna must be pluek'd 
down. 

Mrs.. Ov. And what shall become of those in the city ? 

Fam. They shall stand for seed : they had gone down too, 
but that a wise burgher put in for them. 

Mrs. Ov. But shall all our houses of resort in the suburbs be 
pull'd down ? ^ 

Fofn. To the ground, mistress. 

Mrs. Ov. Why, here 's a chance indeed in the common- 
wealth! What shall become of me ? 

Fom. Come ; fear not you : good counsellors lack no clients : 
though you change your place, you need not change your trade ; 
1 11 be your tapster still. Courage ! there will be pity taken on 
you : you that have worn your eyes almost out in the sendee, 
you will be considered. 

Mrs. Ov. What's to do here, Thomas tapster? let's with- 
draw. 100 

Fom. Here comes Signior Qandio, led by the provost to 
prison ; and there 's Madam Juliet {Maenmi- 

ScBiTB m. 

Butr FMTOsft, Olavbio, Jour, tmd Ofloen. 

Claud. FeUow, why dost thou show me thus to the world ? 
Bear me to prison, where I am committed. 

f> tks fWMf = tiM twttMng siekiMM, a Idsd of iilacne- 

M tk€ MAmb$. WoBMn Uks Mz*. OrerdoM and bar oompuij liTed moitly 1b th« nib' 
ut^ of London in 8.'i daj. 

SOBni Iir. TboM !• nall7 no now aeeno boio, onloM Moordlng to tbo Fronob tjii- 
tom of mdking » now Mono on tbo Inoomlng of o now pononage and a now intorett ; bnt 
tbo diTialon ia mado in the folio, it baa boan pareaerrod for two bnndred and fifty yaara, 
and at tboio la an ontlraly now aotlon, wo may wall yield to time>bonored cnHom. 
MoreoTor, we aball tbiia conform to Mra. Cnwden Claifce^n Coneordanee, a prodnot of 
and patloBca wbloh daaarraa grant and eontinoad foniidamtion. 
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Frav* I do it not in evil cUsporition, 
But from Lord Angelo by special chaise. 

Claud, Thus can the demigod aathority 
Make as pay down for our offence by weight 
The words of heaven ; on whom it will, it will ; 
On whom it will not, so ; yet still 't is just. 

S»-ml$r Lmso and two G«Bttomea. 

Lucio, Why, how now, Claadio! whence oomes this re- 
straint? 

Claud. From too much liberty, my Lucio, liberty : to 

As surfeit is the &ther of much fast. 
So every scope by the immoderate use 
Turns to restraint. Oar natures do pursue, 
Like rate that ravin down their proper bane, 
A thirsty evil ; and when we drink we die. 

Luoio. If I could speak so wisely under an arrest, I would 
send for certain of my creditors : and yet, to say the truth, I 
had as lief have the foppery of freedom as the morality of im« 
prisonment What 's thy offence, Claadio ? 

Claud, What but to speak ol would offend again. ao 

Lufyio. What, is 't murder ? 

Claud. No. 

Lucio, Lechery? 

Cla/ud. CaU it so. 

Ptov. Away, sir ! you must go. 

Claud, One word, good friend. Ludo, a word with you. 

I/ucio. A hundred, if they 11 do you any good. 
Is lechery so look'd after ? 

Claud. Thus stands it with me : upon a true contract 
I got possession of Julietta's bed : 30 

You Imow the lady ; she is fast my wife. 
Save that we do the denunciation lack 
Of outward order : this we came not to, 
Only for propiagation of a dower 
Remaining in the coffer of her friends, 
From whom we thought it meet to hide our love 
Till time had made them for us. But it chances 
The stealth of our most mutual entertainment 
With character too gross is writ on Juliet 

Lucio. With childy perhi^ ? 

Claud. Unhappily, even so. 4s 

And the new deputy now for the Duke — 
Whether it be the fault and glimpse of newness. 
Or whether that the body public be 

n tfrnumcfofioM. Dtmtmmf wu mad in th« Mnw of proelalm, tti forth. 
M propafation wof uMd in tlie sonM of poyownt. 
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A horse whereon the goremor doth ride, 

Who, newly in the seat, that it may know 

He can command, lets it straight feel the spur ; 

Whether the tyranny he in his place, 

Or in his eminence that fills it up, 

I stagger in : — but this new governor 

Awakes me all the enrolled penalties 50 

Which have, like unscour'd armour, hung by the wall 

So long that nineteen zodiacs have gone round 

And none of them been worn $ and, for a name, 

Now puts the drowsy and neglected act 

Freshly on me : 't is surely for a name. 

Lueio. I warrant it is : and thy head stands so tickle on ihj 
shoulders that a milkmaid, if she be in love, may sigh it off. 
Send after the Duke and appeal to him. 

Claud. I have done so, Imt he 's not to be found. 
I prithee, Lucio, do me this kind service : 60 

TioB day my sister should the eloister enter 
And there receive her approbation : 
Acquaint her with the danger of my states 
Implore her, in my voice, that she make friends 
To the strict depu^ ; bid herself assay him : 
I have gr oa t hope m that ; for in her youth 
There is a prone and speechless dialect. 
Such as move men ; beside, she hath prosperous art 
When she will play with reason and discourse, 
And well she can persuade. 70 

Lueio. I pray she may ; as well for the encouragement of 
the like, which else would stand under grievous imposition, as 
for the enjoying of thy life, who I would be sorry should be thus 
foolishly lost at a game of tick-tack. I '11 to her. 

Claud. I thank yon, good friend Lucio. 

Lueio. Within two hours. 

Claud. Come, officer, away I [JBhimi 

ScENB IV. A moncMery. 

Bnier IXm €md Fxuft Tbomai. 

Duks. No, holv father ; throw awav that thought ; 
Believe not that the dribbling dart of love 
Can pierce a complete bosom. Why I desire thee 
To give me secret harbour, hath a purpose 
More grave and wrinkled than the aims and ends 
Of bnniing youth. 

« titans in: that U, I md VBMftilii. 

M fteWtM her approhatiQu : that ta, «ntar apoa her protetfoa. 

^ fmu = humbly attnMtif*. 
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Fru T. May jour grace speak of it : 

Duke. My holy sir, none better knows than 70a 
How I have ever lov'd the life remov'd, 
And held in idle price to haunt assemblies 
Where vouth, and-Goet^^^jljaritless bravery keeps. 19 

I have deliver'd to Lord Angelo, 
A man of stricture and firm abstinence, 
My absolute power and place here in Vienna, 
And he supposes me travell'd to Poland ; 
For so I have strew'd it in the common ear, 
And so it is received. Now, pious sir, 
Ton will demand of me why I do this ? 

Fru T. Gladly, my lord. 

Duke. We have strict statutes and most biting laws, 
The needful bits and curbs to headstrong steeds, 29 

Which for this nineteen years we have let sleep ; 
Even like an o'ergrown Uon in a cave, 
That goes not out to prey. Now, as fond fathers, 
Having bound up the threatening twigs of birch,* 
Only to stick it in their children's sight 
For terror, not to use, in time the r^ 
Becomes more mock'd than f ear'd ; so our decrees^ 
Dead to infliction, to themselves are dead ; 
And Uber^ plucks justice by the nose : 

The baby beats the nurse, and quite athwart 39 

Goes all decorum. 

Fru T. It rested in your grace 

To unloose this tied-up justice when you pleas'd : 
And it in you more dreadful would have seem'd 
Than in Lord Angelo. 

Duke. I do fear, too dreadful : 

Sith 't was my fault to give the people scope, 
'T would be my tyranny to strike and gall them 
For what I bid them do : for we bid t& be done. 
When evil deeds have their permissive pass 
^And not the punishment 'Dieref ore indeed, my father, 
J: have on Angelo impos'd the office ; ^-^^ 4* 

Who may, in the ambush of my name, strike home. 
And yet my nature never in the fight 
To do in slander. And to behold his sway, 
I will, as 'twere a brother of your order. 
Visit both prince and people : therefore, I prithee^ 
Supply me with the habit and instruct me 
How I may formally in person bear me 
Like a true friar. } More reasons for this action 
At our more leisure shall I render you ; 
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[Only, Uiis oner"Lord Angelo is precise ; 50 

I Stands at a guard with envy ; scarce confesses 
That his blood flows, or that his appetite 
\ Is more to bread than stone : hence shall we see, 
tif power change piirpose» what our seemers be. [Smmu. 

ScEVB v. A nwinery. 
MmUr Ukvmsik mmd Vbavoiica. 

Isah. And have you nuns no &tfther priyileges ? 

Fran. Are not these large enough ? 

I$ah. Tes, truly : I speak not as desiring more ; 
But rather wishing a more strict restraint 
Upon the sisterhood, the votaries of Saint Clare. 

Lticio. [ Within.'] Ho I Peace be in this place I 

lioh. Who 's that which calls ? 

Fran. It is a man's roice. Gentle Isabella, 
Tom you the key, and know his business of him ; 
You may, I may not ; you are yet unsworn. 
When you have ▼ow'd, you must not speak with men 10 

But in the presence of llie prioress : 
Then, if you speak, you must not show your face, 
Or, if you show your face, you must not speak. 
He calls again ; I pray you, answer him. [BxU 

Itab. Peace and prosperity ! Who is 't that calls ? 

Ludo. Hail, virgin, if you be, as those cheek-roses 
Proclaim yon are no less ! Can you so stead me 
As bring me to the sight of Isabella, 
A novice of this place and the fair sister 
To her unhappy brother Qaudio ? ao 

l9ab. Why her unhappy brother ? let me ask, 
The rather for I now must make you know 
I am that Isabella and his sister. 

LwAo. Gentle and &ir, vour brother kindly greets yon : 
Not to be weary with you, he 's in prison. 

Isab. Woe me ! for what ? 

Lucio. For that which, if myself might be his judge, 
He should receive his punishment in thanks : 
He hath got his friend with child. 

Isaib. Sir, make me not your story. 

Ludo. It is true. 30 

I would not — though 't is my ftunfliar sin 
With maids to seem the lapwing and to jest. 
Tongue far from heart — play with all virgins so : 
I hold you as a thing ensl^d and saintedt 
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By your renouncement an immoital ifdriti 
Ajid to be talk'd with in sincerily, 
As with a saint. 

Isab. You do blaspheme the good in mockiiu; me. 

Lueio. Do not believe it Fewness and truth, 't is tfans : 
Tour brother and his lover have embrac'd : 40 

As those that feed grow full, as blossoming time 
That from the seedness the bare fallow brings 
To teeming foison, even so her plenteous womb 
£zpresseth his full tilth and hnsbandxY. 

Jsctb, Some one with child by him ? My cousin Juliet ? 

Lfido. Is she joar cousin ? 

Isab. Adoptedly ; as sehool-maids ehange their naoMa 
By vain though apt affection. 

Lucio. She it is. 

Isah. O, let him marry her. 

Lttcio. This is the point. 

The Duke is very strangely gone from henoe ; 50 

Bore many gentlemen, myself being one, 
In hand and hope of action : but we do learn 
By those that know the veiy nerves of state, 
His givings-out were of an mfinito distance 
From his true^neant design. Upon his plaoe» 
And with full line of his anthorilnr, 
Grovems Lord Angelo ; a man whose Uood 
Is very snow-broth ; one who never feels 
The wanton Btings and motions of the sense, 
But doth rebatelmd blunt his natural edge 60 

With profits of the mind, study and fast 
He — to give fear to use and liberty. 
Which have for long run by the hideous law, 
As mice by lions •— hath pick'd out an act, 
Under whose heavy sense your brother's life 
Falls into forfeit : he arrests him on it ; 
And follows close the rigour of the statute. 
To make him an example. All hope is gone, 
Unless you have the grace by your fair prayer 
To soften Angelo : and that 's my pith of business 70 

TTwixt you and your poor brother. 

Isab. Doth he so seek his life ? 

jLucio, Has censured him 

Already ; and, as I hear, the Provost hath 
A warrant for his execution. 

Isab. Alas ! what poor ability 's in me 
To do him good ? 

» FnnuMmmdtmh: HbtXU biMly and tna^. 
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Lttcio. Assay the power jon have* 

Isab. M J power ? Alas, I doabt — 

Lueio. Oar doabto are traitors 

^ And make as lose the good we oft might win 
iBj fearing to attempt Gro to Lord Angelo, 
I And let hnn learn to know, when maidens sae 80 

JMen give like gods ; bat when tfaejr weep and kneely 
I All ti^ir petitions are as freely theirs 
' As they themselves woold owe iham. 
I9ab. 1 11 see what I can do. 
Lucio. But speedily. 

Isab. I will about it straight ; 
No longer staying bat to give the mother 
Notice of my afbir. I humbly thank you : 
Commend me to my brother : soon at night 
1 11 send him eertam word of my success. 
Lucio, I take my leavo of you. 
Isab. Good sir, adieu. (J 



ACT n. ' 

SOKHB I. A halt in Anoelo*8 houie. 
MhUt Aaaut, Inakoi, mtd a Jvftlot, Pro? ost, Ofltom, amd atktr Attandaali, MUM 

Ang. We most not make a searecrow of the law, 
Setting it up to fear the birds of prey, 
And let it ke^ one shape, till custom make it 
Their perch and not their terror. 

EmoL Ay, but yet 

Let us be keen, and rather cut a litde. 
Than &11, and bruise to death. Alas, this gentleman^ 
Whom I would save, had a most noble father ! 
Let but your honour know, 
Whom I beHere to be most strait in yirtoe. 
That, in the working of your own affections, 10 

Had time coher'd with place or pUce with wishing, 
Or. that the resolnto aetmg of your blood 
Could have attained the effect of your own purpose, 
Whether tou had not sometime in your life 
Err'd in this point which now yon censure him. 
And pnll'd the law upon you. 

Ang. T is one thmg to be tempted, Escalus, 



•• aooHoi nigki. ThSa pbnM, lued at flnt la itf obrloiu BMiiiac. mmt to bt «Hd 
Vwii«ly for f»fy fooa, m mwii m poidbto. '* 

w«94icAaM0fMMM«r«. M«m Umm vritfiw ; the mbm 1b obTiont. Thif plaj it fol 
If Miob pMHgM, whkh Mtd Mt aU bt polatad 00k. 
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AnoUier ihiiig to &1L I not deny, 
The juiy, passing on the prboner's life. 

May in the sworn twelve have a thief or two jo 

Utier than him they try. What 's open made to jnsticey 
; justice seizes : what know the laws 
; thieves do pass on thieves ? 'T is very pregnant, 
'The jewel that we find, we stoop and take 't 
Because we see it; hut what we do not see 
We tread upon, and never think of it. 
You may not so extenuate his offence 
For I have had such balta ; but rather tell me, 
When I, that censure him, do so offend, 

Let mine own judgement pattern out my death, 30 

And nothing come in partial. Sir, he must die. 

BacaL Be it as your wisdom will. 

Ang. Where is the Provost? 

Prao. Here, if it like your honour. 

Ang, See that Glaudio 

Be executed by nine to-morrow morning : 
Bring him his confessor, let him be prepar'd ; 
For that 's the utmost of his pilgrimage. [&nr ^ovmi. 

EaeaL [Aside."] Well, Heaven forgive him I and forgive 
us aUI 
Some rise by sin, and some by virtue fall : 
Some run through brakes of vice, and answer ncme : 
And some condemned for a fiwdt alone. 40' 

XiUer Su<nr, and OAeen, vitk Vion mud Poanr. 

Bib. Come, bring them away : if these be good people in a 
commonweal that do nothing but use their abuses in common 
houses, I know no law : bring them away. 

Ang, How now, sir ! What 's your name ? and what 's the 
matter? 

Bib. If it please your honour, I am the poor Duke's con- 
stable, and my name is Elbow : I do lean upon justice, sir, and 
do bring in here before your good honour two notorious bene- 
factors. 

Ang, Benefactors? Well; what bene&ctors are they? are 
they not malefactors ? 51 

Blh, If it please your honour, I know not well what they 
are : but precise villains they are, that I am sure of ; and void 
of all i^ofanation in the world that good Christians ought to 
have. 

BtecU, This comes off well ; here 's a wise o£Boer. 

Ang. 60 to : what quality are they of ? Mbow is your name ? 
why dost thou not speak, Elbow ? 

» tMrmigk traku qfme§' BnktB Mt thioketo. TIm folio bM "Jirom hnkm of »».*' 
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Font. He cannot, sir ; he 'b oot at elbow. 
^^ng* What are you, sir ? 60 

^Elb. He, sir ! a tapster, dr ; parcel-bawd ; one that serves a 
bad woman ; whose house, sir, was, as they say, plock'd down 
in the saborbs ; and now she professes a hot4uiiise, which, I 
think, is a very ill house too. 

UseoL How know yon that ? 

Elb* My wile, sir, whom I detest before Heaven and your 
honour,—- 

EsooL How? thy wife? 

Elb. Ay, sir; whom,! thank HeaTen,b an honest woman, — 

EmoL Dost thoa detest her therefore ? 70 

Elb. I say, sir, I will detest myself also, as well as she, that 
this house, if it be not a bawd's house, it is pity of her lifo, lor 
it is a naughty honse. 

UseaL How dost thoa know that, constable ? 

Ulb. Many, sir, by my wife ; who, if she had been a woman 
cardinally giren, might mtve been aecos'd in fornication, adol- 
tery, and all ondea^iness there. 

EsocU. By the woman's means ? 

Bib. Ay, sir, by M i stre s s Overdone's means : but as she spit 
in his face, so she defied him. 80 

Fam. Sir, if it please yoor honour, this is not so. 

Elb. Prove it before these varlets here, thoa honoarable 
man ; {wove it 

JBteaL Do yon hear how he misplaces ? 

Fanu Sir, she came in great witfi child ; and longing, saving 
yoar honour's reverence, lor stew'd prunes; sir, we had but 
two in the boose, which at that very distant time stood, as it 
were, in a fmit^iish, a dish of some three>pence ; yoor honours 
have seen such dieses ; they are not china dishes, but very 
good dishes, — 90 

Useal. 60 to, go to : no matter for the dish, sir. 

Fam. No, indeed, sir, not of a pin ; you are therein in the 
light: but to the point As I say, this Mistress Elbow, being, 
as I say, with child, and being great-bdlied, and longing, as I 
said, lor prunes ; and having but two in the dish, as I said. Mas- 
ter Froth here, this very man, having eaten the rest, as I said, 
and, as I say, paying for them very honestly ; for, as yoa know. 
Master Froth, I coidd not give you three^nce again. 

Froth. No, indeed. 

Fom. Very well; you being then, if yoa be rememb'red, 
craddng the stones of the foresaid prones, — loi 

Froth. Ay, so I did indeed. 



■■• fMMmAVMl. Tbif word 
VM Um tUvd Towtl, not th* fourth, of uo origtiuU woid which wu 



f'"!f?^'^^ .^KT?'^^^^^Q9^*^17.^^'^^J?^ ^'^ vllablM; but It 
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Fam, Why, very well ; I telling you then, if yon he remem- 
b'red, that such a one and such a one were past cure of the thing 
you wot of, unless they kept very good diet, aa I told you, — 

Froth. All this is true. 

Fom, Why, very well, then,— 

EaodL Come, you are a tedious fool : to the purpose. What 
was done to Elbow's wife, that he hath cause to complain of ? 
Gome we to what was done to her. no 

Fom, Sir, your honour cannot come to that yet 

EseaL No, sir, nor I mean it not 

Fom* Sir, hat yon shall come to it, by your honour's leave. 
And, I beseech you, look into Master Froth here, sir ; a man 
of fourscore povuid a year ; whose fiither died at Hallowmas : 
was 't not at HaUowmas, Master Froth ? 

Froth. AU-hallond eve. 

Fom. Why, very well ; I hope here be truths. He, sb, sit- 
ting, ae I say, in a lower chaiir, sir ; 't was in the Bunch of 
Grapes, where indeed you have a delight to sit, have you not ? 

Froth. I have so ; because it is an open room and good for 
winter. 

Fom. Why, veiy weU, then ; I hime here be truths. 

Aug. This will last out a night in Bossia, 
When nights are longest there : 1 11 take my leave. 
And leave yon to the hearing of the cause; 
Hoping you 11 find good cause to whip them all. 

JSs<xU. I think no less. Good morrow to your lordship. 

{RtiiJngth. 

Now, sir, come on : what was done to Elbow's wife, once more ? 

Fom. Once, sir ? there was nothing done to her once. 150 

Elb. I beseech you, sir, ask him what this man did to my 
wife. 

Fom. I beseech your honour, ask me. 

EscoZ. Well, sir ; what did this gentleman to her ? 

Fom. I beseech you, sir, look in this gentleman's face. €bod 
Master Froth, look upon his honour ; 'tis for a good purpose. 
Doth your honour mark his &ce ? 

EscoL Ay, sir, very well. . 

Fom. Nay, I heseech yon, mark it welL 

EscoL Well, I do so. 140 

Fom. Doth your honour see any harm in his &oe ? 

Escal. Whv, no. 

Fom. I 'U oe suppos'd upon a book, his face is the worst 
thing about him. Good, then; if his face he the worst thing 
about him, how could Master Froth do the constable's wife any 
barm ? I would know that of your honour. 

u* Bmuk of Grmpu. Booms In inni bad bubm lite thlf ; aad in4Md la m»m Inaa 
Id iBfflMid th«7 luTtt tbem j«t. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



SoBiiB L] MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 198 

HmoL He *8 in the right. GonstaUe, what say yon to it? 

Elb. First, an it like yon, the honse is a respected house ; 
next, this is a respected fellow; and his mistress is a respected 
woman* tpo 

Pom. By this hand, sir, his wife is a more respected person 
than any otns all. 

Elb. Varlet, thou liest ; thoa Ueet, wicked variet ! the time 
is ^et to come that she was ever respected with man, woman, or 
child. 

Font, Sir, she was respected with him before he married 
with her. 

Eseal. Which is the wiser here? Justice or Iniquity? Is 
this true? 139 

Ulb. O thou caitiff! O thou varlet! O thou wicked Hanni- 
bal ! I respected with her before I was married to her ! If 
ever I was respected with her, or she with me, let not your wor- 
ship think me the poor Duke's officer. Prove llus, thou wicked 
Hannibal, or I 'U have mine action of battery on thee. 

Eseal, If he took you a box o' th' ear, yon might have your 
action of slander too. 

Elb. Many, I thank your good worship for it What is 't 
your worship's pleasure I shall do with this wicked caitiff ? 

£l$caL Tnljf officer, because he hath some offences in him 
that thou wouldiBt discover if thou couldst, let him continue in 
his courses till thou know'st what they are. . 171 

X^. Marry, I thank your worship for it Thoa seest, thou 
wicked varlet, now, what 's come upon thee : thou art to con- 
tinue now, thou varlet ; thou art to continue. 

HacoL Where were yon bom, friend ? 

Froth. Here in Vienna, sir. 

Steal. Are you of fourscore pounds a year ? 

Froth. Yes, an 't please yon, sir. 

BacdL So. What trade are you of, sir ? 

Fonu A tapster ; a poor widow's ti^Mter. 180 

XseaL Your mistress' name ? 

Fom. Mistress Overdone. 

EseaL Hath she had any more than one husband ? 

Fanu Nine, sir ; Overdone by the last 

EmoL Nine ! Come hither to me, Master Froth. Master 
Froth, I would not have you acquainted with tapsters : they will 
draw you, Master Froth, and you will hang them. Get you 
gone, and let me hear no more of you. 

Froth. I thank your worship. For mine own part, I never 
eome into any room in a taphouse, but I am drawn in. 190 

EaeaL Well, no moro of it, Master Froth : farewell. lExU 

M* tkom widetd HoMuibml: wwanlnf, of eomw, Manltel. 
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Froth.'] Come 70a hitibier to me. Master tapster. What's 
your name, Master tapster ? 

Fimi. Pompey. 

Eseai. What else? 

Fom. Bnm, sir. 
, EsecU. Troth, and your bom is the greatest thing aboat yoa ; 
so that in the bristliest sense yoa are Pompey the Great. Pom* 
pey, yoa are partly a bawd, Pompey, howsoever yoa coloar it 
in bemg a tapster, are yoa not ? come, tell me trae : it shall be 
the better for yoa. act 

Fam. Troly, sir, I am a poor fellow that woald liye. 

Eacal. How w<Hdd yoa live, Pompey ? b^ being a bawd ? 
What do yoa think of the trade, Pompey ? is it a lawfal trade ? 

Fofiu If the law woold allow it, sir. 

EaoaL Bat the law will not allow it, Pompey ; nor it shall 
not be allowed in Vienna. 

Fom* Does yoor worship mean to geld and spay all the 
yoath of the eiW ? 

EseaL No, Pompey. aio 

Fonu Troly, sir, in my poor opinion, they will to 't then. If 
year worship 1HII take order for the drabs and the knaves, yoa 
need not to fear the bawds. 

EseaL There are pretty orders beginning, I can tell yoa : it 
IS bat heading and hanging. 

Fonu If yoa head and hang all that offend that way bat for 
ten year together, yoa 'U be glad to give oat a conunission for 
more heads : if this law hold in Vienna ten year, I '11 rent the 
fairest hoase in it after three-pence a day : if yoa live to see 
this come to pass, say Pompey told yoa so. 220 

EscaL Thank yoa, good Pompey ; and, in reqaital of yoar 
prophecy, hark yoa : I advise yoa, let me not find yoa before 
me again apon any complaint whatsoever ; no, not for dwelling 
where yoa do : if I do, Pompey, I shall beat yoa to yoar tent, 
and prove a shrewd Caasar to yoa ; in plain dealing, Pompey, I 
shall have yoa whipt : so, for this tune, Pompey, hoe yoa wdL 

Fom, I thank yoor worship for yoar good coansef : [osicls] 
bat I shall follow it as the flesh anid f ortane shall better deter- 



Whip me ? No, no ; let cannan whip his jade : 230 

The valiant heart is not whipt oat of his trade. [fi^^ 

Eseal. Come hither to me, Master Elbow ; come hither, Mas- 
ter constable. How long have yoa been in this place oi con- 
stable ? 

<■* tkm-pnua m dap. The folio hM • tey, which, it li banly pomible, naj b« ftte 
tra* iwdiag, M \mj mmna the dii^tanM between ceitAin beftms in ft houee 
»• Wl^p me, eto. Thia oouplet ie ptobahly an interpolation. 
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Elb. Seven year and a half » sir. 

EscaL I thought, by your readiness in the offlee, yen had 
continued in it some time. You say, seven years together ? 

Elb. And a half, sir. 

EscaL Alas, it hath been great pains to you. Hiey do you 
wrong to put you so oft upon 't : are there not men in your 
ward sufficient to serve it ? 241 

Elb. Faith, sir, few of any wit in such matters : as they are 
ehosen, they are glad to choose me for them ; I do it for some 
piece of money, and go through with all. 

EsedL Look you bring me in the names of some six or seven, 
the most sufficient of your parish. 

Elb* To your worriiip's house, sir ? 

EsedL To my house. Fare yon welL {ExU Bbow. 

What 's o'clock, think you? 

Just. Eleven, sir. 250 

EseaL I pray you home to dinner with me. 

Just. I humoly tliank you. 

Esoal, It grieves me for the death of Qandio ; 
But there 's no remedy. 

Just. Lord Angelo is severe. 

Eseal. It is but needfol : 

Mercy is not itself, that oft looks so ; 
Pardon is still the nurse of second woe : 
But yet, — poor Qandio I There is no remedy. 
Come, sir. 

SCENS II. Another room in Hie same. 



Serv. He 's hearing of a cause ; he will come straight : 
111 tell him of you. 

Prav. Pray you, do. ^ExU ServatitJ] 1 11 know 

His pleasure ; may be he will relent Alas, 
He hath offended but as in a dream ! 
All sects, all ages smack of this vice ; and he 
To die for 't! 



Ang. Now, what 's the matter, Fravost? 

Frov, Is it your will Clandio shall die to-morrow ? 

Afiff. Did not I teU thee yea ? hadst thou not order? 
Why dost thou ask again ? 

Prov. Lest I might be too rash : 

Under your good correction, I have seen, 
When, after execution, judgement hath 
Bepentad o'er his doom. 



« H« katk offenatd. the folio, *' B» hath taf m» ^mtUd >* 
•MlMcU. PoMibly "aU«arte." 
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Ang. Go to ; let that be mine. 

Do you your office, or give ap your place. 
And you shall well be spar'd. 

Prav. I crave yoar honour*!! pardon. 

What shall be done, sir, with the groaning Juliet ? 
She 's veiy near her hour. 

Angf. Dispose of her 

To some more fitter place, and that with speed. 

Jitf-Miter Scrrmnt. 

Serv. Here is the sister of the man condemned 
Desires access to yon. 

Ang. Hath he a sister ? 

Frov. Ay, my good lord ; a yeiy virtuous maidy 30 

And to be Portly of a sisterhood, 
If not already. 

Atiff' Well, let her be admitted. (Xrii Stnma, 

See you the fornicatress be removed : 
Let her have needful, but not lavish, means ; 
There shall be order for 't 

BnUr iBAVMLLA. and Ldcio. 

Protf.. God save your )ionour I 

; Ang. • Sto 3r ..ja> lit ii le ■ whil e, -ff^r-iiiaift* You're welcome: 
what s your wOl r 

laaJb. I am a woeful suitor to your honour, 
Flease but your honour hear me. 

Ang. Well ; what 's your suit ? 

Isab, There is a vice that most I do abhor, 
And most desire should meet the blow of justice ; 50 

For which I would not plead, but that I must ; 
For which I must not plead, but that I am 
At war 'twixt will and will not 

Ang. WeU; the matter? 

Isah. I have a brother is condemn'd to die : 
I do beseech yon, let it be his fault. 
And not my brother. 

Ran^ [AddAX^ Heaven gtvrtiierf&oviH g - gia eial 

Ang. Condemn the fault, and not the actor ol it ? 
Why, every fault 's condemn'd ere it be done : 
Mine were the very cipher of a function. 
To fine the faults whose fine stands in record, 40 

And let go by the actor. 

IsaJb. O just but severe law I 

I had a brother, then. Heaven keep your honour ! 

Lucio. \^A9ids to laaJb.'] Give 't not o'er so : to him again^ 
entreat him * 
Kneel down before mm, hang upon his gown : 
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You are too oold ; if 70a sboold need a pin, 
Yon oonld not with moze tame a tongue detire it: 
To him, I say ! 

ladb. Must he needs die ? 

Ang. Maiden, no remedy. 

IsaJb. Yes ; I do think that you might pardon him. 
And neither heaven nor man grieve at the meroy. jo 

Ang. I will not do 't 

Itab. But can you, if you would ? 

Ang, Look, what I will not) that I cannot do. 

Isah. But might you do % and do the world no wrong, 
If 80 your heart were touch'd with that remorse 
As mine is to him ? 

Ang. He 's sentenced ; 't is too late. 

Ludo. [Aside to /sa5.] You are too cold. 

/sod. Too late ? why, no ; I, that do speak a word. 
May call it back again. Well, believe this, 
No ceremony that to great ones longs. 

Not the king's crown, nor the deputeid sword, 60 

The marshal's truncheon, nor the judge's robe, 
Become them with one half so good a grace 
As mercy does. 

If he had been as you and you as he. 
You would have sUpt like lum ; but he, like you. 
Would not have been so stem. 

Ang, Pray you, be gone. 

Isah, I would to heaven I had your potency, 
And you were Isabel ! should it then be thus ? 
No ; I would tell what 't were to be a judge. 
And what a prisoner. 

Lucio, [Aside to Isab.^ Ay, touch him ; there 's the vein* 

Ang. Your brother is a forfeit of the law, 71 

And you but waste your words. 

Isab. Alas, alas 1 

Why, all the souls that were were forfeit onoe ; 
And He that might the vantage best have took 
Found out the remedy. How would you be, 
If He, which is the top of judgement, should 
But judge you as you are ? O, think <m that; 
And mercy then will breathe within your lips, 
Like man new made. 

Ang, Be you content, &ir maid ; 

It is die law, not I condenm your brother : go 

Were he my kinsman, brother, or my son, 
It should be thus with him : he must die to^norrow. 

Isab. To-morrowt O, that 's sudden ! Spare him, spare him t 
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He 's not prepared for death. Even for our kitcheiui 

We kill the fowl of seaaon : shall we serve Heayen 

With less respect than we do minister 

To our ^ross selyes? Good, good my lord, bethink yoa ; 

Who is it that hath died for this offence ? 

There 's many have committed it. 

>-IuUul. Ay» wall saidi 

^9^Kv^The lawliath not been dead, though it hath slept : 95 
Those mknr had not dar'd to do that evil, 
If but the n^stthat did th' edict infringe 
Had answer'd rar his deed : now 'tis awake, 
Takes note of whk^s done ; and, like a prophet, 
Looks in a glass, thi^tihows wluut future evik, ' 
Either new, or hy remissness new-conceiyed, 
And so in progress to be m^ch'd uid bom, 
O Are now to have no successiv^degrees. 

But, ere they live, to end. 

lactb. Y^tf show some pity. 

Ang. I show it most of i^'when I show justice ; 100 

For then I pity those I d^ot know, 
Which a dismiss'd oSm^ would after gall; 
And do him right tlui^ answering one foul wrong. 
Lives not to act a^raier. Be satisfied ; 
Your brother die^ to-morrow ; be content. 

7sa6. So ypfb must be the first that gives this sentenee, 
And he, that suffers. O, 't is excellent 
To have a giant's strength ; but it is tyrannous 

To use it like a giant. 

^ L iifift t [gj s frfg to J s uift.] Tl iHi ' s well sftttt: 

^ab. Could great men thunder no 

As Jove himself does, Jove would ne'er be quiet ; 
For every pelting, petty officer 
Would use his heaven for thunder ; 
Nothing but thunder I f Merciful Heaven, 
Thou rather with thy sharp and sulphurous bolt 
Split'st the unwedgeable and gnarled oak 
Than the soft myrtle : tot ™f^, jgondman, 
'^ t in a little brief authority, 

; ignorant of what he 's most assur'd, 

I glassy essence, like an angry ape, iso 

I Flays such fantastic tricks before high heaven 
I As make the angels weep ; who, with our spleens, 
I Would all themselves laugh mortaL 

imio. {Aside to /sod.] Q,. ta himrto-htm, wendrf iirwHh 

» ^hmtthsjktt. TlM folks <« If OMflnt,'' 410. 




Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



8os» U.] MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 199 

He *B aoning ; I pargtiye V 

i r i iff » [ in'fff ] Prftj Hf Tun ihfi ^'rtmn ^ 

/«a6. We cannot weigh oar brother with igiBi$eU : 

Great men may jest with saints ; 't is wi^ifrtEemy 

Bat in the less fool proianations^ ^<^' 

Lueio. Thoa 'rt i' tb!'JR^(^ gi^^> more o' that 

Isab* That jjV'Hi&rcaptain '^-but a choleric word, 130 

Which ia-^e soldier is fl^^Klagy jiflniv. 

Ang. Why do 70a pat these sayings apon me ? 

IscA, BecMMise aathoril^, thongfa it err like othens 
Hath yet a kind of medicme in itself, 
That skins the vice o' th' top. Go to your bosom; 
Knock there, and ask yoar heart what it doth know 
That 's like my brother's fault : if it confess 
A nataral guiltiness such as is his. 

Let it not soand a thoasht apon your tongae 140 

Against my brother's lue. 

Ang. lAaide.'] 8he speaks, and 'tis 

Sach sense, that my sense breeds with it. — Fare yoa welL 

/sod. G«ntle mr lord, tarn back. 

Ang. I will betnink me : come again to-morrow. 

I$(A. Hark how I 'U bribe yoa : good my lord, tarn back. 

Ang. How! bribe me? 

laah. Ay, with soch gifts that Heaven shall share wiih yoa. 

Lucio. fAnde to Iscuf.'] Yoa had marr'd all else. 

Isab, Not inth fond shekels of the tested gold, 
Or stones whose rates are either rich or poor 150 

As fancy valoee them ; bat with true prayers 
That shall be ap at hMven and enter there 
Ere sanforise, prayers from preserved sools, 
From fasting maads whose minds are dedicate 
To nothing temporal. 

Ang. Well ; come to me to-morrow. 

Xtt^. [^Aside to Isctb.'] Go to ; 't is well ; away ! 

Isab, Heaven keep yoar honor safe ! 

Ang. {^Aside.!^ Amen : 

For I am that way gdmg to teipptation, 
Where prayers cross. 

Isab, At what hoar to-morrow 

Shall I attend yoar lordship ? 

Ang. At any time 'fore noon. 160 

led. 'Save yoar honoar ! [Sxmmu u^hoa, Imcm, mif nmiiir' 

Ang» From thee, even from thy virtae ? 

What 's this, what 's this? Is this her fkalt or mine ? 

w Wktn pmgtn cfM*.'. ttat It, bii iv»7NI for good ffoMuwo oroM thoM wbleh b* 
■Umtlj pvtf up for Hi* p o m wion of InboUa. 
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The tempter or the tempted, who sins most? 

Hal 

Not she ; nor doth she tempt : bat it is I 

That, lying by the violet in the son, 

Do as the carrion does, not as the flower, 

Cormpt with virtaous season. Can it be 

That modesty may more betray our sense 

Than woman's lightness ? Having waste ground enongli, 170 

Shall we desire to raze the sanctuary 

And pitch our evils there ? O, fie, fie, fie ! 

What dost thou, or what art thou, Angelo ? 

Dost thou desire her foully for those things 

That make her good ? O, let her brother live : 

Thieves for their robbery have authority 

When judges steal themselves. What, do I love her, 

That I desire to hear her speak again, v^ 

And feast upon her eyes ? What is 't I dream onj/^/^' 

Qiwinning eneiB^ thaly to eafeoh a saint, '^^^ 180 

With saints deat bait thy hook ! Most dangerous 

Is that temptation that doth goad us on 

To sin in loving virtue : never oould the strumpet^ 

With all her double viffour, art and nature. 

Once stb my temper ; but this virtuous maid 

Subdues me quite. I Ever till now. 

When men were fond, I smil'd and wonder'd how. / i8A 

ScKMS m. A room in a pruon, 
Bmter, Moemtty, Dun dugmaed tu a fiim^ and Pravoil. 

Duke. Hail to you, Provost ! so I think you are. 

Prov. I am the provost What 's your will, good friar? 

Duke. Bound by my charity and my blest order, 
I come to visit the afflicted spirits 
Here in the prison. Do me the common right 
To let me see them and to make me know 
The nature of their crimes, that I may minister 
To them accordingly. 

Prov. I would do more than that, if more were needfuL 

EiUtr Jxnsn. 

Look, here comes one : a gentlewoman of mine, 10 

Who, falling in the flames of her own youth, 

EUtth blister'd her report : she is with child ; 

And he that got it, sentenc'd ; a young man 

More fit to do another such offence 

Than die for this. 

>v> §viU = oUal, foul ref UM of aU kiadiL 
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Duke. When most he die ? 

Prov. Ab I do think, to-morrow. 

t have provided for yon : stay awhile, [T^juUtt. 

And you shall be conducted. 

Dvke. Repent yon, fair one, of the sin yon carry ? 

JuL. I do ; and bear the shame most patiently. 20 

Duke. I '11 teach you how you shall arraign your confidence, 
And try your penitence, if it be sound. 
Or hollowly put on. 

Jtd. I 'U gladly learn. 

Duke. Jjove you the man that wrong'd you ? 

JuL Yes, as I love the woman that wrong'd him. 

Duke. So then it seems your most offencdful act 
Was mutually committed ? 

JuL Mutually. 

Duke. Then was your sin of heavier kind than his. 

Jul. I do confess it, and repent it, father. 

Duke. 'T is meet so, daughter : but lest you do repent^ 30 
As that the sin hath brought you to this shiune. 
Which sorrow is always towards ourselves, not heaven. 
Showing we would not spare heaven as we love it. 
But as we stand in fear, — 

Jul. I do repent me, as it is an evil, 
And take the shiune with joy. 

Duke. There rest 

Tour partner, as I hear, must die to-morrow. 
And I am going with instruction to him. 
Grace go with you, Benedidte ! [JMr. 

Jul. Must die to-morrow ! O injurious law, 40 

That respites me a life whose very comfort 
Is still a dying horror ! 

Frov. 'T is pity of him. iSumu. 

Scene IV. A roam in Angelo's house. 
Bnter Anvblo. 

Afiff. When I would pray and think, I think and pray 
To several subjects. Heaven hath my empty words ; 
Whilst my invention, hearing not my tongue, 
Anchors on Isabel : Heaven in my mouth. 
As if I did but only chew his name ; 
And in my heart the strong and swelling evil 
Of my conception. The state, whereon I studied, 

* seveni oAjteU, H«re Mferaf hM ita proper meanliig Mpanttod, wreved. 

* Hmvm m my mouth, Hera and In the eecond line abore 8. donbtlees wioteGod^ 
irhieh wBf ffhanged In the etege eopy to comply with a atntnte acnlnit profuiitj. 
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Is like a good tiling, being often ready 

Grown lear'd and tedioos ; yea, mj gravity, 

Wherein — let no man hear me — I take pride, lo 

Could I with boot change for an idle plume, 

Which the air beats for vain. O place, O form, 

How often dost thou with thy case, thy habit. 

Wrench awe from fools and tie the wiser souls 

To thy false seeming ! Blood, thou art blood : 

Let 's write good angel on the devil's horn ; 

Tis not the devil's crest 



How now ! who 's there? 

Smv. One Isabel, a sister, desires access to you. 

Ang* Teach her the way. IJBxU SmvJ] O heavens 1 
Why does my blood thus muster to my heart, 
Making both it unable for itself, 
And dispossessing all my other parts 
Of necessary fitness ? 

So play the foolish throngs with one that swoons ; 
Come all to help him, and so stop the air 
Bv which he should revive : and even so 
The general, subject to a well-wish'd Idng, 
Quit their own part, and in obsequious fondness 
Orowd to his presence, where their untaught love 
Must needs appear offence. 



How now, fair maid ? 30 

Isdb. I am come to know your pleasure. 

Ang. That yon mi^t know it, would much better please me 
Than to demand what 't is. Your brother cannot live. 

Igab. Even so. Heaven keep your honour ! 

Ang. Tet may he live awhile ; and, it may be^ 
As long as you or I : yet he must die. 

Isah. Under your sentence? 

Ang. Tea. 

Isah. When, I beseech you? that in his reprieve, 
Longer or shorter, he may be so fitted 40 

That his soul sicken not. 

Ang. BaI fie, these filthy vices I It were as good 
To pwdon him that hath from nature stolen 
A man already made, as to remit 
Their saucy sweetness that do coin Heaven's image 
In stamps that are forbid : 't is all as easy 
Falsely to take away a life true made 
As to put metal in restrained means 
To nuuke a false one. 

* Tkt fCMfsl : Uiat is, people in fftii«nL 
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Iwh. T'is set down so in hearen^ bat not in ettrth. 50 

Ang. Say 70a bo ? then I shall pose you quickly. 
Which had yon rather, that the most just kw 
Now took your brother's life ; or, to redeem him, 
Giro up yoor body to such sweet uncleanness 
As she that he hath stain'd? 

I»ah. Sir, belieye this, 

I had rather ffive my body than my sooL 

Ang, I talk not of your sonl : our compeU'd sins 
Stand more for number than for aoeompt. 

/sod. How sar yon ? 

Ang. Nay, 1 11 not warrant that; fori can speaJc 
Against the thing I say. Answer to this : 60 

I, now the voice of the recorded law, 
Pronounce a sentence on your brother's life : 
Might there not be a charily in sin 
To save this brother's life ? 

I9ah. Please you to do \ 

1 11 take it as a peril to my soul. 
It is no sin at all, but charity. 

Ang. Pleas'd you to do 't at peril of your soul, 
Were equal poise of sin and charity. 

IsaJb. That I do beg his Uf e, if it be sm. 
Heaven let me bear it! you granting of my suiti 70 

If that be sin, I 'U make it my mom prayer 
To have it added to the faults of mine. 
And nothing of your answer. 

Ang. Nay, but hear me 

Tour sense pursues not mine : either you are ignorant^ 
Or seem so craftily ; and that 's not good. 

I$ah, Let me be ignorant, and in nothing good, 
But graciously to know I am no better. 

Ang. Thus wisdom wishes to appear most bri^ 
When it doth tax itself ; as these black masks 
Proclaim an enshield beauty ten times louder 80 

Than beauty could, display d. But mark me ; 
To be receiyed plain, 1 11 speak more gross : 
Your brother is to die. 

I9ab. So. 

Ang. And his offence is so, as it appears, 
Accountant to the law upon that pain. 

IsaJb, True. 

Ang. Admit no other way to sare his life, ^- 
As I subscribe not that, nor any other, 
But (in the loss of question), — that you, his sister, 90 

^ intk$ leu f^fMiMtMstht wuto of word* ; lappotiiif aa vatapponblt mm. 
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Finding yonnelf desir'd of inch a person. 
Whose credit with the judge, or own great place. 
Could fetch your brother from the manacles 
Of the all-bulding law ; and that there were 
No earthly mean to save him, but that either 
You must lay down the treasures of your body 
To this supposed, or else to let him suffer ; 
What would you do ? 

Itab. As much for my poor brother as myself : 
( That is, were I under the terms of death, loo 

I The impression of keen whips I 'Id wear as rubies, 
I And strip myself to death, as to a bed 
I That longing have been sick for, ere I 'Id yield 
'.My body up to shame. 

Anff» Then must your brother die. 

l8cU>. And 't were the cheaper way : 
Better it were a brother died at once. 
Than that a sister, by redeeming him, 
J^ould die for ever. 

. Ang. Were not you then as cruel as the sentence 
\ That you have slander'd so ? no 

Isai>, Ignomy in ransom and free pardon 
Are of two houses : lawful mercy 
Is nothing kin to foul redemption. 

Ang, You seem'd of late to make the law a tyrant ; 
,' And rather prov'd the sliding of your brother 
: A merriment than a vice. 

Isab, O, pardon me, my lord ; it oft fidls out, 

I To have what we would have, we speak not what we mean : 

I I something do excuse the thing I hate, 

' For his advantage that I dearly love. lao 

^'^Ang. We are all fraiL 

licU}, Else let my brother die. 

If not a f eodary, but only he 
Owe and succeed thy weakness. 

Ang, Nay, women are frail too. 

Is€U>. Ay, as the glasses where they view themaelveB ; 
Which are as easy broke as they make forms. 
Women ! Help Heaven ! men their creation mar 
In profiting by them. Nay, call us ten times frail ; 
For we are soft as our complexions are. 
And credulous to false prints. 

><» hav* hetn dek/ar ^ I hun been, eto. Here !■ mn eUikm of tlie pronoun, eoniBim 
|a oar old wrltem. 

ui If not a ftodmj One of the moet obeenze pewigee in tbeie plftTi. F<etf«ry rs 
MMeiate, eompenlon. 

»eiM = noeMiL MecMrf = foUow, in tlie mom o< take after, imiteto. 
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Ang. I think it well : i jo 

And £rom this testimony of your own sex, — 
Since I suppose we are made to be no stronger 
Than &iilts may shake our frames, — let me be bold ; 
I do arrest your words. Be that you are, 
That is, a woman ; if you be more, you 're none ; . 
If you be one, as you are well express'd 
By all external warrants, show it now, 
By putting on the destin*d livery. 

Isab. I have no tongue but one : gentle my loidi 
Let me entreat you speak the former language. 140 

Anff. Flainly conceive, I love you. 

IscA, My brother did love Juliet, 
And you uSl me that he shall die for it. 

Ang. He shall not, Isabel, if you give me love. 

Is€Uf. I know your virtue hath a license in % 
Which seems a little fouler than it is. 
To pluck on others. 

Afiff. Believe me, on mine honour, 

My words express my purpose. 

laah. Ha ! litde honour to be much befiev'd, 
And most pernicious purpose ! Seeming, seeming ! 150 

I will proclaim thee, Angelo. Look for 't : 
Sign me a present pardon for my brother, 
Or with an outstretched throat I '11 tell the world aloud 
What man thou art 

Ang. Who will believe thee, Isabel ? 

My unsoil'd name, th' anstereness of my life. 
My vouch against you, and my place i' th' state, 
WiU so your accusation overweigh. 
That you shall stifle in your own report 
And smell of calumny. I have begun. 

And now I give my sensual race t^ rein : lOo 

Fit thy consent to my sharp appetite ; 
Lay by all nicety and prolixious blushes. 
That banish what they sue for ; redeem thy brother 
By yielding up thy body to my will ; 
Or else he must not only die Uie death, 
But thy unkindness shall his death draw out 
To lingering sufferance. Answer me to-morrow, 
Or, by the a^ection that now guides me most, 
1 11 prove a tyrant to him. Ab for you. 
Bay what you can, my false o'erwei^ your true. [JBttt 

Isiib, 'To whom should I complam ? Did I tell this, 171 

Who would believe me ? O perilous mouths, 

M laoM bBM, and in UiM IM and elMwhen, b ft diMyllablA — Is^M. 
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That bear in them one and the self-eame tongae. 

Either of condemnation or approof ; 

Bidding the law make coort'sy to their will ; 

Hooking both right and wrong to th' mpetite, 

To follow as it <&aw8 ! I 'U to my brother : 

Thongh he hath fallen by promptiire of the blood. 

Yet hath he in him such a mina of honour. 

That, had he twenty heads to tender down i8o 

On twenty bloody blocks, he 'Id yield them ap» 

Before hu sistw shonld her body stoop 

To such abhorr'd pollution. 

Then, Isabel, live ohaste, and, brother, die : 

More than our brother is our chastity. 

I 'U tell him yet of Angelo's request, 

And fit his mind to deiOli, for his soul's rest {Mttt 



ACT ILL 

Scene I. A roam in the priton. 
Bnur ])«n», ditgudmi m» h«f^, Olaubw, and PMrnuL 

Duke, So then you hope of pardon from Lord Angdo? 

Clcwid, The miserable have no other medicine 
But only hope : 
I 've hope to live, and am prepared to die. 

Duke. Be absolute for death ; either death or life 
Shall thereby be the sweeter. Reason tiius with life : 
If I do lose thee, I do lose a thing 
That none but fools would keep : a breath thou art, 
Servile to all the skyey influences, 

That dost this habitation where thou keep'st lo 

Hourly afflict : merely, thou art death's fool ; 
For lum thou labour'st by thy flight to shun 
And yet runn'st toward him still. Thou art not noMe ; 
For all the accommodations that thou bear'st 
Are nurs'd by baseness. Thou 'rt by no means valiant; 
For thou dost fear the soft and tender fork 
Of a poor worm. Thy best of rest is sleep, 
And that thou oft provok'st ; yet grossly fcAr'st 
Thy death, which is no more. Thou art not tliyself ; 
For thou exist'st on many a thousand grains 90 

That issue out of dust Happy thou art not ; 
For what thou hast not, still thou striVst to get, 
And what thou hast, f orget'st Thou art not certain ; 

ki ** tlMir worn dtoCb not, and th«lr fixe to not qumielMd. " 
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For thj complexion ihifto to atnuige effeete, 

After the moon. If thon arferiehy thoa'rtpoor; 

For, like an ass whose back with ingots bows, . 

Thoa bear'st thy heavy riehes but a joomey. 

And death miloadfl thee* Friend hast then none ; 

For thine own bowels^ whieh do caU thee sire. 

Hie mere eflhuion of thy proper loins, jo 

Do eorse the goat, serpigo, and the rheom. 

For ending tl^e no sooner. Thoa hast nor yoath nor age^ 

Bat, as it were, an aftei^linner's sleep. 

Dreaming on both ; for all thy blessed yoatfa 

Beeomes as aged, and doth beg the alms 

Of palsied eld ; and when thoa art old and rieh, 

Thoa hast neither heat, affeetion, limb, nor beaaty, 

To make liiy riehes pleasant. What 's yet in this ' 

That bears the name of life ? Tet in this life 

lie hid moe thonsand deaAs : yet death we fear, 40 

That makes these odds all even. 

Claud. I hombly thank yoo* 

To sae to live, I find I seek to die ; 
And, seeking death, find life : let it oome on* 

/sod. [ iVithin.'] What, ho ! Peace here ; grace and good 
co mpa ny I 

Prav. Who 's there ? come in : the wish deserves a welcome. 

Duke. Dear sir, ere long 1 11 visit yoa again. 

Claud. Most holy sir, I thank yoa. 



I$ab. My business is a word or two with Gaodio. 

Ftov. Ajid very weloome. Look,. signior, here's yoorrister. 

Duke. Provost, a word with yoa. 50 

Prtw. As many as yoa please. 

Duke. Bring me to hear them speak, where I may be oon- 

Vd. [Etnmt Duk$mmd JVomiI. 

Claud. Now, sister, what 's the comfort ? 

Isab. Why^ 

As all comforts are ; most good, most good indeed. 
Lord Angelo, having a&irs to heaven, 
Litends yoa for his swift ambassador. 
Where yoa shall be an everlasting leiger : 
Tlierefore year best appointment make witii speed ; 
T<Mnorrow yoa set on. 

Claud. Is liiere no remedy ? ^ 

Isab. N<me, bat saeh remedy as, to save a head, 
To deave a heart in twain. 

M rty «MirtMto» = oonfttttttion, «lM Biddas op, ]i««, ol ttM body ; llM pi^ 
* ii«fir=iiiptMtBlatiT% adfocMti ■mhtidor. 
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Claud. But 18 there any? 

I$(ib. TeSy brother^ 70a may live : 
There is a devilish mercy in the judge. 
If you 'U implore it, that will free your life. 
Bat fetter yoa tiM death. 

Claud. Perpetual dnranee ? 

Isab. Ay, just ; perpetual durance, a restrainty 
Though all the world's yastidity you had. 
To a determin'd scope. 

Claud. But in what nature? 

I$a^. In such a one as, you consenting to % 70 

Would bark your honour from that trunk you bear. 
And leave you naked. 

Claud. Let me know the point. 

Isab. O, I do fear thee, Claudio ; and I quake, 
Lest thou a feverous life shouldst entertain, 
And six or seven winters more respect 
Than a perpetual honour. Dar'st thou die ? 
The sense of death is most in apprehension; 
And the poor beetle, that we tread upon, 
In corporal sufferance finds a pang as great 
As when a giant dies. 

Claud. Why give you me this shame? 80 

Think you I can a resolution fetch 
From flowery tenderness ? If I must die, 
I will encounter darkness as a bride. 
And hug it in mine arms. 

Zsod. There spake my brother ; there my father's grave 
Did utter forth a voice. T.es, thou must die : 
Thou art too noble to conserve a life 
In base appliances. This outward-sainted deputy, 
Whose settled visage and deliberate word 
Nips youth i' th' head and follies doth emmew 90 

As falcon doth the fowl, is vet a devil ; 
His filth within being cast, he would appear 
A pond as deep as helL 

Claud. The priestly Angelo ! 

Imh. O, 't is the cunning livery of hell, 
The damned'st body to invest and cover 
In priestly guards I Dost thou think, daudio ? 
If I would yield him my virginity. 
Thou mightst be freed. 

Claud. heavens I it cannot be. 

Isab. Tes, he would give 't thee, from this rank offence, 

» TU priuUf Arngth. TIm folio baa, hmw and thvM Uhm bfllow, nrmsM, for whtoh 
any BMaaing Imaginod hitberCo la ao nnota from aonao that thb eonjoetiual Nadiag ia 
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So to ofEend him still. This night 's the time loo 

That I should do what I abhor to name. 
Or else thou diest to-moirow. 

Claud. Thou shalt not do 't 

Isab. O, were it hat my Uf e, 
I 'M throw it down for your ddiverance 
As frankly as a pin. 

Claud. Thanks, dear IsabeL 

Isab. Be ready, Claudio, for yonr death to-morrow* 

Claud. Yes. Has he affections in him, 
That thus can make him bite the law by the nose, 
When he wonld force it ? Sure, it is no sin ; 
Or of the deadly seyen it is the least. no 

Isab, Which is the least ? 

Claud. If it were damnable, he being so wise, 
Why would he for the momentary trick 
Beperdurablyfin'd? O Isabel! 

fsab. What says my brother ? 

Claud. Death is a fearful thing. 

Isab. And shamed life a hatefuL 

Claud. Ay, but to die, and go we know not where ; 
To lie in cold obstruction and to rot ; 
This sensible warm motion to become 

A kneaded dod ; and the delighted spirit 120 

To bathe in fieiy floods, or to reside 
In thrilling region of tfaack-ribbed ice ; 
To be imprisoned in the viewless ¥mids. 
And blown with restless violence round about 
The pendent world ; or to be — worse than worst — 
Of those that lawless and incertain thought 
Imagine howling : 't is too horrible I 
The weariest and most loathed worldly life 
That age, ache, penury and imprisonment 
Can lay on nature is a paradise 130 

To what we fear of deiUli. 

Isab. Alas, alas ! 

Claud. Sweet sbter, let me live: 

What sin yon do to save a brother's life, 
Nature dispenses with the deed so far 
That it becomes a virtue. 

Isab. O you beast I 

O faithless coward ! O dishonest wretch I 
Wilt thou be made a man out of my vice ? 
Is 't not a kind of incest, to take life 
From thine own sister's shame ? What should I think ? 
Heaven shield my mother pby'd my &ther &ir ! 140 
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For saoh a waiped dip of wilderness 
.Ne'er issued from his Uood. Take my deflaoee I 
Die, perish ! Might bat my bending down 
Bepneve thee from thy fate, it should proceed: 
I 'U pray a thousand prayers for thy death, 
No word to sare liiee. 

Claud. Nay, hear me, IsabeL 

Itah. O, fie,fie,llal 

Thy sin 's not aceidental, but a trade. 
Mennr to thee would prove itself a bawd : 
Tis best that thou diest <piickly. 

CloMd. O hear me, Isabella ! 150 

Jttf-Mlir Dull. 

Duke* Vouchsafe a word, young sister, but one word. 

I$ah. What is your will? 

Duke. Might you dispense with your Iwsure, I would by and 
by have some speech wiUi you : liie satisfaction I would require 
is likewise your own benefit. 

I$ah. I have no superfluous leisure ; my star must be stolen 
out of other afbirs ; but I will attend you awhile. iWMik» ti^mt, 

Duke. Son, I have overheard what hath pass'd between you 
and your sister. Angelo had never the purpose to corrupt her ; 
only he hath made an assay of her virtue to practise his judge- 
ment with the disposition of natures : she, having the truth of 
honour in her, hath made him that gracious denuil which he is 
most glad to receive. I am confessor to Angelo, and I know 
this to be true ; therefore prepare yourself to death : do not 
satisfy your resolution with hopes tlmt are fallible : to4n0rrow 
you must die ; go to your knees and make ready. 

Claud. Let me ask my sister pardon* I am so out of love 
with life that I will sue to be rid 4^ it 

Duke. Hold you there: farewelL [Boat Claudia.} Pro- 
vost, a word with you I 170 



Frav. What's your will, father? 

Duke. That now you are come, you will be gone. Leave 
me awhile with the maid : my mind promises with my habit no 
loss shall touch her by my company. 

PrOV. In good time. [AelrlVMMt. lMAdlaemiu$Jbrwmd. 

Duke. The hand that hath made you fair hath made you 
good : the goodness that is cheap in beauty makes beauty brief 
in goodness ; but grace, being the soul of your complexion, shall 
keep the body of it ever &t. The assault that Angelo hath 
made to you, fortune hath convey'd to my understandmg ; and, 



Ml wi Umut i: ufltd looMljj^aad for fho mM» of » ayllabla. for uHUmuM, 
•»• epmvUxion: m In lino 
tntioii of Wfeh lOBl ttd bo47. 



wM«v« •.>**• Will mMv mmajm ■ ■■ !■ »vk miam ^aaw v* m mj*imff tm *vk wmmm.m.mm, 

epmnUrion: m In lino Si of thia acMio, but bm hsiing rtfomoo to tho eoBftt 
BofWhioa' 
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bat that frailbr hath examples for hie falling, I should wonder 
at Angelo. £Low will 70a do to content this substitute, and to 
save your brother ? 

Isah. I am now going to resolve him: I had rather my 
brother die by the law than my son should be unlawfully bom. 
But, O9 how much is the good Duke deceiy'd in Angelo ! If 
oyer he return and I can speak to him, I will open my lips in 
yain, or. discover his goyemment. 

Duke. That shall not be much amiss : yet, as the matter now 
stands, he will avoid your accusation ; he made trial of you 
only. Therefore fasten your ear on my advisings : to the love 
I have in doing good a remedy presents itself .# I do make my- 
self believe that you may most uprigfateously do a poor wronged 
lady a merited benefit ; redeem your bromer from the angxy 
law ; do no stain to your own gracious person ; and much plMse 
the absent Duke, if peradventure he shall ever return to have 
hearing of this business. 

I9ab. Let me hear you speak farther. I have spirit to do 
anything that appears not foul in the truth of my spirit i99 

Duke. rVirtue is bold, and goodness never fearfuL; Have 
you not heard speak of Mariana, the sister of Frederick, the 
great soldier who miscarried at sea ? 

I9ah. I have heard of the lady, and good words went with 
her name. 

Duke. She should this Angelo have married ; was aflSanced 
to her by oath, and the nuptial i^ypointed : between which time 
of the contract and limit of the solemnify, her brother Frederick 
was wreck'd at sea, having in that perished vessel the dowry of 
his sister. But mark how heavily this befell to the poor gentle- 
woman: there she lost a noUe and renowned brother, in his 
love toward her ever most kind and natural ; with him, the por* 
tion and sinew of her fortune, her marriage-dowry ; with both, 
her comUnate husband, this well-seeminff Angelo. 

Isah. Can this be so ? did Angelo so leave her ? 

Duke. Left her in her tears, and dried not one of them with 
his comfort ; swallowed his vows whole, pretending in her dis- 
coveries of dishonour : in few, bestow'd her on her own lamenta- 
tion, which she yet wears for his sake ; and he, a marble to her 
tears, is washed with them, but relents not 319 

iMh* What a merit were it in death to take this poor maid 
from the world! What corruption in this life, that it will let 
this man live ! But how out of this can she avail ? 

Duke. It is a rapture that you may easily heal : and the cure 
of it not only saves your brother, but keeps you from dishonour 
in doing it 

I$ab. Show me how, good father. 

lu tmMtMU = «oataM«»d. 
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Duke. This f orenamed maid haHi yet in her the continiuuice 
of her first affection : his unjast unlondness, that in all reason 
Bhoold have quenched her love, hath, like an impediment in the 
current, made it more violent and unmly. Gro yon to Angelo , 
answer his requiring^ with a plansihle ohedience ; agree with his 
demands to Uie point ; only refer yourself to this advantage, 
first, that your stay with hun may not he long ; that the time 
may have all shadow and silence in it ; and the place answer to 
convenience. This heine granted in course, — and now follows 
all, — we shall advise Uiis wronged maid to stead up vonr ap- 
pointment, go in your place ; if the encounter acknowledge itsdf 
hereafter, it may compel him to her recompense : and here, hy 
this is your hrouier saved, your honor untainted, the poor Mari- 
ana advantaged, and the corrupt deputy foiled. The maid will 
I frame ana xnake fit for his attempt If you think well to 
carry this as you may, the douhleness of the henefit defends the 
deceit from reproof. What think you of it ? 

Isah. The image of it gives me content already; and I trust 
it will grow to a most prosperous perfection. 

Duke, It lies much in your holding up. Haste you speedily 
to Angelo : if for this night he entreat you to his hed, give him 
promise of satisfaction. I will presentiy to Saint Luke's : there, 
at the moated grange, resides tiiis dejected Mariana. At tiiat 
place call upon me ; and dispatch with Angelo, that it may he 
quickly. 251 

Isah. I thank you for this comfort Fare you well, good 
father. (Xmmhi jM«mfi^. 

v^« 8cBNB II. The street before the prison. 

Jblcr, M 0%$ tidtf Duxl^ diagmistd as be/brt ; on tk* otktr, Blbow, tmd OOeoB with 

FOHPIT. 

Mlb. Nay, if there he no remedy for it, but that you will 
needs buy and sell men and women like beasts, we shall have 
all the world drink brown and white bastard. 

Duke. O heavens ! what stuff is here ? 

Pont. 'T was never merry world since, of two usuries, the 
merriest was put down, and the worser allow'd by order of law 
a fnrr*d gown to keep him warm ; and furr'd with fox and lamb- 
skins too, to signify, that craft, being richer than innocency, 
stands for the facing. 

JElb. Come your way, sir. 'Bless you, good father friar, to 

Duke. And you, good brother hiher. What offence hath 
this man made you, sir? 

JSlb. Marry, sir, he hath offended the law : and, sir, we take 
him to be a thief too, sir ; for we have found upon him, sir, a 
strange picklock, which we have sent to the depufy. 
* battard = » kind of shun sweet win* inad« of imliiiu. 
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Ditke. Fie, sirrah ! a bawd, a wicked bawd I 
The evil that thoa caosest to be done, 
That is thy means to live. Do thon bat think 
What 't is to cram a maw or clothe a back 
From such a filthy vice : say to thyseU, ^ 

From their abominable and beastly touches 
I drink, I eat, array myself, and live. 
Canst thoa believe thy living is a life, 
So stinkingly dependmg ? Go mend, go mend. 

Fonu Lideed, it does stink in some sort, sir ; bat yety sir, I 
would prove — 

Dtike, Nay, if the devil have given thee proofs for sin. 
Thou wilt prove his. Take him to prison, <Mfficer : 
Correction and instruction must both work 
Ere this rode beast will profit jo 

Elb. He must before the deputy, sir ; he has given him warn- 
ing : the deputy cannot abide a whoremaster : if he be a whore- 
monger, and comes before him, he were as good go a mile on his 
errand* 

Dfike, That we were all, as some would seem to be. 
Free from our faults, as from faults seeming, free ! 

Elb, His neck will come to your waist, — a cord, sir. 

Fom. I spy comfort ; I cry baiL Here 's a gentleman and a 
friend of mine. 39 

Jbter Ldqio. 

Lueio. How now, noble Pompey ! What, at the wheels of 
Cesar ? art thou led in triumph ? What, is there none of 'Pyg' 
malion's images, newly made woman, to be had now, for putting 
the hand in &e pocket and extracting it clutch'd ? What reply, 
ha? What say'st thou to this tune, matter and method ? Is 't 
not drown'd i' th' hut rain, ha ? What say'st thou, Trot? Is 
the world as it was, man ? Which is the way ? Is it sad, and 
few words ? or how ? The trick of it ? 

Duke, Still thus, and thus ; still worse ! 

Lueio, How doth my dear morsel, thy mistress ? Procures 
she still, ha ? ^o 

Pom. Troth, sir, she hath eaten up all her beef, and she is 
herself in the tub. 

Lueio. Why, 'tis good ; it is the right of it ; it must be so : 
ever your fresh whore and your powder'd bawd : an unshunn'd 
consequence ; it must be so. Art going to prison, Pompey ? 

Fom. Tes, fiiith, sir. 

Lueio. Why, 't is not amiss, Pompey. Farewell : go, say I 
sent thee thither. For debt, Pompey ? or how ? 

^ imtkthA: Vbai lf,tlM pewdariag tob',s mode of ti«atm«it for wb^t wii eaUtd th« 
rnoeh diMMO. 
M^0w4«r'tf = iiUtd. Salted bettwuoalUdpowdcrwlbMl 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



,// 



214 MEASURE FOR MEASURE. [Aat UL 

Elb. For beinff a bawd, for bdng a bawd. 59 

LwAo. Well, iaeiiyimpruon him: if impriBonment be the due 
of a bawd, why, 't is his right : bawd is he doabtless, and of an- 
tiquity too; bawd-bom. Farewell, ffood Pom|>ej. Commend 
me to the prison, Pompcr^ : yon will torn good husband now, 
Pompey ; yon will keep the house. 

Pom. I hope, sir, yonr ffood worship will be my baiL 

Ludo* No, indeed, will I not, Pompey ; it is not the wear. I 
wiU pray, Pompey, to increase your bondage : if yon take it not 
patiently, wh^, yoor metde is the more. Adieu, trusty Pompey. 
'Bless yon, fnar. 

Duke. And yon. 70 

Zuoio. Does Bridget paint still, Pompey, ha? 

Bib. Come yonr ways, sir ; come. 

Fom. Tou will not bail me, then, sir ? 

Lueio. Then, Pompey, nor now. What news ahroad, friar ? 
what news? 

Elb. Come your ways, sir; come. 

Lwsio. Go to kennel, Pompey ; go. [Exeunt Elbow, Pan^ 
fey and Offleen.'] What news, friar, of the Duke ? 

Duke. I know none. Can yon tell me of any ? 

Lucio. Some say he is with the Emperor A Russia; other 
some» he is in Rome : but where is he, think you ? 81 

Duke. I know not where ; but wheresoever, I wish him welL 

Lueh. It was a mad fantastical trick of him to steal from the 
state, and usurp the beggary he was never bom to. Lord An- 
gelo dukes it well in his absence ; he puts transgression to 't. 

Duke. He does well in 't 

Luoio. A litde more lenity to lecheiy Would do no harm in 
him : something too crabbed that way, friar. 

Duke. It is too general a vice, and severity must cure it. 89 

Xtfoio. Tes, in good sooth, the vice is of a great kindred ; it 
is well allied : but it is impossible to extirp it ^te, friar, till 
eating and drinking be put down. They say this Angelo was 
not imMle by man and woman after this aowiuright way of crea> 
tion : is it true, think you ? 

Duke. How should he be made, then? 

Luoio. Some report a searmaid spawn'd him ; some, that he 
was begot between two stook-flshes. But it is certain that when 
he mabs water his urine is congeal'd ice ; that I know to be 
true : and he is a motion ungeneradve ; that 's infalliWa. 

Duke. Tou are pleasant, sir, and speak apace. 100 

Lueio. Why, what a ruthless thing is this in him, for the 
rebellion of a codpiece to take away the life of a man ! Would 

^ TamwOltmnmood kuAami^f^ Tlw fall orlgUMl ^MMlag of th* void AiiiteiK 
Ihftt It, h<mp»-boodi*r. In implied 
* « MMtM = ft papp«t, an wa\ 
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the Duke that is absent have done this ? Ere he would have 
hang'd a man for the getting a hundred bastacds, he would have 
paid for the nursing a thousand : he had some feeling of the 
sport ; he knew the service, and that instructed him to mercy. 

Duke. I never heard the absent Duke much detected for 
women ; he was not inclined that way. 

Luoio* O9 sir, you are deeeiv'd. 

Duke. 'T is not possible. no 

Lueio. Who, not the Duke ? yes, your bcjggar of fifty ; and 
his use was to put a ducat in her daek-duh : the Duce had 
crotchets in turn. He would be drunk too ; that let me inform 
you. 

Duke. You do him wrong, surely. 

Lueio. Sir, I was an inward of his. A sly fellow was the 
Duke : and I believe I know the cause of his withdrawing. 

Duke. What, I prithee, might be the cause ? 

Luoio. No, pardon : 't is a secret must be lock'd witfai9 the 
teeth and the lips : but this I can let you understand, the greater 
file of the subject held the Duke to be wise. »< 

Duke. Wise ! why, no question but he was. 

Luoio. A very superficial, ignorant, unweighing fellow. 

Duke. Either this is envy in you, folly, or mistaking : the 
very stream of his life and we business he hath hehned must 
upon a warranted need give him a better proclamation* Let 
haok be but testimonied in his own bringtngs-f orth, and he shall 
appear to the envious a scholar, a statesman and a soldier, 
llieref ore yon speak unskilfully ; or if your knowledge be more 
it is much dark'ned in vour malice. 130 

Luaio. Sir, I know him, and I love him. 

Duke. Lorre talks with better knowledge, and knowledge 
with dearer love. 

Lurio. Come, sir, I know what I know. 

Duke. I can hardly believe that, since you know not what 
you speak. But, if ever the Duke return, as our pravers are he 
mav, let me desire yon to make your answer before him. If it 
be honest yon have spoke, you nave courage to maintain it : T 
am bound to call upon you ; and, I pray you, your name ? 

Luoio. Sir, my name is Lueio ; well known to the Duke. 140 

Duke. He shall know yon better, nr, if I may live to report 
you* 

Lueio. I fear you not. 

Duke. O, you hope the Duke will return no more ; or you 
imagine me too unhnrtlnl an opposite. But indeed I can do you 
little harm ; you H forswear this again. 

^^claek-diak, BtWM«Mnlid4idiMwiUi]iiataAeofm,whiflhth«7elaektdtoftttnet 

sttmtlon. 
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Ltuno. 1 11 be hang'd first : thou art decenr'd in me, friar. 
But no more of this. Canst thon tell if Qaadio die to-morrow 
or no? 

Duke. Why should he die, sir ? 150 

Lttcio, Whj ? For filling a bottle with a ton-dish. I would 
the Duke we talk of were retom'd acain : this ungenitur'd agent 
will unpeople the province with oontmency ; sparrows must not 
build in his house-eaves, because they are lecherous. The Duke 
vet would have dark deeds darkly answered ; he would never 
bring them to light: would he were retum'd! Marry, this 
Claudio is condemned for untrussing. Farewell, good friar: 
I prithee, pray for me. The Duke, I say to thee again, would 
eat mutton on Fridays. He 's not past it yet, and I say to thee, 
he would mouth with a beggar, though she smelt brown bread 
and garlic : say that I said so. FarewelL [Aeil 

IHike. No might nor greatness in mortality 
Can censure 'scape ; back-wounding calumny 
The whitest virtue strikes. What king so strong 
Can tie the gall up in the slanderous tongue ? 
But who comes here ? 

Jki«r BsoALUS, PRmMt, and OOoen, miih Ifnnns Ofinon. 

Eseal, Go ; away with her to prison ! 

Mrs. Ov. Good my lord, be good to me ; your honour is 
accounted a merciful man ; good my lord. 169 

EsccbL Double and treble admonition, and still forfeit in 
the same kind I Thb would make mercy swear and play the 
tyrant. 

Frov. A bawd of eleven years' continuance, may it please 
your honour. 

Mrs* Ov* My lord, this is one Lucio's information against 
me. Mistress Kate Eeepdown was with child by him in the 
Duke's time : he promis'd her marriage : his child is a year and 
a quarter old, come Philip and Jacob : I have kept it myself ; 
and see how he goes about to abuse me I i79 

Eseal. That fellow is a fellow of much license : let him be 
eall'd before us. Away with her to prison ! Go to ; no more 
words. [^Exeunt QfftcerB with Mistress Ov.] Provost, my 
brother Angelo will not be alter'd ; Claudio must die to-mor- 
row: let hmi be fumish'd with divines, and have all chari- 
table preparation. If my brother wrought by my pity, it should 
not be so with him. 

Fmv. So please you, this friar hath been with him, and ad- 
vis'd him for the entertainment of death. 

u» <ai mMttoH. Ai to tha meaning, tm the note on " beM mutton,'* Thru Bmikmm 
^ r«rmMi, Act I. 80. 1. 
its A»i4»aM«/aeofr=sholUtaijontlielatlb7. Old Style, n«nd to St. PhUip uid St 



M tkn «iU€itaiiiiiMiu= the reception. 
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EseaL Good even, good father. 

Duke. Bliw and goodness on 70a ! 190 

EacoL Of whence are yon ? 

Duke. Not of this coontry, though my chance is now 
To use it for my time : I am a brother 
Of gracious order, Lite come from the See 
In special business from his Holiness. 

EaeaL What news abroad i' th' world ? 

Duke. None, but that there is so great a fever on goodness, 
that the dissolution of it must cure it : novelty is only in re- 
quest ; and it is as dangerous to be aged in any kind of course, 
as it is virtuous to be constant in any undertaking. There is 
scarce truth enough alive to make societies secure; but secu- 
rity enough to make fellowships accurst : much upon this riddle 
runs the wisdom of the world. This news is old enough, yet it 
is every day's news. I pray you, sir, of what disposition was 
the Duke? 

EeeaL One that, above all other strifes, contended especially 
to know himself. 

Duke. What pleasure was he given to ? 

EseaL Rather rejoicing to see another merry, than merry at 
any thing which profess'd to make him rejoice : a gentleman of 
all temperance. But leave we him to his events, with a prayer 
they may prove prosperous ; and let me desire to know how 
vou find Clandio prepared. I am made to understand that you 
have lent him visitation. 

Duke. He professes to have received no sinister measure 
from his judge, but most willingly humbles himself to the deter- 
mination of justice : yet had he framed to himself, by the in- 
struction of his frailty, many deceiving promises of life ; which 
I by my good leisure have discredited to him, and now is he 
resolv'd to die. 220 

EscdL You have paid the heavens your function, and the 
prisoner the very debt of your calling. I have labour'd for the 
poor gentleman to the eztremest shore of my modesfy : but my 
brother justice have I found so severe, that he hath foro'd me 
to tell him he is indeed Justice. 

Duke. Hi his own life answer the straitness of his proceeding, 
it shall become him well ; wherein if he chance to fail, he haUi 
sentenc'd himself. I 

Eeeal. I am going to visit the prisoner. Fare you weU. 

Duke. Peace be with you !• {BaotmU Saeaku mud Pivpott, 

He who the sword of heaven will bear 231 

joar daqr. 

j-oM poor linoi afltr tbo «Bit of Bn 

He eloMd tho mmm wifth *' P«Me bo 

irfth yoa'* The speech la ooof need In aonio pMMfM, whioh i( Is not worth whiletooom- 

~ at on. BeUer Jump the whole. 



*tt paid tkt h mm ns yrntr fitmetim^^ difoharged yoai 

>» H* who tkt imord ^fkea mm ^ etc. Thetwentr-oi 

Ml« end the Proroet eie not 8.*e, I am raxo. He ( 
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Should be as holy as serers ; 
Pattern in himself to know, 
Orace to stand, and yirtoe so ; 
More nor less to others jMiy — 
Than by self-offences 
Shame to him whose • 
Kills for f salts of his own liking I 
Twice treble shame on Angelo, 
To weed my vice and let his grow I afO 

{ Oj what may man within him hide. 
Though angel on the outward side ! ) 
How may likeness made in crimes. 
Making practice on the times. 
To draw with idle spiders' strings 
Most ponderous and substantial things! 
Craft against vice I must i^PI^y * 
"^ With iUgelo to^ht shall lie 
His old betrothed but despised ; 
So disguise shall, by the disguised, 950 

Pay with falsehood false eraeting, 
And perform an old contracting. (Arfk 



ACT IV. 

SciNB L The moated grange at St. Lues's. 

JftMr Mauava mud • Boj. 
Hot Mmf. 

Take, O, take those lips away. 

That so ■weetlr wen forswom ; 
And thote eyes, the break of day. 

Lights that do mislead the morn : 
But my Usees bring again, biing sffsfai ; 
Seals of loTe, bat seal*? in vain, seii'd hi Tain. 

Mori. Break oft thy song, and haste thee quick away : 
Here comes a man of comfort, whose advice 
Hath often still'd my brawling discontent. {BkU Af. 

Jblcr Dm, HMgmmd «• htf^. 

I cry you mercy, sir ; and well could wish to 

Tou had not found me here so musical : 

Let me excuse me, and beHere me so, 

My mirth it much displeas'd, but pleas'd my woe. 

Duke. T is good ; though music oft hath suoh a ehaon • 
To make bad ffood, and good provdce to hann. 
I pray you, teU me, hath any body inquired for me here to-day? 
much upon this time have I promised here to meet. 
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Maru Ton hftve not been inquired after : I hftTO sat here 
aU day. 19 



Duke. I do constantly believe yon. The time is oome eren 
now. I shall erave your forbearance a litde : may be I will eall 
upon yon anon, for some advantage to yourself. 

Maru I am always bonnd to yon. ( Abjh 

Duke* Very well met, and well come. 
What is the news from this ^^ood depnhr ? 

I8<U>. He hath a sarden circommnr'd with briioky 
Whose western side is with a vineyard baek'd * 
And to that vineyard is a planched gate, 
That makes his opening wtdi this bigger key : 
This other doth command a little door 30 

Which from the vineyard to the garden leads ; 

There have I made my promise npon the heavy middle of tiie 
night to call upon him. » 

Duibd. But shall yoa on yoor knowledge And this way? 

Isab. I have ta'en a due and waipr note upon ^t : 
Witik whispering and most g^ty dihgence, 
In action all of precept, he did show me 
The way twice o er. 

Duke, Are there no other tokens 

Between vou 'greed concerning her observance ? 

Isab, No, none, but only a repair i' th' dark ; 40 

And that I have possessed him my most stay 
Can be but brief ; for I have ma^e him know 
I have a servant comes with me along, 
That stays upon me, whose persuasion is 
I come ibont my bzother. 

Dttke. T is well borne up. 

I have not yet made known to Mariana 
A word of this. What, ho ! within ! come forth! 



I pray yon, be acquainted with this maid ; 

She comes to do yon good* 
Jgab. I do desire the like. 

Dtdce. Do yon jiersnade yourself that I respect yon? 30 

Maru Good fnar, I know yon do, and have foimd it 
Dt/^ce. Take, then, this your companion by the handf 

Who hath a stray ready for your ear. 

I shall attend your leisure *. but make haste ; 

The vi^rous night approaches. 
Mori. Will 't please you walk aside? [AMMMMMMMtfiMrito 

» tirtmmmm^d = waited MOUBd. 
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Duks. O place and gieatoefls ! iiuIIiodb of fiike eyes 
Are stuck upon thee : volumes of report 
Run with these false and most contrarious quests 
Upon thy doings : thousand escapes of wit 60 

Make thee the fadier of their idle dreams 
And rack thee in their fancies. 

R0'4$tUr Makiava ond Iiauua. 

Welcome, how agreed ? 

Isctb. She '11 take the enterprise upon her, iaAetf 
If you advise it 

ihike. It is not my consent, 

But my entreaty too. 

Isai. Litde have you to say 

When you depart from him, hut, soft and low, 
" Bememher now my brother." 

Maru Fear me not 

Duke. Nor, gentle daughter, fear you not at alL 
He is your husband on a pre-contract : 

To bring you thus together, 't is no sin, 70 

Sith that the justice of your title to him 
Doth flourish the deceit Come, let us go : 
Our com 's to reap, for yet our tilth 's to sow. (Aamiii. 

SoKNB n. A room in ths prwm. 
Alter ProTost umd Pomfr. 

ProfV. Come hither, sirrah. Can you cut off a man's head? 

Fom. li the nuin be a bachelor, sir, I can ; but if he be a 
married man, he 's his wife's head, and I can never cut off a 
woman's head. 

Frov. Come, sir, leave me your snatches, and yield me a di- 
rect answer. To-morrow morning are to die Chindio and Bai^ 
nardine. Here is in our prison a common executioner, who in 
his office lacks a helper : if you will take it on you to assist him, 
it shall redeem you from your gyves ; if not, you shall have your 
full tame of imprisonment, and your deliverance with an unpitied 
whipping, for you have been a notorious bawd. n 

Fom, Sir, I have been an unlawful bawd time out of mind ; 
but yet I will be content to be a lawful hangman. I would be 
glad to receive some instruction from my fellow partner. 

Fnm. What, ho ! Abhorson ! Wh^ 's Abhorson, there ? 



Abhor. Do you call, sir ? 

Frov. Sirrah, here 's a fellow will help you to-morrow in your 
execution. If you think it meet, compound with him by the 
^ aUk. Ooiitnet«dfion«i«IUiiM = ilno*. . 
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year, and let Imn abide here with yon ; if not, use him for the 
present and disnuss him. He cannot plead his estimation with 
you ; he hath been a bawd. 21 

Abhcr, A bawd, sir ? fie upon him ! he will discredit our 
mystery. 

Frov. Go to, sir ; you weigh equally ; a feather will turn the 
scale. ^ [Sxu, 

Pom. Fray, sir, by your good favour, — for surely, sir, a 
good favour yon have, but mtA you have a hanging look, — > 
do yon call, sir, vour occupation a mystery ? 

Abhor. Ay, sur ; a mystery. 29 

Fom. Painting, sir, I have heard say, is a mystery; and 
vour whores, sir, being members of my occupation, using paint- 
mg, do prove my occupation a mystery : but what mystery there 
should be in hanging, if I should be hanged, I cannot imagine. 

Abhor. Sir, it is a mystery. 

Fom. Proof? 

Abhor. Every true man's apparel fits vour thief : if it be too 
litUe for your thief, your true man thinks it big enough ; if it 
be too big for your tnief , your thief thinks it Utile enough : so 
every true man's apparel fits your thief. 

Frov. Are you agreed ? 40 

Fonu Sir, I will serve him ; for I do find your hangman is a 
more penitent trade than joar bawd ; he dodi oftener ask for- 
giveness. 

Frov. Tou, sirrah, provide your block and your axe to-mor- 
row four o'clock. 

Abhor. Come on, bawd ; I will instruct thee in my trade ; 
follow. 

Fom. I do desire to learn, sir : and I hope, if you have oc- 
casion to use me for vour own turn, you shall find me yare ; for 
truly, sir, for your kindness I owe you a good turn. 50 

Frou. Call hither Bamardine and Claudio : 

[SsemU Ptmpeif tmd Abkomm. 

The one has my pify ; not a jot the other. 
Being a murderer, though he were my brother. 

Jftilcr G&AUDio. 

Look, here 's the warrant, Claudio, for thy death : 
T is now dead midnight, and by eight to-morrow 
Ihon must be made' immortaL Where 's Bamardine ? 
Claud. As fast lock'd up in sleep as guiltless labour 
When it lies starkly in the traveller's bones : 
He will not wake. 

* ask y^fyfcwiMH. It wu the eoacom of old for tueatloMn to ask SonArmtm of 
lOMth^pattodaaCh. 

• tatt = iMdj. 8m Tn^utf Aet L So- 1. 
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Prm). Who can do good on him ? 

Well, go, piqpue younelf. [KnoMng withinJ] But, haA, 
what noise ? 60 

Heaven gire your spirits eomfort I [Bxit C^oiftiio.] By and by. 
I hope it is some pardon or reprieve 
For the most gentle Cbuidio. 

MkUt DoKi, disguued as b^fin. 

Welcome, faihec. 

DuJoB. The best and wholesom'st spirits of the nif^ 
Envelope you, good provost! Who <»U'd here of late ? 

Pr(P0» None, since the curfew rung. 

Duke. Not Isabel? 

Pnw. Nob 

Duke. They will, then, ere 'the long. 

Prcv. What comfort is for Glandio ? 

Duke. There 's some in hope. 

Frofv. It is a bitter deputy. 

Duke. Not so, not so ; his life is paandlel'd 70 

Even with the stroke and line of his great jostioe: 
He doth with holy abstinence subdue 
That in himself which he spurs on his power 
To qualify in others : were he meal'd witii that 
Whicb he corrects, tJien were he tyrannous ; 
But this being so, he 's just (JdwcMw wiMn, 

Now are they come. [Mtk ihnmMt. 
This is a gentle provost : seldom when 

The steeled gaoler is the friend of men. (JDmcUviuMni. 

How nowl what noise? That spirit's possessed with haste 
That wounds the unsisting postern with these strokes. 80 



Prov. There he must stay until the Mcer 
Arise to let him in : he is cail'd up. 

Duke. Have you no countermand for Clandio yet, 
But he must die to-morrow? 

Prov. None, sir, none. 

Duke. As near the dawning, provost, as it is, 
You shall hear more ere mormng. 

Prov. Happely 

Tou something know; yet I believe thrae comes 
No countermand ; no such example have we : 
Besides, upon the very siege of justice 

Lord Angelo hath to the public ear 90 

Proless'd the contrary. 

v« f»M«r<l:iliatb,diutad,naixehad Msmilter ii with theiMal In whleh )m iracia 
M a« mui9img po$t«m : iniur mean (he postern nerer at reit ; or we nay hare a nia» 
irint of nuliefeinf , or nnreetlng, or unreeirang, or unwiBting 
M Happtiy as by hap, perhaps : a trityUable ; often printed Aflvptfy in the old oopiee 
* ncf«=:Mat. 
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TUs is his loidship's ] 

Duke. And here oomee daadio's poidon* 

Mm* {^Giving a paperJ] My lord hath sent yoa this note ; 
and by me this further charge, that you swerve not from the 
smallest article of it, neither in time, matter, or other circom- 
stance. Good morrow ; for, as I take it, it is almost day. 

Prav. I shall obey 1dm. iXxU kmmgtr, 

Dtike. lAside."] This is his pardon, pforehas'd 1^ sneh sin 
For which the pardoner himself is in. 

Hence hath offence his quick celerity, loo 

When it is home in high aathority : 
When vice makes mercy, mercy 's so extended, 
That for the fanlt's love is the offender friended* 
Now, sir, what news ? 

Prop. I told yon. Lord Angelo, belike thinking me remiss 
in mine office, awakens me with this unwonted pnttmj^«n ; me- 
thinks strangely, for he hath not us'd it before. 

Duke. Fhiy you, let *s hear. 

Prav. lBeaas.2 

Whatsoever you mav hear to the contiary, let Clandio he executed hy 
four of the dock ; ana in the afternoon Baraardine : for my hetter satw- 
fiietlon, let me have Clandio's heed sent me by fire. Let this be doly per- 
formed ; with a thought thst more depends on it than we must yet de- 
liverr Thns fail not to do your ofike, as yon will answer it at your peiil. 

What say yon to this, sir ? 

Duke. What is that Bamazdine who is to be executed in the 
afternoon? 

Prov. A Bohemian bom, but here nursed up and bred; one 
that is a prisoner nine years old. 

Duke. How came it that the absent Duke had not eiHier de* 
Iiver*d him to his liberty or executed him ? I have heard it was 
ever his manner to do ao. 121 

Prov. His friends still wrought reprieves for him: and, in- 
deed, his fact, till now in the government of Lord Angelo, came 
not to an undoubtful proof. 

Duke. It is now apparent ? 

Prov. Most manifest, and not denied by himself. 

Duke. Hath he iMMrne himself penitently in prison? haw 
i he to be touch'd ? 



Prov. A man that apprehends death no more dreadfully but 
as a drunken sleep ; cardess, reckless, and fearless of what 's 
past, present, or to come ; insensiUe of mortality, and desper- 
ately mortaL 

Duke. He wants advice. 

Prov. He wiQ hear none : he hath evermore had the liber^ 
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of the prison ; give him leave to escape hence, he would not : 
drank many times a day, if not many days entirely drank. We 
have very oft awak'd him, as if to cany him to ezecation, and 
show'd him a seeming warrant for it : it hath not moved him 
at all. 139 

Ihtke* More of him anon. There is written in yoor hrow, 
provost, honesty and constancy : if I read it not truly, my an- 
cient skill hesniles me ; bat, in the boldness of my canning, I 
will lay myself in hazard. Claadio, whom here yoa have war- 
rant to ezecate, u no greater forfeit to the law than Angelo who 
halh sentenc'd him. To make yoa understand this in a mani- 
fested effect, I crave bnt four days' respite ; for ihe which yoa 
are to do me both a present and a dangerous courtesy. 

Prov, Fray, sir, in what ? 

Duke* In the dehiying death. 149 

Prov. Alack, how may I do it, having the hour limited, and 
an express command, under penalty, to deliver his head in the 
view of Angelo ? I may make my case as Glaudio's, to cross 
this in the smallest 

Duke. By the vow of mine order I warrant vou, if my 
instractions may be your guide. Let this Barnardme be this 
morning executed, and his head borne to Angelo. 

Prav. Angelo hath seen them both, and will discover the 
&vour. 

Duke. O, death 's a great disgniser ; and you may add to it. 
Shave the head, and dye the beard ; and say it was the desire 
of the penitent to be so bar'd before his death : you know the 
course is common. If anything fall to you upon this, more than 
thanks and good fortune, by the saint whom I profess, I will 
plead against it with my life. 

Prov. Pardon me, good father ; it is against my oath. 

Duke. Were you sworn to the Duke, or to the deputy ? 

Prav. To him, and to his substitutes. 

Duke. Tou will think you have made no offence, if the Duke 
avouch the justice of your dealing ? 

Prov. But what likelihood is in that ? 170 

Dt^. Not a resemblance, but a certainty. Tet since I see 
you fearful, that neither my coat, integrity, nor persuasion can 
with ease attempt you, I will go further than I meant, to pluck 
all fears out of you. Look you, sir, here is the hand and seal 
of the Duke : you know the character, I doubt not ; and the 
signet is not strange to you. 

Prov. I know Siem both. 

Duke. The contents of this is the return of the Duke : you 
shall anon over-read it at your pleasure ; where you shall &id, 
within these two days he will be here. This is a thing that 
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Angelo knows not; for he this very daj receives letters of 
strange tenoor ; perchance of the Doke's death ; perchance en* 
tering into some monastery; bat, by chance, nothing of what 
is here writ Look, the unfolding star calls up the shepherd. 
Pat not yoarself into amazement how these things should be : 
all difficulties are but easy when they are known. Call your 
executioner, and o£E with Bamardine's head : I will give hmi a 
present shiift and advise him for a better place. Yet yon are 
amaz'd ; but this shall absolutely resolve you. Cqme away ; it 
is almost clear dawn. {Sxtmu. 

ScBNB m. Another room in the iome, 
MUer POMPIT. 

Fom. I am as well acquainted here as I was in our house of 
profession : one would think it were Mistress Overdone's own 
bouse, for here be many of her old customers. First, here 's 
young Master Rash ; he 's in for a commodity of brown paper 
and old ginger, nine-score and seventeen pounds ; of which he 
made five marks, ready money : marry, then ginger was not 
much in request, for the old women were all dead. Then is 
there here one Master Caper, at the suit of Master Three-pile 
the mercer, for some four suits of peach-colour'd satin, widch 
now peaches him a beggar. Then have we here young Dizzy, 
and young Master Deep*vow, and Master Copper-spur, imd Mas> 
ter Starve-lackey the rapier and dagger man, and young Drop- 
heir that killed lusty Pudding, and Master Forthright the tilter, 
and brave Master Suity the great traveller, and wild Half-can 
that stabb'd Pots, and, I think, forty more ; all great doers in 
our trade, and are now '^ for the Lord's sake.'* 

JBnttr Abhomo*. 

Abhor* Sirrah, bring Bamardine hither. 

Fonu Master Bamardine! you must rise and be hang'd, 
Master Bamardine! 

Abhor. What, ho, Bamardine ! 20 

Bar. IWUhin.'] A pox o' your throats I Who makes that 
noise there ? What are you ? 

Ponu Your friends, sir; the hangman. You must be so 
good, sir, to rise and be put to death. 

Bar, [ Within.'] Away, you rogue, away I I am sleepy. 

Abhor. Tell him he must awake, and that quickly too. 

* brown ptmr^ ete. : tba* If, mbbish foisted upon bonowen by nrarm. 

M MoMttr Ikntif, Thii name tatlrliM the habit of txarelon on tho eontinent to eome 
bMk to Xnglaiid badockod, or "bnrV aa Fompey lays, in snita of fonign fashion. 
Tiio folio baa Skootu; a mere pbonatio ipolling. SmtarmM pronoonoad, and aome- 
ttmas writtan, shooter, 

MJ^tkoLitnPsmlm: that ft, bening alBia at tha priaoa window for tha Loid'i faka; 
a vuitom of S.'A day. 

U 
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Pom. Pray, Master Baraardine, awaln tiD jqq are ezeeated, 
and deep afterwards. 
Abhor. Gro in to him, and feteh him out 
Pom. He is coming, sir, he is coming ; I hear his straw msile. 
Abhor, Is the aze upon the hlock, sirrah ? 31 

Pom, Very ready, sir. 



Bar, How now, Abhorson ? what 's the news with yon ? 

Abhor, Truly, sir, I would desire yon to dap mto your 
prayers ; for, look yon, the warrant 's come. 

iar. Ton rogae, I have been drinking all night ; I am not 
fitted for 't 

Pom, 0, the better, sir ; for he that drinks all nifffat, and is 
hang'd betimes in the morning, may deep the sounder aU the 
next day. ^o 

Abhor, Look yon, sir ; here comes your ghostly fsither : do 
we jest now, think you ? 



Duke, Sir, induced by my chan^, ana nearing how hastfly 
you are to depart, I am come to advise yon, coiiSbrt you and 
-pthj with you. 

iar, fViar, not I; I hare been drinking hard all nigfat, and 
I will have more time to prepare me, or they shall beat out mj 
brains with billets : I will not consent to die this day, that ^s 
certam. 

Dtike, O, sir, you must: and therefore I beseech you 50 
Look forward on the journey you shall go. 

Bar, I swear I will not die to-day for any man's persuasion. 

Duke, But hear YOU. 

Bar. Not a word : if you have any thing to say to me, come 
to my ward ; for thence will not I to4ay. [SMi. 

Diike, Unfit to live or die : O gravel heart I 
After him, fellows ; bring him to the block. 

f JBwiMl ulMflfMH mmI J'WMiy. 
Bs-tnur FiqtmI. 

Prov. Now, sir, how do yon find the prisoner? 

Duke, A creature unprepar'd, unmeet for death ; 
And to transport him in the mind he is 60 

Were damnable. 

Prov, Here in the prison, father, 

There died this morning of a crud i^ver 
One Bagosdne, a most notorious pirate, 
A man of Chuidio's years ; his beard and head 
Just of his colour. What if we do omit 
This reprobate till he were well inclined ; 

M O grmita ksart. Inoomprahteftble ; bat no Mttofftetorr mbttttttto hai hma pc» 
poMd, iinkM it U ** fTOT«lliDg b«Mt '* in tlM CoUiw foL 1(W. 
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And satisfy die deputy with the visage 
Of Ragodne, more like to Claadio ? 

Duh^ O, 'tis an accident that Heaven prondas I 
Dispatch it presently ; the hoar drawa on 70 

Ptefix'd by Angelo : see this be done, 
And sent accor£ng to oonunand ; whiles I 
Fersoade this rade wretch willingly to die* 

Prov. This shall be done, good father, presently* 
Bat Baraardine must die this afternoon : 
And how shall we continue Claadio, 
To save me from the danger that mi^t oome 
If he were known alive ? 

Duke. "Lett this be done. Put them in secret holdsi 
Both Bamardine and Claadio : 80 

Ere twice the sun hath made hu journal greeting 
To ih' under generation, you shall find 
Tour safety manifested. 

Ftov. I am your free dependant 

Duke. QniGk, dispatch, and send the head to Angela 

Now will I write letters to Angelo, — 

The provost, he shall bear them, -* whose contents 

Shall witness to him I am near at home, 

And that, bv mat injunctions, I am bound 

To enter pubhcly. Him I '11 desire 90 

To meet me at tiie consecrated fount 

A league below the city ; and from tfaenoe, 

TE^ cold gradation and well-balanc'd form. 

We shall proceed with Angelo. 



Prov. Here is the head ; 1 11 cany it myself. 

Duke. Convenient is it. Make a swift return ; 
For I would commune with you of such things 
That want no ear but yours. 

Prov. 1 11 make all speed. iStit. 

I$ab. IWUMn.^ Peace, ho, be here I 

Duke. The tongue of Isabel She 's come to know 100 

If yet her brother's pardon be come hither : 
But I win keep her ignorant of her good, 
To make her heavenly comforts of despair, 
When it is least expected. 



I$ab. Ho, by your leave ! 

Duke. Good morning to you, nir and gracious daughter* 
I$ab. The better, given me by so holy a man. 
Hath yet the deputy sent my brother's pardon ? 
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Dtike, He hatii releas'd hiniy Isabel, from the world : 
His. head is off and sent to Angelo. 

Isai, Naj, but it is not so. no 

Duke. It is no other : show your wisdom, daaghter, 
In your close patience. 

Is(ib, O, I will to him and pluck oat his eyes ! 

Dfike. Tou shall not be admitted to his sight 

Isttb, Unhappy Claadio ! wretched Isabel ! 
Injurioos world ! most damned Angelo ! 

Dtike, This nor hurts him nor profits you a jot ; 
Forbear it therefore ; give your cause to heaven. 
Mark what I say, which you shall find 

By eyery syllable a faiihful verity : lao 

The Duke comes home to-morrow ; nay, dry your eyes ; 
One of our covent, and his confessor, 
Gives me this instance : already he hath carried 
Notice to Escalus and Angelo, 
Who do prepare to meet him at the gates. 
There to give up their power. If you can, pace your wisdom 
In that good path that I would wish it go. 
And you shall have your bosom on this wretch, 
Grace of the Duke, revenges to your heart, 
And general honour. 

I8€^. I am directed by you. 130 

JDuke. Thisletter, then, to Friar Peter give; 
*T is that he sent me of the Duke's return : 
Say, by this token, I desire his company 
At Mariana's house tonught. Her cause and yours 
1 11 perfect him withal, and he shall bring you 
Before the Duke, and to the head of Angelo 
Accuse him home and home. For my poor self, 
I am combined by a sacred vow 
And shall be absent. Wend you with this letter : 
Command these fretting waters from your eyes 140 

With a light heart ; trust not my holy order, 
If I pervert' your course. Who 's here ? 
BMtr Lmno. 

Lueio. Good even. Friar, where 's the provost? 

Duke, Not within, sir. 

Lucio. O pretty Isabella, I am pale at mine heart to see thine 
eyes so red : thou must be patient. I am fain to dine and sup 
with water and bran ; I dare not for my head fill my beUy ; one 
fruitful meal would set jne to 't But they say the Duke w£Q be 
here to-morrow. By my troth, Isabel, I lov'd thy brother : if 

>*> eovmt : old form of eoiiTmt ; preeoryd in Coront Qarden. 

X* e9mbm$d = ptodgod, m befon, in Aet m. So. 1, ** ooablBBto hnsbMid.) 
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ihe old {antasfcieal Dake of dark eornen had been at home^ he 
had liv'd. IBxU xtobOa, 

Duke. Sir, the Dake is marvelloiis litde beholding to your 
reports ; bat the beet is, he lives not in them. 

Lueio, Friar, thou knowest not the Dake so well as I do : 
he 's a better woodman than thoa tak'st him for. 

Duke. Well, 70a 11 answer this one day. Fare ye well. 

Lueio. Nay, tarry ; I 'U go along with thee : I can tell thee 
pretty tales of the Dake. 

Duke. Ton have told me too many of him already, sir, if 
they be trae ; if not trae, none were enough. 160 

Lueio. I was once before him for getting a wench with child. 

Duke. Did you such a thing ? 

Lueio. Tes, marry, did I : but I was i^iin to forswear it ; 
th^ woold else have married me to the rotten medlar. 

Duke. Sir, yoor company is fairer than honest. Best yon 
well. 

Lueio. By my troth, 1 11 go with thee to the lane's end : if 
bawdy talk offend yon, we 'U have very little of it Nay, friar, 
I am a kind of barr ; I shall stick. [I^mmi. 

Scene IV. A room in Angelo's house. 

Btutr Amito mni Esgalto 

EseaL Every letter he hath writ hath disvouch'd other. 

Ang. In most uneven and distracted manner. His actions 
show much like to madness : pray Heaven his wisdom be not 
tainted ! And why meet him at the gates, and redeliver our 
authorities there ? 

EscaZ. I guess not. 

Ang. And why should we proclium it in an hour before his 
entering, that if any crave redress of injustice, they should ex- 
hibit their petitions in the street ? 9 

Eseal. He shows his reason for that : to have a dispatch of 
complaints, and to deliver us from devices hereafter, which shall 
then have no power to stand against us. 

Ang. Well, I beseech you, let it be prodaim'd betimes i' th' 
mom ; 1 11 call you at your house : give notice to such men of 
fort and suit as are to meet him. 

EscoL I shall, sir. Fare you welL 

Ang. Goodnight. iSxHi 

This deed unshapes me quite, makes me unpregnant 
And dull to all proceedings. A deflowered maid I 
And by an eminent body that enforced 

<■• «ood!rmm = liiiiitw,— ftftflrhniBMidoM. 
^ nuH o/sort andtmt^mm of gmt wrt Mid foUowing. 
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The law against it ! Bat that her tender shame 

Will not proclaim against her maiden loss, 

How might she tongue me ! Yet reason dares her on ; 

For mj aathorily bears a credent bulk. 

That no particular scandal once can touch 

But it confounds the breather. He should have liy'd, 

Save that his riotous youth, with dangerous sense. 

Might in the times to come have ta'en revenge, 

By so receiving a dishonoured life 

With ransom oi such shame. Would yet he had liv'd! 39 

Alack, when once our grace we have forgot, 

Nothing goes right : we would, and we would not IMkul 

SCKKB y. Fields Mhout (he town. 
BhUt Dusi m kU 0¥m kakU^ omd Fbiab Pku. 

Duke. These letters at fit time deliver me : {OMmgUtun 

The provost knows our purpose and our plot 
The matter being afoot, keep your instruction, 
And hold you ever to our special drift ; 
Though sometimes you do blench from this to that, 
As cause doth minister. Go call at Flavins' house, 
And tell him where I stay : give the like notice 
To Yalentinus, Rowland, and to Crassus, 
And bid them bring the trumpets to the gate ; 9 

But send me Flavins first 

Fru P. It shall be speeded welL [£nt 



Duke. I thank thee, Varrius ; thou hast made good haste 
Come, we will walk. Diere *s cither of our friencb 
Will greet us here anon, my gentle Varrius. I 

ScElfB VL Street near the eUff gaie. 



leah. To speak so indirectly I am loath : 
I would say the truth ; but to accuse him so. 
That is your part : yet I am advis'd to do it ; 
He says, to veil full purpose. 

Maru Be rul'd by him. 

leab. Besides, he tells me that, if jperadventure 
He speak against me on the adverse side, 
I should not think it strange ; for 't is a physic 
That 's bitter to sweet end. 

M htan a endtut btdk. The fbUo, **U§n itf.» eta.wUdi MaM««ltcn nlite, and 
iHhen chftBg* to " bean 19,*' ** beta to," slo. 
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Mart. I would Friar Peter — 

l8€Lb, O, peace ! the friar is come. 

EmUr FiiAS Pim. 

Fri. P. Come, I have found you oat a stand most fit, lo 

Where 70a may have sach vantage on the Duke, 
He shall not pass you. Twice have the trumpets somided ; 
The generous and gravest citizens 
Have hent the gates, and very near upon 
The Duke is entering : therefore, hence, away ! {ibnm 



ACT V. 

ScEHB L TkecUjf gate. 

Mabiaiia vfOMf, ItABiUA, omd Tbiab Pms, at tMr ttand, 
Lrndf , Amvmlo, Xsoauts, Liraio, ProToai, Ofltoert, mtd 

Duke, My very worthy cousin, &irly met ! 
Our old and faithful friend, we are glad to see you. 

EmU \ ^PPy '®*™™ ^ ^ 7^^^ royal grace ! 

Duke. Many and hearty thankings to yon both. 
We have made inquiry of you ; and we hear 
Such goodness of your justice, that our soul 
Cannot but yield you forth to public thanks, 
Forerunning more requitaL 

Anff, Tou make my bonds still greater. 

Duke. O, your desert speaks loud ; and I should wrong it, 
To lock it in the wards of covert bosom, 10 

When it deserves, with characters of brass, 
A f orted residence 'ninst the tooth of time 
And razure of oblivion. Give me your hand, 
And let the subject see, to make them know 
TTiat outward courtesies would fain proclaim 
Favours that keep within. Come, fiscalus, 
Ton must walk by us on our other hand ; 
And good supporters are you. 

niAB Ffem mud Imammujl eomu Jwwmd. 

Fru P. Now is your time : speak loud and kneel before him. 

leab. Justice, O royal Duke! Vail vour regard ao 

Upon a wrong'd, I would fain have said, a maid I 
O worthy prince, dishonour not your eye 
1^ throwing it on any other object 
Till you have heard me in my true complaint 
And given me justice, justice, justice, justice I 

M kfnt = lakMi poflMMtoD of. 

'y««Wyiw>bra. Thia bi»7 tw tb* trae taxt loonlj wxiUtii for |M»/bya lo yv» 
** fat/ = drop, bend. 
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Dttke* Belate jonr wrongs ; in what? bjrwhom? be brieL 
Here is Lord Angelo shall give yon justice : 
Reveal yourself to him. 

Isaif, O worthy Duke, 

Tou bid me seek redemption of tne devil : 
Hear me yourself ; for that which I must speak yt 

Must either punish me, not being believ'd, 
Chr wring redress from you. Hear me, O hear me, here I 

Ang. My lord, her wits, I fear me, are not firm : 
She hath been a suitor to me for her brother, 
Cut off by course of justice, — 

Z»a6. By course of justice ! 

Ang* And she will speak most bitterly and strange. 

Isab. Most strange, but yet most truly, will I spMk : 
TTiat Angelo 's forsworn ; is it not strange ? 
That Angelo 's a murtherer ; is 't not strange ? 
That Angelo is an adulterous thief, 40 

An hypocrite, a virgin-violator ; 
Is it not strange and strange ? 

Duke. Nay, it is ten times strange. 

liob. It is not truer he is Angelo 
Than this is all as true as it is strange : 
Nay, it is ten times true ; for truth is truth 
To th' end of reckoning. 

Duke. Away with her ! Poor soul* 

She speaks this in th' infirmity of sense. 

Isab. O prince, I conjure tihee, as thou believ'st 
There is another comfort than this world. 
That thou neglect me not, with that opinion ^ 50 

That I am touch'd with madness ! Make not impossible 
That which but seems unlike : 't is not impossible 
But one, the wicked'st caitiff on the ground. 
May seem as shy, as grave, as just, as absolute 
As Angelo ; even so may Angelo, 
In all his dressings, characts, titJee, forms, 
Be an arch-villain ; believe it, roval prince : 
If he be less, he 's nothing ; but he 's more, 
Had I more name for ba&ess. 

DiUce. By mine honesty» 

If she be mad, — as I believe no omer, — 60 

Her madness hath the oddest frame of sense, 
Such a dependency of thing on dung. 
As e'er I heard in madness. 

Isttb, ^ O gracious Duke, 

Harp not on that, nor do not banish reason 

«* As e'tr Jhtard, Hen, tf often in S.'s diy and later, of hu tbe senee of ttef. 
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For inequality ; but let your feeaon aenre 
To make the trath appear where it seems hid. 
And hide the false seems true. 

Duke. MaOT that are not mad 

Have, sore, more lack of reason* What would jou say ? 

Isab, I am the sister of one Qaudio, 
Condemn'd upon the act of fornication 70 

To lose his head ; condemn'd by Angelo : 
[, in probation of a sisterhood, 
Was sent to by my brother ; one Lucio 
As then the messenger, — 

Lueio. That 's I, an 't like yoor grace : 

I came to her from dandio, and desir'd her 
To try her gracious fortune with Lord Angelo 
For her poor brother's pardon. 

Isab. That 'she indeed. 

Duke. You were not bid to speak. 

Lucio, No,my goodlofd; 

Nor wish'd to hold my peace. 

Duke. I wish you now, then; 

Aray j<m, take note of it : and when you have 80 

A bumness for yourself, pray Heaven you then 
Beperfect 

Jjueio. I warrant your honour. 

Duke. The warrant 's for yourself; take heed to 't 

I$ab. This gentleman told somewhat of my tale^ 

Lueio. Right 

Duke. It may be ri^t ; but you are i' the wrong 
To speak before your tmie. Plroceed. 

Isab. I went 

To tins pernicious caitiff deputy, — 

Duke. That 's somewhat madly spoken. 

l8€Uf. \ Paidoniti 

The phrase is to the liiatter. 90 

Duke. Mended again. The matter ; proceed* 

Isab. In brief, to set tbe needless process by, 
How I persuaded, how I ^y'd, and kneel'd, 
How he ref ell'd me, and how I repli'd, — 
For this was of much length, — the vile condusion 
I now begin with grief and shame to utter : 
He would not, but by gift of my chaste body 
To his concupiscible intemperate lust. 
Release my brother ; and, after much debatement» 
If y sisterly remorse confutes mine honour^ ico 

■tty=lii«ai 
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And I did yield to him : bat the next mom betuues, 
His purpose surfeiting, he sends a warrant 
For my poor brother's head. 

DiMe. This is most likely ! 

Isab. Oy that it were as like as it is true ! 

Ihtke. By heaven, fond wretch, thou know'st not what thoa 
speak'st, 
Or else Uiou art subom'd against his honour, 
In hateful practice. First, his integrity 
Stands without blemish. Next, it imports no reason 
That with such vehemency he diould pursue 
Faults proper to himself : if he had so offended, no 

He would have weigh'd thy brother by himself, 
And not have cut him off. Some one hath set yon on : 
Confess the truth, and say by whose advice 
Thou cam'st here to complain. 

Isab. And is this all? 

Then, O you blessed ministers above, 
Keep me in patience, and with ripened time 
Unfold the evil which is here wrapt up 
In countenance ! Heaven shield your grace from woe, 
As I, thus wrong'd, hence unbelieved go ! 

Duke. I know you Id fain be gone. An officer ! im 

To prison with her ! Shall we thus permit 
A blasting and a scandalous breath to fall 
On him so near us ? This needs must be a practice. 
Who knew of your intent and coming hither ? 

Isah. One that I would were here, Friar Lodowick. 

Duke, A ghostly father, belike. Who knows that Lodowick? 

Ludo, My lord, I know him ; 't is a meddling friar ; 
I do not like the man : had he been lay, my lord, 
For certain words he spake against your grace 
In your retirement, I had swing'd lum soundly. 130 

Duke, Words against me I this ' a good fnar, belike ! 
And to set on this wretched woman here 
Against our substitute ! Let this friar be found. 

Imeio, But yesternight, my lord, she and that friar^ 
I saw them at the prison : a saucy friar, 
A very scurvy fellow. 

Fn, P. Blessed be your royal grace ! 
I have stood by, my lord, and I have heard 

N* Hit pwrpote iw/Hiing. Not trnprobably 8. wrote *'JUt prmnim /brfeiHmi,^ *^ 
though that wemi a steo towardi eommonpUee. 
^u riptfwd : a dteyUADle, pronooneed ripe>n«d. 
^» a i^rmctiee = a plot. 
"' this ' a good mm. The apoetrophe maikf en eUrioa of if ; Hm eoKtoni wu atf 
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Your royal ear abns'd. First, hath this woman 

Most wrongfully accos'd your substttate, 140 

Who is as free from touch or soil with her 

As she from one migot. 

Duke. We did belieye no less. 

Know yon that Friar Lodowick that she speaks of ? 

Fri. P, I know him for a man divine and holy ; 
Not scurry, nor a temporary meddler, 
As he 's reported by this gentleman ; 
And, on my trust, a man that neyer yet 
Did, as he vonehes, misreport your grace* 

Lueio. 1^ lord, most yiUanonsly ; beHeve it. 

Fru P. Well, he in time may come to clear himself; 150 
Bat at this instant he is sick, my lord, 
Of a strange fever. Upon his mere request, 
Being come to knowledge that there was complaint 
Intended 'gainst Lord Angelo, came I hither, 
To speak, as from his mouth, what he doth know 
Is true and false ; and what he with his oath 
And all probation will make up full dear, 
Whensoever he 's oonvented. First, for Uiis womaoi 
To justify this worthy nobleman. 

So vulgarly and personally accus'd, 160 

Her shall you hMur disproved to her eyes. 
Till she herself confess it 

Duke. Good friar, let 'shear it 

{babtOaiMearrudojff'guardklf amd MmitmA cmmt ftnomrd. 

Do you not smile at this, Lord Angelo ? 

O heaven, the vanity of wretched fools I 

Give us some seats. Come, cousin Angelo ; 

In this 1 11 be impartial ; be you judge 

Of your own cause. Is this &e witness, friar? 

First, let her show her ftuse, and after speak. 

Maru Pardon, my lord ; I will not show my iaoa 
Until my husband bid me. 170 

Duke. What, are you married? 

MaH. No, my lord. 

Duke. Are you a maid? 

MaH. No, my lord. 

Duke. A widow, then ? 

MaH. Neither, my lord. 

Duke. Why, you are nothing then : neither maid« widow, 
nor wife? 

Lucio. My lord, she may be a punk ; for many of them are 
aeither maid, widow, nor wife. 180 

M 99W9imttd = ■OlDlllflBad to BIMt oUmm. 
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Duke^ Silence Hiat fellow : I would he had some cause 
To prattle for himself. 

Lu4>io. Well, my lord. 

Maru My lord^ I do confess I ne'er was married ; 
And I confess besides I am no maid : 
I have known my husband ; yet my husband 
Knows not that ever he knew me. 

Lucio, He was drunk then, my lord : it can be no better. 

Duke. For the benefit of sUence, would thou wert so too ! 

Lucio. Well, my lord. 19c 

Duke. This is no witness for Lord Angelo. 

MqH. Now I come to 't, my lord : 
She that accuses him of fornication, 
In self-same manner doth accuse my husband. 
And charges him, my lord, with such a time 
When I 'U depose I had him in mine arms 
With all the effect of love. 

Ang. Charges she more ihan me ? 

Mart. Not that I know. 

Duke. No ? you say your husband. 

Mari. Why, just, my lord, and that is Angelo, 90a 

Who thinks he mows that he ne'er knew my body, 
But knows he thinks that he knows Isabel's. 

Ang. This is a strange abuse. Let 's see thy face. 

Mari. Mj husband bids me ; now I will unmask. (ObMOfav 
This is that face, thou cruel Angelo, 
Which once thou swor'st was worth the looking on ; 
This is the hand which, with a Tow'd contract. 
Was fast belock'd in ttdne ; this is the body 
That took away l^e match from Isabel, 

And did supply thee at thy garden-house tio 

In her imagin'd person. 

Duke. Enow yon this woman ? 

Lu&io. Carnally, she says. 

Dttke. Sirrah, no more I 

Lueio. Enough, my lord. 

Ang. My IokI, I must confess I know this woman : 
And fiye years since there was some speech of marriage 
Betwixt myself and her ; which was broke o£^ 
Partly for that her promised proportions 
Came short of composition, but in chief 
For that her reputation was disvalued ^ 
In levity : since which time of five years 220 

I never spake with her, saw her, nor heard from her. 
Upon my faith and honour. 

•>v ktrpromiied p^oportictu . . . emipOiUimi = btr dower, dt, pioted boC m large 
H it bad been MprtMBtwl. 
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Maru Noble prince, 

Ab there comes light from heaven and words from breath, 
As there is sense m tmth and trath in virtne, 
I am affiane'd this man's wife as strongly 
As words could make np tows : and, my good lord, 
But Tuesday ni^t last gone in ^s garden-house 
He knew me as a wife. As this is true. 
Let me in safely raise me from my knees ; 
Or else for ever be confixed here, ajo 

A marble monument ! 

Ang, I did but smile till now : 

Now, good my lord, give me the scope of justice ; 
My patience here is touched. I do perceive 
These poor informal women are no more 
But instruments of some more mightier member 
That sets them on : let me have way, my lord, 
To find this practice out. 

Duke. Ay, with my heart ; 

And punish diem unto your he^;ht of pleasure. 
Thou foolish friar, and thou pernicious woman. 
Compact with her that 's gone, think'st thou thy oaths, 340 

Though they would swear down each particular saint, 
Were testimonies against his worth and credit 
That 's seal'd in approbation ? Tou, Lord Escalus, 
Sit with my cousin ; lend him your kind pains 
To find out this abuse, whence 't is deriv'd. 
There is another friar that set them on ; 
Let him be sent for. 

Fri. P. Would he were here, my lord ! for he indeed 
Hath set the women on to this complaint : 
Tour provost knows the place where he abides, 250 

And he may fetch him. 

Duke. 60 do it instantly. iSxU iVMwjt 

And you, my noble and well-warranted cousin. 
Whom it concerns to hear this matter forth. 
Do with your injuries as seems vou best, 
Li anv chastisement : I for a while 
Will ieave vou ; but stir not vou till yon have well 
Determined upon these sland rers. 

EieaL My lord, we 11 do it throughly. [SeU DmU 

Signior Lucio, did not you say you knew that Friar Lodowick 
to be a dishonest person ? 260 

Ialgw* CueuUuB nanfaeit numachum : honest in nothing but 
In his clothes ; and one that hath spoke most villanous speeches 
if the Duke. 

JEseaL We shall entreat yon to abide here till lie come and 
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enforce them against him: we shall find this friar a notaUe 
fellow. 

Lucio, As any in Vienna, on my word. 

JEseal. Call that same Isabel here once again : I would speak 
with her. [^ExU an Attendant.'] Pray yon, my lord, give me 
leave to question ; you shall see how 1 11 handle her. 270 

Ltteio. Not better than he, by her own report 

JSseaL Say yon? 

Lneio. Marry, sir, I think, if yon handled her privately, she 
would sooner confess : perchance, publicly, she H be asham'd. 

SscaL I will go darkly to work with her. 

Lueio, That 's the way ; for women are light at midnight. 

Bt-nUtr OIIImib with ItiBiUA ; and PtoTort uriUfA* Duu in ki$/Har's habit. 

JSseal. Come on, mistress : here 's a gentlewoman denies all 
that you have said. 

Lucio, My lord, here comes the rascal I spoke of ; here with 
the proYost 280 

EaeaL In very good time: speak not yon to him till we 
call upon you. 

Lucio. Mum. 

JSseaL Come, sir : did you set these women on to dander 
Lord Angelo ? they have confessed you did. 

Duke. T is false. 

Eseal. How I know you where you are ? 

Duke. Respect to your great place ! and let the Devil 
Be sometime honour'd for his burning throne ! 
Where is the Duke ? 't is he would hear me speak. 290 

Eseal. The Duke 's in us ; and we will hear you speak : 
Look you speak jusUv. 

Diuce. Boldly, at least But, O, poor souls, 
Come you to seek the lamb here of tiie fox ? 
Good night to your redress ! Is the Duke gone ? 
Then is your cause gone too. The Duke 's un juBt» 
Thus to retort your manifest appeal. 
And put your trial in the villain's mouth 
Which here you come to accuse. 

Lueio. This is the rascal ; this is he I spoke of. 30Q 

Eseal. Why, thou unreverend and unhallowed friar. 
Is 't not enough thou hast subom'd these women 
To accuse this wortl^ man, but, in foul mouth 
And in the witness of his proper ear. 
To call him villain ? and then to glance from him 
To th' Duke himself, to tax him with injustice ? 
Take him hence ; to th' rack with him ! We 11 touse himu 



' uotaAU : vMd tor aotorioni. 
^ retort =: torn baok, rej^et. 
W§mi<ms9him. TbefoUobas" 



tonw you ; *' ui «m7 mifvrint is S.iii dtf 
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Joint b^ joint, but we win know his paipoee. 
What, " unjust *' I 

Duke. Be not so hot ; the Duke 

Dare no more stretch this finger of mine than he 310 

Dare rack his own : his subject am I not, 
Nor here provinciaL Mj business in this state 
Made me a looker on here in Vienna, 
Where I have seen corruption boil and bubble 
Till it o'er-run the stew ; laws for all faults, 
But faults so countenanced, that the strong statutes 
Stand like the forfeits in a barber's shop, 
As much in mock as mark. 

UseoL SUnder to the state ! Away with him to prison I 

Ang. What can jou vouch against him, Siguier Lucio ? 330 
Is this the man that 70U did teU us of ? 

Lucio, *T is he, my lord. Come hither, goodman baldpate : 
do you know me ? 

Duke, I remember you, sir, by the sound of your voice : I 
met you at the prison, in the absence of the Duke. 

Dudo. O, did vou so ? And do yon remember what you 
said of the Duke ? 

Duke. Most notedly, sir. 

Lueio. Do you so, sir ? And was the Duke a fleshmonger, a 
fool, and a coward, as you then reported him to be ? 330 

Duke, You must, sir, change persons with me, ere you make 
that my report : you, indeed, spoke so of him ; and much more, 
much worse. 

Lueio, O thou damnable fellow ! Did not I pluck thee by 
the nose for thy speeches ? 

Duke. I protest I love the Duke as I love mywU. 

Ang. Hark, how the villain would glose now, after his trea- 
sonable abuses ! 

JEscal. Such a fellow is not to be talk'd withaL Away with 
him to prison! Where is die provost? Away with him to 
prison ! W bolts enough upon him : let him speak no more. 
Away with those giglots too, and with the other confederate 

companion ! [lU Fnvou 2ay» hamdt cm tk$ Duke, 

Duke. Stay, sir; stay awhile. 

Anff. What, resists he ? Help him, Lucio. 

Lueio. Come, sir; come, sir; come, sir; foh, sir! Why, 
you bald-pated, lying rascal, you must be hooded, must you ? 
Show your knave's visage, with a pox to you ! show your sheep- 
biting face, and be hang'd an hour I Will 't not off? 

[PuUs ojgr tluJnarU hood, 

*>* Jf«r lun pnvintiai : that b. not bdonging eeol«taiiti«allj to this prarlnM. 
ov Jbrfkiu inabmbtrs* tkop. Fidm dMland, out imly enforoed, ifuitft tha k 
tn binMn' ihops. 
m gl0$t: that If, float It «?«, aa wa 1^. 
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Ditke. Thoa art the first knave that e*er mad'st a duke* 350 
First, provost, let me bail these gentle three. 

tTo I/ueioJ] Sneak not away, sir ; for the friar and yoa 
lost have a word anon. liay hold on him 
Lueio* This may prove worse than hanging. 
Dtike. [To Escaim.'] What yoa have spoke x paidon: sit 
yon down: 
We H borrow place of him. Sir, [UMng AngMz mo^] by 

your leave. 
Hast thoQ or word, or wit, or impadence, 
That yet can do thee office? Ifthoahast, 
Belv upon it till my tale be heard, 
And hold no longer oat 

Ang. O my dread lord, 360 

I should be guiltier than my gniltinessy 
To think I can be undiscemiUe, 
When I perceive your grace, like power divine, 



Hath look'd upon my passes. Then, good prinoe^ 

No longer session hold upon my shame, 

But let my trial be mine own confession : 

Immediate sentence then and sequent death 

Is all the grace I beg. 

Bvk^. Come hither, Mariana. 

Say, wast thou e'er contracted to this wonian ? 

Ang* I was, my lord. 370 

Di^e. Gro take her hence, and marry her instandy. 

Do you the office, friar ; which consummate, 

Betum him here again. 60 with him, provost 

\SsmuU Angtio, MonoiM, F)rwr Fnar, mid Hmwmt 

EsoaL My lord, I am more amaz'd at his dishonour 
Than at the strangeness of it 

Dtike, Come hither, Isabel. 

Your friar is now your prince : as I was then 
Advertising and holy to your business. 
Not changing heart with habit, I am still 
Attomey^d at your service. 

Isab. O, give me pardon, 

That I, your vassal, have employed and pain'd 380 

Your unknown sovereign^ I 

Duke, You are pardon'd, Isabel t 

And now, dear maid, be you as free to us. 
Your brother's death, I Imow, sits at your heart ; 
And you may marvel why I obscur'd myself, 
Labouring to save his life, and would not rather 

*M fnp pa$fn = my dotogn : aonicwhat with the mbm of gnllty pMtiaM. 

*n Adif^rfisinf=ztMtnilr9f Ptiongly fndliMd } Me«nt«doii th« mooimI «yUaUft 

•M paim-d: that to, oanaed yoa to takt palnB. 
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Make rash Temoxifltnuiee of my hidden power 
Than let him so be loet. O most kind maid. 
It was the swift celerity of his death, 
Which I did think with slower foot came on, 
That brain'd my pnrpose. But, peace be with himl 390 

That life is better life, past fearing death. 
Than that which lives to fear : make it yonr eomfinCy 
So happy is your brother. 
I9(A. I do, my lord. 

R »t ni ar Ambo, Mauav4, f uab Pmi, tmd PiOTOfl. 

Duke, For this new^nanied man approaching here^ 
Whose salt imagination yet hath wrong'd 
Tonr well defended honour, von must pardon 
For Mariana's sake : bat as he adjndg'd your brother, «» 
Being criminal, in doable violation 
Of siusred chastity and of promise-breach 
Thereon dependent, for yoor brother's life, — 400 

The yeiy mercy of the law cries oat 
,Most aadible, eyen from his proper tongae, 

I«< An Angelo for CUuidio, death for death I " 
Haste still pa^ haste, and leisore answers leisore ; 
like doth qmt like, and Measure still ^br Measure. 
Then, Angelo, thy faolt 's thus manifested ; 
Which, tfaoo^ thoa wooldst deny, denies thee Tantage. 
We do condemn thee to the very block 
Where CSaadio stoop'd to death, and with like haste. 
Away with him I 

Mari, O my most gracioos lord, 410 

I hope yoa will not mock me with a hosband. 

Duke. It is year hosband mock'd yoa with a hnsband> 
Consenting to the saf egoard of yoor honoor, 
I thought your marriage fit ; else imputation, 
For that he knew you, might reproach your life 
And choke your eood to come : for his possessions, 
Although by confiscation they are ours, 
We do instate and widow you withal. 
To buy you a better husband. 

Maru O my dear lord, 

I craye no other, nor no better man. 4^ 

Duke, Never crave him ; we are definitive. 

Maru Qentle my liege, — [ Kn uUti g , 

Duke, You do but lose your labour. 

Away with him to death J [To Lueio.l Now, sir, to you. 

Maru O my good lord I Sweet Isabel, take my part ; 

«Md«» fMi : that f§, 4ow«r joa m » wktow. ▲ Sm axMBfl* ol S.'i wnWaM vm of 
IS 
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Lend me your knees, and all my life to come 
I '11 lend yon all my life to do you service. 

Dtiks, Against all sense yon do importune her: 
Should she Imeel down in mercy of tins fact, 
Her brother's ghost his paved bed would break, 
And take her hence in horror. 

Maru Isabel, 459 

Sweet Isabel, do yet but kneel by me ; 
Hold up your hands, say nothing ; I '11 speak alL 
^They say^ liest men are moulded out of &nlts ; ) 
And, for the most, become much more the better 
For being a little bad : so may my husband. 

Isabel, will you not lend a knee ? 
Duke. He diee for Claadio's death. 

Isab. ^Kneeling.'] Most bounteous sir, 

Look, if it please you, on this man condemn'd. 
As if my brother Hv'd : I partly think 

A due sincerity govem'd his deeds, 440 

Till he did look on me : since it is so, 
Let him not die. My brother had but lusticey 
In that he did the tlung for which he died : 
For Angelo, 

His act did not o'ertake his bad intent. 
And must be buried but as an intent 
That perish'd by the way : thoughts are no subjects ; 
Intents but merely thoughts. 

Maru Merely, my lord. 

Duke. Tour suit 's unprofitable ; stand up, I say. 

1 have bethought me of another fault. 450 
Provost, how came it Claudio was beheaded ^ 

At an unusual hour ? 

Prov. It was commanded so. 

Duke. Had yon a special warrant for the deed ? 

Frau. No, my good lord ; it was by private message. 

Duke. For which I do discharge you of your office : 
Give up your keys. 

Prav. Pardon me, noUe lord : 

I thought it was a fiudt, but knew it not ; 
Tet did repent me, after more advice : 
For testimony whereof, one in the prison. 
That should by private order else have died, 460 

I have reserved alive. 

Duke. What 'she? 

Prav. His name is Bamardine. 

Duke. I would thou hadst done so by Claudio. 
Gro fetch him hither ; let me look upon him. \MtU Pt9v^ 
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Eseal, I am sony, one so learned and so wise 
As joa, Lord Angelo, have stiU appeared, 
Should dip 80 grossly, both in the heat of bloods 
And lack of tempered judgement afterward. 

Ang, I am sorry that such sorrow I procure : 
And so deep sticks it in my penitent heart 
That I crave death more willingly than mercy ; 470 

^T is my deserving, and I do entreat it. 

JEt-Mitr PivTWt, «rM Babkaidiiib, Glajomq nufgUd^ mud inum. 

Duke. Which is that Bamardine ? 

Ptov. This, my lord. 

Duke. There was a friar told me of this man. 
Sirrah, thou art said to have a stubborn soul, 
That apprehends no further than this world. 
And s^uur'st thy life according. Thou 'rt condemned : 
Buty for those earthly fttults, I quit them all ; 
And pray thee take this mercy to provide 
For better times to come. Friar, advise him ; 
I leave him to your hand. What muffled fellow 's that ? 480 

Prot;. This is another prisoner tiialrf'Sav'd, 
Who should have died when Claudio lost his head ; 
As like almost to Claudio as himself. , [UmmmgUi cumdw. 

Duke. [To Iiabellcu] If he be like your brotheri for his 
sake 
Is he pardoned ; and, for your lovely sake, 
Give me your hand and say you will be mine, 
He is my brother too : but fitter time for that. 
By this Lord Angelo perceives he 's safe ; 
Meihinks I see a quickening in his eye. 

Well, Angelo, your evil quits you well : 490 

Look that yon love your wife ; her worth worth yours. 
I find an apt remission in myself ; 
And yet here *s one in place I cannot pardon. 
TTo i/uo%o.l Ton, sirrah, that knew me for a fool, a coward. 
One all of luxury, an ass, a madman ; 
Wherein have I so deserVd of you, 
That you extol me thus ? 

Lucio, 'Faith, my lord, I spoke it but according to the trick. 
If you will hang me for it, you may ; but I had rather it would 
please you I might be whipp'd. 500 

Duke. Whipp'd first, sir, and hang'd after. 
Proclaim it, provost, round about the city. 
Is any woman wrong'd by this lewd fellow. 
As I have heard him swear himself there 's one 
Whom he begot with chOd, let her appear. 
And he shall marry her : the nuptial finish'df 
Let him be whipp'd and hang'd. 
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Lucio. Ibeseeehyoar highness, do not many me to a whore. 
Toor highness said even now, I made jon a duke : good my 
lord, do not recomjpense me in making me a cuckold. 510 

Duks. Upon mme honour, thou shalt many her. 
Tliy slanders I forgive ; and therewithal 
Remit thy other forfeits. Take him to prison ; 
And see our pleasure herein executed. 

Lucio, Manying a punk, my lord, is pressing to death, whip- 
ping, and hanging. 

Ihike, Slamiering a prince deserves it [Esnmu ojiun wUk imei^. 
She, Glandio, that you wronged, look you restore. 
Joy to you, Mariana I Love her, Angelo : 
I have confessed her and I know her virtue. 520 

Thanks, good friend Escalus, for thy much goodness : 
There 's more hehind that is more gratulate. 
Thanks, provost, for thy care and secrecy : 
We shall employ thee in a worthier place. 
Forgive him, Angelo, that hrought you home 
The head of Ragodne for Qaudio's : 
The offence pardons itself. Dear Isabel, 
I have a motion much imports your good ; 
Whereto if you 11 a willing ear incline, 

What 's mine is yours and what is yours is mine. 53a 

So, bring us to our palace ; where we 11 show 
What 's yet behind, that 's meet you all should know. [Eumu. 
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THE COMEDY OF EBBOBS. 



INTEODUCTION. 

Tms unnsing play, in which farce is lifted to the plane of the 
Ideal, was first printed in the folio of 1623. It is, however, one of 
Shakespeare's earliest works ; or, to be more exact, it contains some 
of his earliest work ; for in its present condition it shows the mark 
of at least two hands. Some of the rhyming passages — for example 
8c 1 of Act nL — are in form and in thought not snch as Shake- 
speare wrote at any time. Some of the blank verse — for e x a m p l e 
that of Act v. — is in form and even in thought such as he need not 
have been ashamed of in maturer yeaiv. It is mentioned by Meres 
in 1098 as Shakespeare's ; but parts of it must have been written at 
least ten years earlier. The pun on France ** making war against 
her heir " (Act IIL 8c. S) shows that this passage at least was writ- 
ten after 1589, when the civil war about Henry ol Navarre's title to 
the throne began, and before the summer of 1598, when it ended. 
The source <i the plot is a comedy by Plautus, called MemBchmi, 
which was translated into English by W[illiam] W[amer], and pub- 
lished in 1598, but which had been handed about in manuscript for 
some years previously. In the MenachnU there is but one pair of 
twins ; the complication produced by the presence of a second may 
be of Shakespeare's making, or it may have been the contrivance of 
some playwright who preceded him in the preparation of this story 
for the London stage. Of the work of such a writer, there are slight 
but snflicient traces in the stage directions of the very foUo of 1628. 
A Comedy of Errors founded on the MefUBchnd was presented at the 
Christmas revels at Gray's Inn in 1594 ; but that this was the 
Shakespearean verrion we do not surely know. The period of the 
action of this comedy is not only indeterminable, but does not need 
to be determined. From the first scene to the last, it is a mass of 
anachronism; but for this neither Shakespeare's audience nor he 
himself cared the snnff of a rushlight liCt us be at least as wise 
as they were. 
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DRA^nS PERSONS. 

fioLDTOB, duke ofJ^kemu. Btcomd Merekami^ to wkom Angeh i$ 

.AoBOH, a mer^fU qf Buraaue. a debtor, 

Autipbolub of Ephesna. AimpHOLtTB Pixgh, a Mckoolmattor, 

ot^ tko twf Aniipkoiuiei. r^^^^ %^^^^ 

Ahoelo, oToUmmO. Iajoe, sorvamt to Adnama. 

Firtt M0rdUuU,frimi to Antithoht ^ Com-Utan. 

4ifa$racim. GaoUr, Offiovn, amd other AUmUUaUa, 
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THE COMEDY OF ERRORS. 



ACTL 

ScBVsL A hall in ihe DuKE^s palace. 
Bnut DoKi, Bamm, Gaolir, Ofllo«»» «md oUm AttaDdaatf. 

JSge, Froceedy Solinns, to procare my fall. 
And by the doom o/t death end woes and alL 

Duke. Merchant of Syraciuay plead no more ; 
I am not partial to infrixige oor htws: 
The enmity and diBoord which of hite 
Sprang from the raneorooB oatrage of yonr duke 
To merchantSy our well'dealing coontrymen. 
Who wanting guilders to redeem their Utcs 
Have seal'd his rigorous statutes with their bloods, 
Exdndes all pity from our threatening looks. lo 

For, since the mortal and intestine jars 
Twixt thy seditions countrymen and us. 
It hath in solemn synods been decreed. 
Both by the Syracusians and ourselves, 
To admit no traffic to our adverse towns : 
Nay, more, if any bom at Ephesus 
Be seen at Syracusian marts and fiurs ; 
Again : if anv Syracusian bom 
Come to the bay of Ephesus, he dies, 

His goods confiscate to the Duke's dispose, 20 

UnlMS a thousand marks be levied. 
To quit the penalfy and to ransom him. 
Tliy substance, valued at the highest rate. 
Cannot amount unto a hundred nuirks ; 
Therefore by law thou art condemn'd to die. 

JSge. Yet this my comfort : when your words are done, 
My woes end likewise with the evening sun. 

Duke. Well, Syracusian, say in brief the caose 
Whv Ihou departed'st from thy native home 
And for -mhtX cause thou cam'st to Ephesus. 30 

JBSge. A heavier task could not have been impos'd 
Than I to speak mv griefs unspeakable : 
Yet, that tlM world may witness that my end 
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Was wrought by natare, not by vile offence, 

I '11 atter what my sorrow gives me leave. 

In Syracnsa was 1 bom, and wed 

Unto a woman, happy bat for me. 

And by me, had not our hap been bad« 

With her I liv'd in joy ; our wealth increas'd 

By prosperous voyages I often made ^ 

To Epidamnum : till my factor's death 

And the great care of goods at random left 

Drew me from kind embraoements of my spouse: 

From whom my absence was not six montlM old 

Before herself, ahnost at fainting under 

The pleasing punishment that women bear, 

Had made provision for her following me, 

And soon and safe arrived where I was. 

There had she not been long but she became 

A joyful mother of two goodly sons ; 50 

And, which was strange, the one so like the other 

As could not be distii]^;uish'd but by names. 

That very hour, and in the self^^ame inn, 

A meaner woman was delivered - 

Of such a burden, male twins, botii alike : 

Those, for their parwits were exceeding poor, 

I bought and brought up to attend my sons. 

My me, not meanly proud of two such boys. 

Made dsdly motions for our home return : 

Unwilling I agreed ; alas ! too soon <So 

We came alxwrd. 

A league from Epidamnum had we sail'd, 

Before the always wind-obeying deep 

Gave any tragic instance of our haann : 

But longer did we not retain much hope ; 

For what obscured li^t the heavens did grant 

Did but convey unto our fearful minds 

A doubtful warrant of immediate death ; 

Which though myself would gladly have embrac'dy 

Tet the incessant weepings of my wife, 70 

Weeping before for what she saw must come, 

And piteous phdnii^^s of the pretly babes, 

That moum'd for ^hion, ignorant what to femr, 

Forc'd me to seek delays for them and me. 

And this it was, for other means was none : 

The sailors sought for safety by our boat, 

And left the sl^ then sinlong^xipe, to us : 

« Xpidmmimm, A town la IUjri«, ■* wbleh Ihe tAT^Oiiig hnfhn la th* Mttmektm 
*/>r thalr putntf = bteamH iheir psmiAi. 
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My wife, more careful for the latter bom. 

Had fastened him unto a small spare mast, 

Such as aeaiaxmg men provide for storms ; 80 

To him one of the other twins was bonnd, 

Whilst I had been like heedfcd of the other: 

The children thos disposed, my wife and I, 

Fixing our eyes on whom our care was fiz'd. 

Fastened ourselTes at either end the mast ; 

And floating straight, obedient to the stream. 

Was carried towaras Corinth, ws we thoaght 

At length the son, gasing apon the earth, 

Duspers'd those vapours that offended as ; 

And, by the benefit of his wish'd li^bt, 90 

Tlie seas wax'd cafan, and we discovered 

Two ships from far maiking amain to ns. 

Of Corinth that, of Epidanms this : 

But ere they came, — O, let me sav no more I 

Grather the sequel by that went before. 

Duk^ Nay, forward, old man ; do not break off so; 
For we may pibr, though not pard<m thee. 

uff^e. O, had the gods done so, I had not now 
Wortihily term'd them merciless to us ! 

For, ere the ships could meet bv twice five leagues, 100 

We were enoounter'd by a mighty rock ; 
Which being violently borne upon. 
Our helpful ship was splitted in the midst ; 
So that, in this unjust divorce of us, 
Fortune had left to both of us alike 
What to delight in, what to sorrow for. 
Her part, poor soull seeming as burdened 
With lesser weieht but not wiAi lesser woe. 
Was carried witii more speed before the wind; 
And in our sight they three were taken up no 

By fishermen of Corinth, as we thought 
At length, another ship had seiz'd on us ; 
^nd, Imowing whom it was their hap to save, 
<3ave healthful welcome to their shipwrack'd guests ; 
And would have reft the fishers of their prey. 
Had not their bark been very slow of sau ; 
And therefore homeward did they bend their oonrse. 
Thus haveprou heard me severed from my bliss. 
That by misfortunes was my life prolonged 
To tell sad stories of my own mishaps. iso 

Duks. And, for the sake of them thou sorr o we st for, 
Do me the favour to dilate at full 
What hath befall'n of them and thee till now. 

^ge. My youngest boy, and yet my eldest care, 
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At eighteen yean became inqmsitiTe 

After his brother : and importon'd me 

That his attendant — so his case was like, 

Beft of his brother, but retain'd his name ^- 

BGght bear him company in the qaest of him : 

Whom whilst I kboar'd of % love to see, ijo 

I hazarded the loss of whom I loy'd. 

Five summers have I spent in farthest Greece^ 

Roaming dean through the bounds of Asia, 

And, coasting homeward, came to Ephesus ; 

Hopeless to find, yet loath to leave unsought 

Or that or any place that harbours men. 

But here must end the story of my life ; 

And happy were I in my timely death, 

Gould aU my travels warrant me they Uve. 

Duk^ Qftpless j9£geon, whom the fates have marked 140 
To bear the extremity of dire mishap I 
Now, trust me, were it not against our laws, 
Against my crown, my oath, my dignity. 
Which princes, would they, may not disannul. 
My soul should sue as advocate for thee. 
But, thou^ thou art adjudged to the death, 
And passed sentence may not be recall'd 
But to our honour's great disparagement, 
Tet I will &tvour thee in whiU; I can. 

Therefore, merchant, I 'U limit thee this day 150 

To seek thy life by beneficial help : 
Try all the friencis thou hast in Ephesus ; 
Beg thou, or borrow, to make up the sum, 
And live ; if no, then thou art doom'd to dieV 
Gaoler, take him to thy custody. 

OdoL I will, my lord. 

JE^e, Hopeless and helpless doth Mgeon wend, 
But to procrastinate his lifeless end. [JBenMi 

Scene II. The mart. 
AMr AanpTOUJi of Sjnaeitfe, Diono of SjneoM, mtflint Mw ehwi t . 

First Mer. Therefore give out you are of Epidamnnm, 
Lest that your goods too soon be confiscate. 
This very di^jr a Syracnsian merchant 
Is apprenended for arrival here ; 
And, not being able to buy out his life 
According to tiie statute of the town, 
Dies ere the weary sun set in the west. 
There is your money that I had to keep. 

<M importtm'd : Moented on the Moond nyUabto. 
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Ant. 8. Go bear it to the Centaur, where we hoet, 
And stay there, Dromio, till I come to thee. lo 

Within this hoar it will be dinneivtime : 
Till that, 1 11 view the manners of the town, 
Peruse the traders, gaze upon the buildings. 
And then return and sleep within mine inn. 
For with long travel I am stiff and weary. 
Get thee awiw. 

Dro. S. Many a man would take you at your word. 
And go, indeed, having so good a mean. [XxH 

Ant, 8. A trusty vOlain, sir, that very oft, 
When I am dull with care and melancholy, ao 

Lightens my humour with his merry jests* 
What, will you walk with me about the town. 
And then go to my inn and dine with me ? 

First Mer. I am invited, sir, to certain merchantSi 
Of whom I hope to make much benefit ; 
I crave your pardon. Soon at five o'clock, 
Please you, 1 11 meet with you upon the mart 
And afterwards consort you till bed-time : 
My present business calls me from vou now. 

Ant, 8. Farewell till then : I wiU go lose myself, 30 

And wander up and- down to view the city. 

Firgt Mer. Sir, I commend yon to your own content [SgU. 

Ant, 8, He that commends me to mine own content 
Commends me to the thing I cannot get. 
I to the world am like a drop of water 
That in the ocean seeks another drop, 
Who, Mling there to find his fellow forth, 
Unseen, inquisitive, confounds himself : 
So I, to find a mother and a brother, 
In quest of them, unhappy, lose myself. 40 

BmUr Dmvio qf SplMiit. 

Here comes the almanac of my true date. 

What now ? how chance thou art retum'd so soon ? 

Dro. E, Betum'd so soon I rather approached too late: 
The capon bums, the pig falls from the spit, 
The clock hath strucken twelve upon the bell ; 
My mistress made it one upon my cheek : 
She is so hot because the meat is cold ; 
The meat is cold because yon come not home ; 
Ton come not home because you have no stomach ; 
Ton have no stomach having broke your fast ; 50 

• Aon s= itaT, pn* up, YiKf % host. Om of &.*• 111M17 wckton twiflli of ] 
^ friUam = knoTo, lorvMit. 

* m m m t ycm. It iinol 
> Hmmm =: •ppottto, I 



IOT«,M 

» mumtycm. It li not inprobdble that B. wroto *' ooniort wttk jov." 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



262 THE COMEDY OF ERRORS. [Act L 

Bat we that know wbat 'tis to fart and pray 
Are penitent for yoor default to-day. 

Ant, S, Stop in your wind, sir : tell me this, I pray ; 
Where have von left the money that I gtave yon ? 

Dro. E. O, — sixpence, that I had o' Wednesday laat 
To pay the aaddler for my miatreea' cmpper ? 
The saddler had it, sir ; I kept it not 

ArU, /9. I am not in a sportive hnmonr now : 
Tell me, and dally not, where is the money ? 
We being strangers here, how dar'st then trast 60 

So great a charge from thine own costody ? 

Dro, B. I pray you, jest, sir, as you sit at dinner s 
I from my mistress come to you in post ; 
If I return, I shall be post indeed, 
For she will score your fault upon my pate. 
Methinks your maw, like mine, should be your doek 
And strike you home without a messenger. 

Ant, 8. Come, Dromio, oome, these jests are out of season ; 
Beserye them till a merrier hour than this. 
Where is the gold I pave in charge to thee? 70 

Dro. E, To me, sir ? why, you gave no gold to me. 

Ant, 8. Come on, sir knave, have dime your fooh'shnoso 
And tell me how thou hast disposed thv churge. 

Dro. B. My charge was but to f etdi you from the mart 
Home to your house, the Phosniz, sir, to dinner : 
My nustress and her sister stays for you. 

Ant, 8, Now, as I am a Christian, answer me 
In what safe. place you have bestowed my moneyi 
Or I shall hretik that merry sconce of yours 
That stands on tricks when I am undispos'd ; 80 

Where is the thousand marks thou hadst of me ? 

Dro, E, 1 have some marks of yours upon my patOi 
Some of my mistress' marks upon my shoulders. 
But not a thousand marks between you both* 
If I should pay your worship those aeaan, 
Perchance you will not bear them patientiiy. 

AnL 8. Thy mistres s ' marks r what mistr ess , slave, hast 
thou? 

Dro. E, Tour worship's wife, my mistress at the Fhosnix ; 
She that doth fast till you come home to dinner 
And prays that you will hie you home to dinner. 9a 

Ant, 8. What, wUt thou flout me thus unto n^ &use, 
Being forbid ? There, take you that, sir knave. 

D>ro,'E, What mean you, sir ? for God*8 sake, hold your hands ! 
Nay, an you will not, sir, I '11 take my heels. [MxU 

Ant, S* Upon my life, by some device or other 
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The yflkin is o^emmght of all my money. 

They say this town is fall of cosenage. 

As, nimble jugglers that deceive the eye, 

Dark-working sorcerers that change the mind. 

Soul-killing witches that deform the body, loo 

Disguised cheaters, prating mountebanks, 

And many such-like liberties of sin : 

If it prove so, I will be gone the sooner. 

1 11 to the Ceoitaar to go seek this slave: 

I greatly fear my money is not safe. IJhA. 



ACT n. 

Bomsm L The house 0/ Antifholus of Ephesus. 

Ailtr Amiasa tmd J^^A'^*^- 

Adr. Neither my husband nor the slave returned, 
That in such haste I sent to seek his master I 
Sure, I^ciana, it is two o'clock. 

lAiJt. Perhaps some merchant hath invited him 
And from the mart be 's somewhere gone to dinner. 
Good sister, let us dine and never fret : 
A man is master of his liberbr : 
Time is their master ; and when they see time 
They 11 go or come : if so, be patient, sister. 

Adr. Why should their liberty than ours be more ? 

Luc* Because their business still lies out o* door. 

Adr. Look, when I serve bun so, he takes it ilL 

£uc. O, know he is the bridle of your wilL 

Adr. lliere 's none but asses will be bridled so. 

Luc Why, headstrong liberty is lash'd with woe. 
There 's nothing situate under heaven's eye 
But hath his brand, in earth, in sea, in Aj : 
The beasts, the fishes, and the winged fowls 
Are their males' subjects and at their controls : 
Men, more divine, the masters of all these, 
Lords of the wide world and wild watery seaii 
Indued with intellectual sense and souls, 
Of more preeminence than fish and fowls, 
Are masters to their females, and their lords : 
Then let your will attend on their accords. 

Adr. This servitude makes you to keep unwed. 

Luc Not this, but troubles of the marriage-bed. 

Adr* But, were you wedded, you would bear some sway. 

Luc Ere I learn love, I '11 practise to obey. 

M o*tnmigki = OTMMwelMd. 
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Adr, How if your hnsbaad start some other where ? 30 

Luo. Till he came home again, I would f orhear. 

Adr. Patience nnmoy'd ! no marvel ihoogh she pause ; 
They can be meek that have no other cause. 
A wretched soul, bmis'd wiih adversity, 
We bid be qoiet, when we hear it cry ; 
Bat were we borden'd with like weight of pain, 
As much or more we should ourselves complain : 
So ihoQ, that hast no unkind mate to grieve thee. 
With urging helpless patience wouldst relieve me ; 
But, if thou live to see like right bereft, 40 

This f od-beffg'd patience in thee will be left 

Lue, Wdl, I will many one day, but to try. 
Here comes your man ; now is your husband ni^ 

BiUer Dioioo of Sph«taf . 

Adr. Say, is your tardy master now at hand? 

Dro. B. Nay, he 's at two hands with me, and that my two 
ears can witness. 

Adr. Say, didst thou speak with him ? knoVst thou his mind ? 

Dro. B. Aj, ay, he told his mind upon mine ear : 
Beshrew his hand, I scarce could understand it I 

Lue. Spake he so doubtfully, thou oouldst not fed his mean* 
ing? 51 

Dro. E. Nay, he struck so plainly, I could too well feel his 
blows ; and withal so doubtfully that I could scarce understand 

Adr, But say, I prithee, is he coming home ? It seems he 
hath great care to please his wife. 

Dro. E. Why, mistress, sure my master is honHnad. 

Adr. HonMnad, thou villain I 

Dro. E. I mean not cuckdd'^nad ; 

But, sure, he is stark mad. 

When I desir'd him to come home to dinner, 60 

He ask'd me for a thousand marks in gold : 
« T is dinner-time,'' quoth I ; ^^ My gdd," quoth he : 
<< Your meat doth bum," quoth I ; '^ My gold I " quoth he : 
« WiU you come home ? " quoth I ; <^ Mv gold I " quoth he, 
'* Where is the thousand marks I gave thee, villain ? " 
"^ The pig,'' quoth I, '^isbum'd;" '< My gold I " quoth he : 
^' My mistress, sir," quoth I ; '^ Hang up my mistress I 
I know not thy mistress : out on thy mistress I " 

Imo, Qaoth who ? 

Dro, E. Quoth my master : 70 

** I know," quoth he, <' no house, no wife, no mistress." 
So that my errand, due unto my tongue, 

tt fool-begg^d^wMinm, It wm th« onKom to beg of tho king th« gnarrttomhlp at 
iloh klioti, or " natniBlB,'' for the mOm of tho tnuteMhlp of their eetatet. 
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I thank him, I bare home apon my shoulders ; 
For, in eondnsion, he did beat me there. 

Adr. Go back again, thou slave, and fetch him home. 

Dtto, E. Go back again, and be new beaten home ? 
For God's sake, send some other messenger. 

Adr. Back, slave, or I will break thy pate across. 

Dro. E. And he will bless that cross with other beating : 
Between von I shall haye a holy head. 80 

Adr. Hence, prating peasant I fetch thy master home. 

Dro. E, Am I so ronnd with yon as you with me. 
That like a football yon do spurn me thus ? 
You spurn me hence, and he will spurn me hither : 
If I last in this service, you must case me in leather. [Esdi 

Lite, Fie, how impatience loureth in your face I 

Adr, His company must do his minions grace, 
Whilst I at home starve for a meny look- 
Hath homely age the alluring beauty took 
From my poor cheek ? then he hath wasted it : 90 

Are my discourses dull ? barren my wit ? 
If voluble and sharp disoourse be marr'd, 
Unkindness blunts it more than marble hard : 
Do their gay vestments his affections bait ? 
That 's not my fault : he 's master of my state : 
What ruins are in me that can be found. 
By him not ruin'd ? then is he the ground 
Of my defeatures. My decayed fur 
A sunny look of his would soon repair : 

But, too unruly deer, he breaks ihe pale 100 

And feeds from home ; poor I am Imt his stale. 

Lue, Self-haiming jealousy I fie, beat it hence ! 

Adr. Unfeeling fools can with such wrongs dispense. 
' I know his eye doth homage otherwhere ; 
Or else what lets it but he would be here ? 
Sister, you know he promis'd me a chain ; 
Would that alone, alone he would detain. 
So he would keep fair quarter with his bed ! 
I see the jewel best enamelled 

Will lose his beauty ; yet tho' gold bides still no 

That others touch, an often touching will 
Wear gold : and no man that hath a namcy 
By falsehood and corruption doth it shame. 
Since that my beau^ cannot please his eye, 
1 11 weep what 's left awav, and weeping die. 

Lue. How many fond fools serve mad jealousy ? [Jtunwit 

•> m m d = plump, dowmlght, oatipoktii. Th«r» li % pan, of eoanw. 
MAuiHrif. AiportnanTitelkJaghone,ftibui,wMaiUe(lftite]«. 
iMfettshtaden. 
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8cBRK n. Apublic place, 
Mmur AaiOHOun of %jmnm» 
Afit. 8. The gold I gave to Dromio ie laid isf 
Safe at the Centaur ; and the heedful slave 
Is wandered forth, in care to seek me out 
By eompatation and mine host's report 
I could not speak with Dromio since at first 
I sent him from the mart. See, here he comes. 

Ator DiOKio of BymenM. 

How now, sir 1 is your merry hnmonr alter'd ? 

As yoa love strokes, so jest with me again. 

Ton know no Centanr ? you received no sold ? 

Tour mistress sent to have me home to dmner ? lo 

My house was at the Phoenix ? Wast thou mady 

That thus so madly thou didst answer me ? 

Dro. S, What answer, sir ? when spake I sneh a word ? 

AtU. S, Even now, even here, not half an hour since. 

Dro, S, I did not see yon since you sent me hence, 
Home to the Centanr, wim the gold you gave me. 

Ant, 8, '^nilaan, thou didst deny &e gold's receipt 
And told'st me of a mistress and a dinner ; 
For which, I hope, thou f elt'st I was displeas'd. 

Dro, 8, Inm glad to see you in this merry vem : so 

What means this jest ? I pray you, master, tell me. 

Ant, 8, Yea, dost thou jeer and flout me in the teeth ? 
Think'stthouliest? Hold, take thou that, and that [A^tmigiim. 

Dro, 8, Hold, sir, for God's sake I now your jest b earnest : 
Upon what bargain do you give it me ? 

Ant, 8, Be<»nse tiiat I familiariy sometimes 
Do use you for mv fool and chat with you, 
Your sanciness will jest upon mv love 
And make a common of my serious hours. 
When the sun shines let foolish gnats make sporty 50 

But creep in crannies when he hides his beams. 
If you ^nll jest with me, know my aspect 
And fiishion your demeanour to my looks. 
Or I will beat this method in your sconce. 

Dro. 8, Sconce call you it? so you would leave battering, I 
had rather have it a head : an you use these blows long, I must 
get a sconce for my head and insconce it too ; or cIm I shall 
seek my wit in my shoulders. But, I pray, sir, why am I 
beaten? 

Ant. 8, Dost thou not know ? 40 

Dro, 8, Nothing, sir, but that I am beaten. 

* &011M, JoeoMly oMd lor hmA, mouu a taaail fortlflo»tloii. 
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Ant.S. Shall I teQ yon why? 

Dro. S. Ay, sir, and wherefore ; for thej say e^eij why hath 
a wherefore. 

Ant. 8. Why, first, — for floatmg me ; and then, wherefore, — • 
For urging it ^e second time to me. 

Dro. 8. Was there ever any man thus beaten out of season. 
When in the why and the wherefore is neither rhyme nor rea- 
son? 
Well, sir, I thank you. 

Ant. 8. Thank me, sir ! for what? 50 

I>ro. 8. Marry, sir, for this something that yon gave me for 
nothing. 

Ant. 5. 1 11 make yon amends next, to give you nothing for 
something. But say, sir, is it dinner-time ? 

Dro. 8. No, sir : I tbdnk the meat wants that I have. 

Ant. 8. In good time, sir ; what's that? 

Dro. 8. Basting. 

Ant. 8. Wdl, sir, then 't will be dry. 

Dro. 8. H it be, sir, I pray yon, eat none of it 

Ant. 8. Tour reason ? 60 

Dro. 8. Lest it make yon choleric and pnrchase me another 
dry basting. 

Ant. 8. Well, sir, learn to jest in good time : there 's a time 
for all things. 

Dro. 8. 1 durst have denied that, before you were so choleric. 

Ant. 8. Bt what rule, sir? 

Dro. 8. mATtjy sir, by a rule as plain as the plain bald pate 
of father Time himself. 

Ant. 8. Let 'shear it. 

Dro. 8. There 's no time for a man to recover his hair that 
grows bald by nature. 71 

Ant. 8. May he not do it by fine and recovery ? 

Dro. 8. Yes, to pay a fine for a periwig and recover the lost 
hair of another man. 

Ant. 8. Why is Time such a niggard of hair, being, as it is, 
■o plentiful an excrement ? 

Dro. 8. Because it is a blessing that he bestows on beasts ; 
and what he hath scanted men in hair he hath given them in 
wit. 

Ant. 8. Why, but there 's many a man hath more hur than 
wit. 8t 

Dro. 8. Not a man of those but he hath the wit to lose his 
hair. 

Ant. 8. Why, thou didst conclude hairy men plain dealers 
without wit. 

M/fMMtfyMMPerir.* aatlqwrted tow tanng for fcdiwwd Vnpl pwwwMIn^ 
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Dro. S. The plainer dealer the sooner lost : yet he loseth it 
in a kind of jollify. 

Ant, 8* For what reason ? 

Dro. S» For two ; and sound ones too. 

Ant. 8. Nay, not sound, I pray yocu 90 

Dro. 8. Sure ones then. 

Ant. 8. Nay, not sure, in a thing falling. 

Dro. 8. Certain ones ^en. 

Ant, 8. Name them. 

Dro. 8. The one, to save the money that he spends in trim- 
ming ; the other, that at dinner, they should not drop in his pox^ 
rid^ 

Ant. 8. You would all this time have prov'd there is no time 
for all things. 

Dro. 8. Many, and did, sir ; namely, no time to recover hair 
lost by nature. loi 

Ant. 8. But your reason was not substantial, why there is no 
time to recover. 

Dro. 8. Thus I mend it : Time himself is bald and therefore 
to the world's end will have bald followers. 

Ant. 8. I knew 't would be a bald conclusion. — But, soft ! 
who wafts us yonder? 

SiUtr Aduama and Jjoquma. 

Adr. Ay, ay, Antipholus, look strange and frown : 
Some other mistress hath thy sweet aspects ; 
I am not Adriana, nor thy wife. no 

The time was once when thou unurg'd wouldst vow 
That never words were music to thme ear. 
That never object pleasing in thine eye. 
That never touch well wdcome to thy hand. 
That never meat sweetpsavour'd in thy taste, 
Unless I spake, or look'd, or touch'd, or carv'd to thee. 
How comes it now, my husband, O, how comes it. 
That thou art thus estranged from thyself? 
Thyself I call it, being strange to me, 

That, undividable, incorporate, lao 

Am better than thy dear self's better part 
Ah, do not tear away thyself from me ! 
For know, my love, as easy mayst thou fall 
A drop of water in the breaking gulf 
And take unmingled thence that drop again. 
Without addition or diminishing. 
As take from me thyself and not me too. 
£U>w dearly would it touch thee to the quick, 
Shouldst thou but hear I were licentious, 
And that this body, consecrate to thee, 13s 
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By ruffian lust should be contaminate I 

Wouldst thou not spit at me, and spurn at me, 

And hurl the name of husband in my face, 

And tear tho stain'd skin off my harlot-brow, 

And from my false hand cut the weddiiu;^ring 

And break it with a deep-divorcing tow r 

I know thou canst ; and therefore see thou do it. 

I am possessed with an adulterate blot ; 

My blood is mingled with the crime of lust : 

For if we two be one and thou play fiJse, 140 

I do digest the poison of thy flMh, 

Being strumpeted by thy contagion. 

Keep then fair league and truce with thy true bed ; 

I live distain'd, thou undishonoured. 

Ant^ S. Plead you to me, fair dame ? I know you not : 
In EphesuB I am but two hours old, 
As strange unto your town as to your talk ; 
Who, eveiT word by all my wit oeing scanned. 
Want wit m all one word to understand. 

Luc* Fie, brother ! how the world is chang'd with you 1 150 
When were you wont to use my sister thus ? 
She sent for you by Dromio home to dinner. 

Ant. 8. By Dromio ? 

Dro. S. By me ? 

Adr. By uiee ; and this thou didst return from him, 
That he did buffet thee, and in his blows 
Denied my house for his, me for his wife. 

Ant. 8. Did you converse, sir, with this gentlewoman ? 
What is the course and drift of your compact ? 

Dro. 8. I, sir ? I never saw her till this time. lOo 

Ant. 8. Villain, thou liest ; for even her very words 
Didst thou deliver to me on the mart 

Dro. 8. I never spake with her in all my life. 

Ant. 8. How can she thus then call us by our names» 
Unless it be by inspiration. 

Adr. How ill agrees it with your gravity 
To counterfeit thus grossly with your slave. 
Abetting him to thwart me in my mood ! 
Be it my wrong you are from me exempt, 
But wrong not that wronff with a more contempt 170 

Come, I will fiisten on this sleeve of thine : 
Thou art an ehn, my husband, I a vine, 
Whose weakness married to thy stronger state . 
Hakes me with thy strength to communicate : 

^ I lire dUtaWd, ete. : di*t li, It b I that un distelned by row loon lili, wbUe yov 
by my eliMte Uf« llTt undldumored. 
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If aught possess thee from me, it is dross. 
Usurping ivy, brier, or idle moss ; 
Who, all for want of pruning, with intrusion 
Infect thy sap and live on thy confusion. 

Ant, a. To me she speaks ; she moves me for her theme : 
What, was I married to her in my dream ? x8o 

Or sleep I now and think I hear all this ? 
What error drives our eyes and ears amiss ? 
Until I know this sure uncertain^, 
I 'U entertain the offered fallacy. 

Lue. Dromio, go bid the servants spread for dinner. 

Dro, S. O, for my beads ! I cross me for a sinner. 
This is the fidiy land : O spite of spites : 
We talk with goblins, owls and sprites : 
If we obey th^DH not, this will ensue. 
They 'U suck our breath or pinch us black and blue. 190 

Luei Why prat'st thou to thyself and answer*st not ? 
Dromio, thou drone, thou snail, thou slug, thou sot I 

Dro, S. Inm transformed, master, am I not ? 

AnL 8. I think thou art in mind, and so am I. 

Dro* 8. Nay, master, both in mind and in my shape. 

Ant. 8. Thou hast thine own form. 

Dro* 8. No, I am an ape. 

lAie. U thou art chang'd to aught, 't is to an ass. 

Dro. 8. *T is true ; she rides me and I long for grass. 
'T is so, I am an ass ; else it could never be 
But I should know her as well as she knows me. ago 

Adr. Come, come, no longer will I be a fool, 
To put the finger in the eye and weep. 
Whilst man and master hiagh my woes to scorn. 
Gome, sir, to dinner. Dromio, keep the gate. 
Husband, 1 11 dine above with you to-day 
And shrive you of a thousand idle pranks. 
Sirrah, if any ask you for your master, 
Say he dines forth and let no creature enter. 
Come, sister. Dromio, play the porter well. 

Ant. 8. Am I in earUi, in heaven, or in hell? 310 

Sleeping or waking ? mad or well-advis'd ? 
Known unto these, and to mjrself disguis'd ! 
I '11 say as the^ say and persever so, 
And in this mist at all adventures go^ 

Dro. 8. Master, shall I be porter at the gate ? 

Adr. Ay ; and let none enter, lest I break your pate. 

Ltus. Come, come, Antipholus, we dine too late. [Aamii 

m cju q^«rV JWaef. The folio, " the frw*ti falUoy.'' StoOTeu'e <if^»d It qvltt 
fviely Bot the tme word ; hvt it id«7 well remain until e better i« propoeed. 
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ACT nL 

ScBinB I Be/ore the houM of Aktipholus of Ephenit. 
Bmttr Annraoun of SpliMiu, ]>Boiao of SphMiu, Ammm, omf BiunAiAB. 

Ant. E, Grood Signior Angelo, you most ezeiue na all ; 
H J wife is shrewish when I keep not hours : 
Say that I linger'd with you at your shop 
To see the nuudng of her carcanet, 
And that to-morrow yon will bring it home. 
But here 's a villain that would faee me down 
He met me on the mart^ and that I beat him 
And chan^d him with a thousand marks in gold, 
And that I did deny my wife and hoose. 
Thon drunkard, thou, what didst thou mean by this? lo 

DrO. E. Say what yon will, sir, but I know what I know ; 
rhat you beat me at the mart, I have your hand to show : 
If the skin were parchment and the blows you gave were ink. 
Tour own handwriting would tell you what I tlunk. 

Ant. E. I think taou art an ass. 

Dro. E. Marry, so it doth appear 

By the wrongs I suffer and the blows I bear. 
I should kick, being kick'd ; and, being at tiiat pass, 
Ton would keep from xaj heels and beware of an ass. 

AnL E. Y* are sad, Signior Balthazar : pray Grod our cheer 
May answer my good wiU and your good welcome here. 20 

ial, I hold your dainties cheap, sir, and your welcome dear. 

Ant E. O, Signior Baltliaxar, either at flesh or fish, 
A table full of wdcome makes scarce one dainty dish. 

BaZ. Qood meat, sir, is common ; that every churl affords. 

Ant E. And welcome more common; for that's nothing 
but words. 

BdL Small cheer and great welcome makes a merry feast 

Ant E. Ay, to a niggardly host and more sparing guest : 
But though my cates be mean, take them in good part ; 
Better cheer may you have, but not with better heart. 
But, soft ! my door is lock'd. Qo bid them let us in. 30 

IhxK E. Maud, Bridget, Marian, Cicely, OilHan, Ginn ! 

Dro. 5. [^Within,^ Mome, malt-horse, capon, coxcomb, 
idiot, patch I 
Either get thee from the door or sit down at the hatch. 
Doet thou conjure for wenches, that thou call'st for such store, 
When one is one too many ? Gro get thee from the door. 

« Mmpu . . . patek, Mrnit tamxA % tallftrd ; jMfdk, at flnft, % fvoteiioiiftl fool 
wboM dtMi WM potolMd like HatImiiiIii'* ; afi«rwa»b« a Aiaaplo lool, 
•kmitk, A hatoh waa the ' ^ ' 



n« neant a tallard; jwfdk, 
Harleaiilii'* ; afierwwda, a « 
lower naif of a dirided door« 
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Dro. E. What patch is made our porter ? My master stays 

in the street. 
Dro. S. [Within.'] Let him walk from whence he eame, 

lest he catch cold on 's feet. 
AnL E. Who talks within there ? ho, open the door ! 
I>ro.S. [Within.'] Bight, sur ; 1 11 tell you when, an you 'U 

tell me wherefore. 
Ant. E. Wherefore ? for my dinner : I have not din'd to- 
day. 40 
Dro. 8. [Within.] Nor to-day here you most not; come 

a^un when you may. 
Ant. Si. What art thon tiiat keep'st me oat from the house 

I owe? 
Dro. 8. [Within.'^ The porter for this time, sir, and my 

name is Dromio. 
Dro. E. villain ! thon hast stolen hoth mine office and my 



Hie one ne'er got me credit, the other mickle blame. 

If thon hadst l^en Dromio to-day in my place, 

Thon wooldst have chang'd thy &oe for a name or thy name for 

an ass. 
Xkc8. [Within.] What a coil is there, Dromio? who are 

those at the gate ? 
Dro. E. Let my master in. Lace. 

Luce. [WHMn.] Faith, no; he comes too late; 50 

And so t^ yoar master. 

Dro. E. O Lord, I must laagh I 

Have at yoa with a proverb — Shall I set in my staff ? 

Luce. [Within.] EUive at you with another; tiiat's — 

When ? can yoa tell ? 
Dro. 8. [WUhin.] If thy name be call'd Lace,— Lace, 

thoa hast answered him welL 
Ant. E. Do yoa hear, yoa minion ? you 11 let as in, I hope ? 
Luce. [ WOMn.] I tfaoaght to have ask'd yoa. 
Dro. 8. [ Within.'] And yoa said no. 

Dro. E. So, come, help : well strack 1 toere was blow for 

blow. 
Ant. E. Thoa baggage^ let me in. 

Luee. . [iFA^'it.] Can yoa tell for whose sake ? 

Dro. E. Master, knock the door hard. 
Xuee. [WitUn.]^ Let bun knock tOlit ache. 

Ant. E. Yoa 11 cry for this, mimon, if I beat the door down. 
iMce. [Within.] What needs all that, and a pair of stocks 

in the town? 

«* /oiM = Ioini. 

n J^ammu, Iiioompff»h«iiBible, Md probablj oofrapi 
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Adr. lWUhin.2 Who is that at the door that keeps all this 

noise? 
Dro. S, [ WUhinJ] B7 1117 troth, your town is troabled with 

nnraly boys. 
Ant. E. Are you there, wife ? yon might have oome before. 
Adr. [ Within.'] Tour wife, sir knave ! go get yoa from the 

door. 
Dro. E. If you went in pain, master, this knave would go 

sore. 
Ang. Here is neither cheer, sir, nor welcome : we would fain 

have either. 

Bal. In debating which was best, we shall part with neither. 

Dro. E. They stand at the door, master ; bid them welcome 

hither. 70 

Ant. E. There is something in the wind, Ihat we cannot get 

in. 
Dro. E. You would say so, master, if your garments were 
thin. 
Tour cake there is warm within ; you stand here in the cold : 
It would make a man mad as a buck, to be so bought and sold. 
Ant. E. Go fetch me something : I '11 break ope the gate. 
Dro. S. [ Within.'] Break any breaking here, and I 'U break 

your knave's pate. 
Dro. E. A man may break a word with you, sir, and words 
are but wind, 
Ay, and break it in your face, so he break it not behind. 

Dro. 8. [^Within.] It seems thou wantest breaking: out 

upon thee, hind ! 
Dro. E. Here 's too much out upon thee ! I pray thee, let 
me in. 80 

Dro. S. [ Within.] Ay, when fowls have no feathers and 

fish have no fin. 
Ant. E. Well, 1 11 break in : go borrow me a crow. 
Dro. E. A crow without feather ? Master, mean you so ? 
For a fish without a fin, there 's a fowl without a feather: 
If a crow hc^ us in, sirrah, we 'U pluck a crow together. 
Ant E. (30 get thee ^ne ; fet^ me an iron crow. 
Bal. Have patience, sir ; O, let it not be so I 
Herein you war against your reputation 
And draw within the compass of suspect 

The unviolated honour of your wife. 90 

Once this, — your long experience of her wisdom, 
Her sober virtue, years and modesty, 
Plead on her part some cause to you unknown ; 
And doubt not, sir, but she will well excuse 
Why at this time the doors are made against you* 
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Be rnl'd by me : depart in patience, 

And let us to the Tiger all to dinner, 

And aboat evening come yoniself alone 

To know the reason of thu strange restraint. 

If bj strong hand 70a offer to break in loo 

Now in the stirring passage of the day, 

A vnlgor conunent will be made of it, 

And tibat supposed by the common rout 

Against your yet ongalled estimation 

That may with f onl introsion enter in 

And dweU upon your grave when you are dead ; 

For slander Uves upon snccession, 

For ever housed where it gets possession. 

Ant. E. You have preyail'd : I will depart in qniet^ 
And, in despite of mirth, mean to be merry. no 

I know a wench of excellent discourse, 
Pk«tty and witfy, wild and yet, too, gentle : 
There will we dine. This woman tbvt I mean. 
My wife — but, I protest, without desert — 
Ebith oftentimes upbraided me withal : 
To her will we to dinner. [To Ang."] Get you home 
And fetch the chain ; by this I know 'tis nuMie : 
Bring it, I pray you, to the Porpentine ; 
For &ere 's the house : that chain will I bestow — 
Be it for nothing but to spite my wife — 190 

Upon mine hostess there : good sir, make haste. 
Since mine own doors refua^ to entertain me, 
I '11 knock elsewhere, to see if they '11 disdain me. 

Arig. 1 11 meet you at Ihat place some hour hence. 

Ant. E. Do so. This jest shall cost me some expense. 

ScENB n. The same. 
Ailer LoQUHA and AmPHOLDS of SjiaeOM. 

Lue. And may it be that you have quite forgot 

A husband's office ? shall, Antipholus, 
Even in the spring of love, thy loye-eprings rot ? 

Shall love, m building, grow so ruinous ? 
If you did wed my sister for her wealth. 

Then for her wealth's sake use her with more kindnetti: 
Or if you like else^ere, do it by stealth ; 

Muffle your false love with some show of blindness: 
liCt not my sister read it in your eye ; 

Be not thy tongue thy own shame's orator ; to 

«• meeeMsian: ft word of four ajlliblM. In &.*• timo tho tomliuklioa tM wm T«y 
ganenily tlia« pronounced, 
x^ Fwp€9Uim. ThoB tho poranpine wm ealled In 8.*a du. 
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Look sweet, speak fair, become disloyalty ; 

Apparel vice like virtae's harbinger ; 
Bear a fair presence, thoogh your heaii be tainted ; 

Teach sin the carriage of a holy saint ; 
Be secret-false : what need she be acquainted ? 

What simple thief brags of his own attaint P 
T is doable wrong, to troant with your bed 

And let her read it in thy looks at board : 
Shame hath a bastard fame, well managed ; 

111 deeds are doubled witli an evil word* ao 

Alas, poor women ! make us but believe, 

Being compact of credit, that you love us ; 
Though others have the arm, show us the sleeve ; 

We in your motion turn and you may move as- 
Then, gentle brother, get yoa in again ; 

ConoSort my sister, cheer her, cidl her wife : 
T is holy sport to be a litUe vain, 

When the sweet breath of flattery conquers strife. 
Ant S. Sweet mistress, — what your name is else, I know not, 

Nor by what wonder yon do hit of mine, — 30 

Less in your knowledge and your grace you show not 

Than our earth's wonder, more than earth divine. 
Teach me, dear creature, how to think and speak ; 

Lav open to my earthy-gross conceit, 
Smotlier'd in errors, feeble, shallow, weak, 

The folded meaning of your words' deceit. 
Against my soul's pure truth why labour you 

To make it wander in an unknown field ? 
Are you a god ? would you create me new ? 

Transform me then, and to your power I '11 yield* 40 

But if that I am I, then well I know 

Tour weeping sister is no wife of mine. 
Nor to her bed no homage do I owe : 

Far more, far more to you do I decline. 
O, train me not, sweet mermaid, with thy notOi 

To drown me in thy sister's flood of tears : 
Sing, siren, for thyself and I will dote : 

Spread o'er the silver waves thy golden haarsy 
And as a bed 1 11 take them and there lie, 

And in that glorious supposition think 56 

He gains by death that batik such means to die : 

Let Love, being light, be drowned if she sink 1 

Lue. What, are you mad, that yon do reason so ? 

Ant. S. Not mad, but mated ; how, I do not know. 



^ a linte •«<»=: ft Uttto deMltful, bHoiUns. 
M dedm€z=: tneiisn ; eooiiiMmly §o UMd inS.^a 4fty. 
•> Hoi mmd, but maitd, ▲ oobuiiod folk phrue in 8.*t < 
KmlOMd, iMwUdmd. 



•■ nm mma. otu mmua, a oobuiiod ioik ponio m ».'• tine, mnmlni not tngy, bvl 
floitfaMd, bowUdmd. 
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Lue. It is a fftolt that springeth from ^onr eye.^ 

Ant. S. For gazing on yoor beanui, fair son, being by. ^ 

Lue, Gaze where 70a shoold, and tiiat will dear jowt sight. 

Ant. 8. As good to wink, sweet love, as look on night. 

Luc Wlr^ call you me love ? call my sister so. 

Ant. 8. Thy sister's sister. 

Luc. That 's my sister. 

Ant 8. No ; 60 

It is thyself, mine own self s better part, 
Mine eye's dear eye, my dear heart's dearer heart, 
My food, my fortune and mj sweet hope's aim. 
My sole earth's heaven and my heaven's claim. 

Luc All this my sister is, or else should be. 

Ant. 8. Call thyself sister, sweet, for I aim thee. 
Thee will I love and with thee lead my life : 
Thou hast no husband yet nor I no wife. 
Give me thy hand. 

Lue. O, soft, sir I hold yoa still: 69 

1 11 fetch my sister, to get her good wiU. ( A»k. 

Bnier Dkomio of Sjtmum. 

Ant. 8. Why, how now, Dromio! where nmn'st then so 
fast? 

Dro. 8. Do yon know me, sir ? am I Dromio? am I your 
man ? am I myself ? 

Ant. 8. Thou art Dromio, thou art my man, thou art thyself. 

J)ro. iSf. I am an ass, I am a woman's man and besides my- 
self. 

Ant. 8. What woman's man ? and how besides thyself ? 

Dro. 8. Marry, sir, besides myself, I am due to a woman ; 
one that claims me, one that haunts me, one that will have me. 

Ant 8. What claim lays she to thee ? 8x 

Dro. 8. Marry, sir, such claim as 70U would lay to your 
horse ; and she would have me as a beast : not that, I being a 
beast, she would have me ; but that she, being a very beastly 
creature, lays claim to me. 

Ant. 8. What is she? 

Dro. 8. A very reverent bodv ; ay, such a one as a man may 
not speak of without he say " Suvreverence." I have but lean 
luck in the match, and yet is she a wondrous fat marriage. 

Ant 8. How dost thou mean a fat marriage ? 90 

Dro. 8. Many, sir, she 's the kitchen wench and all grease ; 
and I know not what use to put her to but to make a lamp of 
her and run from her by her own light. I warrant, her rags 

w buidtt tk^atffzz huidt thyMlf . The woids Me rmllj the nme. 
•■ Sifynvtmut. Dromio here makes the fllthieit ponlblf etlviloii ; for foil ezplMi» 
Son of whieh cee Oroee*e Dia. Qftkt Tidgar Tomgiu, 
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and the tallow in them will bam a Polaiid winter : if she lives 
till doomsday, she 11 bum a week longer ihan ihe whole world. 

Ant. 8. What complexion is she of ? 

Dro. 8, Swart, like my shoe, bat her &oe nothing like so 
dean kept : for why, she sweats ; a man may go over shoes in 
the grime of it. 

Ant, S. That 's a &alt that water will mend. loo 

Dro. 8. No, sir, 't is in grain ; Noah's flood ooold not do it. 

Ant, 8. What 's her name ? 

Dro. 8. Nell, sir ; bat her name and three qoarters, that 's 
an ell and three qoarters, will not measure her from hip to hip. 

Ant, 8. Then she bean some breadth ? 

Dro. 8. No longer from head to foot than from hip to hip : 
she is spherical, lilu a globe ; I ooold find oat coantries in her. 

Ant. 8. In what part of her body stands Ireland ? 

I>ro. 8. Marry, sir, in her buttocks : I found it out by the 
bogs. no 

Ant. 8. Where Sootland ? 

Dro. 8. 1 found it by the barrenness ; hard in the palm of 
the hand. 

Ant 8. Where France ? 

Dro. 8. In her forehead ; armed and reverted, making war 
against her heir. 

Ant. 8. Where Enffland ? 

Dro. 8. 1 looked S>r the chalky clifb, bat I ooold find no 
whiteness in them ; but I guess it stood in her chin, by the salt 
iheum ihat ran between France and it. 120 

Ant. 8. Where Spam ? 

Dro. 8. Faith, I saw it not ; bat I felt it hot in her breath. 

Ant 8. Where America, the Indies ? 

Dro. 8. Oh, sir, upon her nose, all o'er embellished with ra- 
bies, carbuncles, sapjSiires, declining their rich aspect to the hot 
breath of Spain ; who sent whole annadoes of canusks to be bal- 
last at her nose. 

Ant. 8. Where stood Belgia, the Netherlands? 

Dro. 8. Oh, sir, I did not look so low. To conchide, this 
drudge, or diviner, laid daim to me ; called me Dromio ; swore 
I was assured to her; told me what privy marks I had about me, 
as, the marie of my shoulder, the mole in my neck, the great 
wart on my left arm, that I amaz'd ran from her as a witch : 
And, I think, if my breast had not been made of faith and my 

heart of steel, 
She had transform'd me to a curtal dog and made me turn 
i' th' wheeL 

itt rtttrttd, FbMlbl/ a mliprtiit ftv nvvUtd, 

<M ktr heir, 8m lotrodaetion. 

<*• MlMi = baUutod, a pntcrltt form flomnon with S. 
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AfU. S* Go hie thee piesenilj post to the load : 
An if the wind blow any way from shore, 
I will not harbour in this town to-night : 
If any baik pat forth, come to the mart, 
Where I will walk tall thon return to me. 140 

If every one knows us and we know none, 
Tib time, I think, to trudge, pack and be gone. 

Dro. 8* As from a bear a man would run for life, 
80 fly I from her that would be my wife. [ aal 

Ant. 8. Thero 's none but witches do inhabit here ; 
And therefore 't is high time that I wero hence. 
She that doth call me husband, even my soul 
Doth for a wife abhor. But hatjsir sister, 
Possessed with such a gentle so^^ign grace, 
Of such enchanting presence and discourse, 15s 

Hath almost made me traitor to myself : 
But, lest myself be guilty to self-wrong, 
1 11 stop mme ears against the mermaid's song. 

a»t§r AmibO wiik tkt ekmm, 

Ang. Master Antipholus, — 

AnU S. Ay, that 's my name. 

Ang. I know it well, sur : lo, here is the chain. 
I thought to have ta'en you at the Porpentine : 
The c£un unfinish'd made me stay thus long. 

Ants. What is your will tiiat I shall do with this? 

Ang. What please yourself, sir : I have made it for yoo* 

Ant. 8. Made it for me, sir ! I bespoke it not 160 

Ang. Not once, nor twice, but twenty times you have. 
Qo home with it and please your wife withal ; 
And soon at suppeMime 1 11 visit you 
And then receive my money for the chain. 

Ant. 8. I pray you, sir, receive the money now, 
For fear you ne'er see chain nor money more. 

Ang. Tou aro a merry man, sir : faro you well. (JMc 

Ants. What I should think of this, I cannot tell: 
But this I think, thero 's no man is so vain 
That would refuse so fair an offered chain. 170 

I see a man hero needs not live by shifts. 
When in the stroets he meets such golden gifis. 
I '11 to the mart and thero for Dromio stay : 
If any ship put out, then strai^t away. UM 
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ACT IV. 

ScENB I. A pubUc place. 
Jbtitr BMond Moohuit, Akoilo, tmd am Oflkar. 

8bc. Mer. Y<m know since Pentecost the sum b dne^ 
And since I haye not mnch importnn'd yon ; 
Nor now I had not, bntthat I am -bound 
To Persia and want goilders for my Toya^^e : 
Therefore make present satisfaction, 
Or 1 11 attach yon by (his officer. 

AngZ Even just the sum tiiat I do owe to yon 
Is growing to vie by Antipholns, 
And in the instant tiiat I met with jwi 

He had of me a chain : at five o'clock lo 

I shall recdiye the money for the saftie. 
Pleasedi yon walk with me down to his hoase, 
I will discharge my bond and thank yon too. 

Shut AmPHOLUt of SphMiu mnd Dmhio of Kpbeiai >l«m tk§ tmmUwm?M» 

Off. That labour may yon save : see where he comes. 

Ant. E. While I go to the goldsmith's hoosey go thoa 
And buy a rope's end : that w31 1 bestow 
Among my wife and her confederates, 
For locking me out of my doors by day. 
But, soft I I see the goldsmith. Get thee gone ; 
Buy thou a rope and bring it home to me. 20 

bro. E. I buy a thousand pound a year : I buy a rope. IBkU. 

AnL E. A man is well help up that tnute to yon : 
I promised your presence and the chain ; 
But neither chain nor goldsmith came to me. 
Belike yon thought our love would hist too long, 
If it were chain'd together, and therefore came not 

Ang. Saving your merry humour, here 's the note 
How much your chain weighs to the utmost carat. 
The fineness of the gold and chargeful fiishion, 
Which doth amount to three odd ducats more 30 

Than I stand debted to this gentleman : 
I pray you, see him presently discharg'd. 
For he is bound to sea and stays but for it. 

Ant E. Ibsd. not fnmish'd with the present money; 
Besides, I have some business in the town. 
Grood sisnior, take the stranger to my house 
And wiu you take the chain and bid my wife 

« U n ponmrn ^'d : Moant on Um leeond i^Uablo, if boforo. 

» FUoMtk fM». FQMiblT we taavo hmo ft furrlTal of iho old pliix»i frnpaalifo in ttK 
fftm Mag j^ttiftl in fom ; bat B. tnnly oMd it in the mum, ** If It pliwatti 7011.** 
■ Ibmif a tkomimkdfmmdt tCe. Dromlo't nMuUng ten Momi inoomprolMnilblt. 
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Dubane the stun on the receipt thereof: 
Perchance I will be there as soon as you. 

Ang. Then yon will bring the cham to her yoonelf ? AO 

Ant, E. No ; bear it with yon, lest I come not time enon^ 

Ang. Well, sir, I will. Have you the chain about you ? 

Ant. ^. An if I have not, sir, I hope you have ; 
Or else you may return withoat your money. 

Ang. Nay, come, I pray you, sir, give me the chain : 
Both wind and tide stays for this gentleman. 
And I, to blame, have held him here too long. 

Ant E. Good Loid ! you use this dalliance to ezBUse 
Tour breach of promise to the Porpentine. 
I should have chid you for not bringing it, ^c 

But, like a shrew, vou fiist begin to brawL 

Sec Mer, The hour steals on ; I pray yoo, sir, dispatch. 

Ang, Yon hear how he importunes me ; — ^ the chain 1 

Ant, E. Why, give it to my wife and fetch your money. 

Ang. Come, come, you know I gave it you even now. 
Either send the chain or send me by some token. 

Ant. E. Fie, now yon run this humour out of breath, 
Come, where 's the chain ? I^pray you, let me see it 

8etu Mer. My business cannot biook this dalliance. 
Good sir, say whether you 11 answer me or no : 6o 

If not, I '11 leave him to the officer. 

Ant. E. I answer you ! what should I answer you ? 

Ang. The money that you owe me for the chain. 

Ant. E. I owe you none till I receive the chain. 

Ang. f on know I gave it you half an hour since. 

AnL E. You gave me none : you wronff me much to say so. 

Ang, You wrong me more, sir, in denymg it : 
Consider how it stuids upon my credit. 

See. Mer. Well, officer, arrest him at my suit 

Off, I do ; and charge you in the Duke's name to obey me. 

Aifig. This touches me in reputation. ^i 

Either consent to pay this sum for me 
Or I attach you by this officer. 

Ant. E. Consent to pay thee that I never had! 
Arrest me, foolish fellow, if thou darest 

Av^. Here is thy fee ; arrest him, officer. 
I would not spare my brother in this case. 
If he should scorn me so i^iparently. 

2ff, I do arrest you, sir : you hear the suit 
fit.E. I do obey thee till I give thee baiL 
But, sirrah, you shall buy this sport as dear 8ft 

As all the metal in your shop w^ answer. 

Afi^. Sir, sir, I shall have law in Ephesus, 
To your notorious shame ; I doubt it not 
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JEIpit«r Dwuno of Syaoani^pm tkt i«ft 

Dro. S. Master, there is a bark of Epidammim 
That stays bat till her owner comes aboard 
And then, sir» she bears away. Our frau^tage, sir, 
I have convey'd aboard and I have bought 
The oil, the balsamtun and aqna-vitid. 

The ship is in her trim ; the merry wind 90 

Blows fair from land : they stay for nought at all 
But for their owner, master, and yourself. 

Ant E. How now ! a madman I Why, thou peevish sheep^ 
What ship of Epidamnum stays for me ? 

Dro. S. A slup you sent me to, to hire waltage. 

Ant. E, Thou drunken slave, I sent thee for a rope 
And told thee to what purpose and what end. 

Dro. 8* Yon sent me for a rope's end as soon : 
Ton sent me to the bay, sir, for a bark. 

AnL E. I will debate this matter at more leisure 100 

And teach your ears to list me with more heed. 
To Adriana, villain, hie thee straight ; 
Give her this key, and tell her, in the desk 
Tliat 's cover'd o'er with Turkish tapestry 
There is a purse of ducats ; let her send it : 
Tell her I am arrested in ^e street 
And tibat shall bail me : hie thee, slave, be gone I 
On, officer, to prison till it come. 

[Itawmr B9e. Mmkmi, Axgdo, OfgUir, tmd Inf. S, 

Dro. 8> To Adriana ! that is where we din'd, 
Where Dowsabel did claim me for her husband : no 

She is too big, I hope, for me to compass. 
Thither I must, although against my will. 
For servants must their masters' minds fnUIL t bmk. 

Scnrx n. The house of Amtipholus of Bpbesus. 

AiMr A9IUVA aM Iaquma. 

A6t* Ah, Ludana, did he tempt thee so ? 

Mightst thou perceive austerely in his ^e 
That he did plead in earnest ? yea or no ? 

Look'd he or red or pale, or sad or merrily ? 
What observation mad'st thou in this case 

Of his heart's meteors tilting in his face ? 

£110. First he deni'd yon had in him no rig^t 

Adr. He meant he did me none ; the more my spite. 

Lwi. Then swore he that he was a stranger here. 

Air. And true he swore, though yet forsworn he were. 10 
* dniTd . • . iM r%IU. TbtvMofftdoabkiMSiittvewif eomiBoiiliiS.'idaj. 
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Luc Then pleaded I for yon. 

Adr. And what said he? 

Luc That love I hegg'd for you he hegg'd of me. 

Adr. Wldk what persuasion did he tempt thy love? 

Luc With words that in an honest suit might move. 
First he did praise my heanty, then my speech. 

Adr. Didst speak him &ir ? 

Luc Have patience, I beseedi* 

Adr. I cannot, nor I will not, hold me still ; 
My tongue, thou^ not my heart, shall have his wilL 
He is deformed, crooked, old and sere, 

Hi-faced, worse bodied, shapeless everywhere ; so 

Vicious, ungentle, foolish, blunt, unkind, 
Stigmatical in making, worse in mind. 

Luc Who would be jealous then of such a one? 
No evil lost is wail'd when it is gone. 

Adr. Ah, but I think him better than I say. 

And yet would herein others' eyes were worse. 
Far from her nest the lapwing cries away : 

My heart prays for hun, though my tongue do enrse. 

Bnur DBomo of STnooae. 

Dro. S. Here ! go ; the desk, the purse I sweet, now, make 
haste. -- 

Luc How hast thou lost thy breath ? 

Dro. S. > By running fast 30 

Adr. Where is thy master, Dromio ? is he well ? 

Dro. 8. No, he 's in Tartar limbo, worse than hell. 
A devil in an everlasting garment hath him ; 
One whose hard heart is button'd up with steel ; 
A fiend, a &iry pitiless and rough ; 
A wolf, nay, worse, a fellow all in buff ; 
A back-friend, a shoulderndapper, one that countermands 
The passages of alleys, creeks and narrow lands ; 
A hound that runs counter and yet draws dry-foot well ; 
One that before the judgement carries poor souls to helL 40 

Adr. Why, man, what is the matter? 

Drol-S. I do not know the matter : he is 'rested on the case. 

Adr. What, is he arrested ? Tell me at whose suit 

Dro. 8. I Imow not at whose suit he is arrested well ; 
But he 's in a suit of buff which 'rested him, that can I telL 
Will you send him, mistress, redemption, the money in his desk ? 

Adr. 60 fetch it, sister. [Eieit Lueiana.'] This I wonder at, 
\ 

* rmu tomaer = follows seent the wrong way : dnwt dr^^fifoi = honts b7 ^« CiMl- 
•MDt. Hunting phmns. 

^ kM : mnt for piiJK>n. 

<• VMtetf OH the MM : •» tkt MM Is ft law phnse for* Isgsl proeMdiag mom out cC 
■it i bnt whieh snrriTod within tho mtmcrj of nsn now at tho bar. 
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That ha, nnknown to me, should be in debt 
Tell me, was he aneeted on a band ? 

Dro. 8. Not on a band, bat on a stronger thii^; 50 

A chain, a chain ! Do you not hear it ring ? 

Adr. What, the chain ? 

Dro. 8. No, no, the bell : 't is time that I were gone : 
It was two ere I left him, and now the clock strikes one. 

Adr. The hours come back ! that did I never hear. 

Dro. 8. O, yes ; if any hour meet a sergeant^ a' turns back 
for vexT fear. 

Adr. As if Time were in debt ! how fondly dost thon reasoni 

Dro. 8. Time is a very bankmpt and owes more than he 's 
worth to season. 
Nay, he 's a thief too : have you not heard men say, 
Tbii Time comes stealing on by night and day ? 60 

If lime be in debt and theft, and a sergeant in the way, 
Hath he not reason to torn back an hour in a day ? 

Ri-mOtrlJoauMA wiihapmne, 

Adr. Go, Dromio ; there 's the money, bear it straight, 
And bring thy master home immediately. 
Come, sister : I am pxess'd down with conceit — 
Conceit, my comfort jujA my injury. {Bxtmt 

SOENB m. A piMic place. 
Aur AMnemoun of Sjneiue. 

Ant, 8. There 's not a man I meet bat doth salnte me 
As if I were their well-acqnainted friend ; 
And every one doth call me by my name. 
Some tender money to me ; some invite me ; 
Some other give me thanks for kindnesses ; 
Some offer me commodities to buy : 
Even now a tailor caU'd me in his shop 
And show'd me silks that he had bought for me 
And therewithal took measure of my body. 
Sure, these toe but imaginanr wiles 10 

And Lapland sorcerers inhabit here. 

BitUr DBono of SyxMQM. 

Dro. 8. Master, here 's the gold you sent me for. What, 
have you got the picture of old Adam new-apparelled ? 
Ant 8. What gold is this ? what Adam dost thou mean ? 
Dro. 8. Not that Adam that kept the Paradise, but that Adam 

•* mifkomr: komrtmd. whon wen prononnoad aliko. 
tt LtqdoMd WM la high oredit for wltohM in S.'s day. 

V old Admm^ oto. An obwon ud poMlblj oonuvl pamm. whioh bM iMV«r Uta 
uMifwtcffUy Qgplatoed or rwtowd. 
18 
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that keeps die prison : he that goes in ihe calf s skin that was 
kill'd for the Prodigal ; he that came behind you, sir, like an 
evil angel, and bid you forsake your liberty. 

Ant. 8, I understand thee not. 19 

Dro. 8. No ? why, 't is a plain case : he that went, Uke a 
bass-viol, in a ease oi leather ; the man, sir, that, when gentle- 
men are tired, gives them a fob and 'rests them ; he, sb, that 
takes pity on decayed men and gives them suits of durance ; he 
that sets up his rest to do more exploits with his maoe than a 
morri»-pike. 

AfU. 8. What, thou mean'st an offloer ? 

Dro* 8. Ay, sir, the sergeant of the band ; he that brings 
any man to answer it that breaks his band ; one that thinks a 
man alwaysgoing to bed and says, Qod give you good rest ! 

AfU, 8> Well, sir, there rest m your foolery. Is there any 
ship puts forth tonight? may we be gone ? 31 

Dro. 8, Why, sir, I brought tou word an hour since that the 
bark Expedition put forth to-night ; and then were you huid'red 
by the sergeant, to tarry for the hoy Delay. Here are the an- 
geb that you sent for to deliver yon. 

Ant. 8. The f eQow is disbnct, and so am I s 
And here we wander in illusions : 
Some blessed power deliver us from hence I 
MhUt % OoorlenB. 

Cour. Well met, well met. Master Antipholus. 
I see, sir, you have found the goldsmith now : 40 

Is that l^e chain you promised me to-day? 

Ant, 8, Satan, avoid I I charge thee, tempt me not 

Dro,8, Master, is this Mistress Satan? 

Ant. 8. ItisthedeviL 

Dro, 8, Nay, she is worse, she is the devil's dam; and here 
she comes in the habit of a light wench : and thereof comes that 
the wenches say, God damn me ; that's as much to say, God 
make me a light wench. It is written, they appear to men like 
angels of light : light is an effect of fire, and fire will bum ; 
ergo, light wenches will burn. Come not near her. 50 

Cour. Your man and you are marvellous merry, sir. 
Will you go with me ? We 'U mend our dinner here ? 

Dro, 8. Master, if yon do, expect spoon-meat ; or bespeak a 
A>ng spoon. 

Ant 8. Why, Dromio ? 

Dro. 8. Many, he must have a long spoon that must eat with 
thedeviL 

Ant. 8, Avoid then, fiend ! what tell'st thou me of supping} 

M £m^s ikm: thMW ofltowa wor« leftkbcm doobUli. 

** Mif 1^ Ail rm. ▲ gBBBiiig phiMe, aqalTaltnt to bottiag lout oddt. 
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Thoa arty as yoa are al!* a soroeresB : 

I conjure thee to leave me and be gone. 60 

CauT. Give me the ring of mine yoa had at dinner. 
Or, for mv diamond, the ehain yon promis'd, 
And 1 11 be gone, sir, and not trouble you. 

Dro. 8. Some deyilfl ask bat the parings of <me*8 nail, 
A rash, a hair, a drop of Uood, a pin, 
A nnt, a eherry-stone ; 
Bat she, more coyetons, would have a chain. 
Master, be wise : an if yoa ^ve it her, 
The devil will shake her cham and fright as with it. 

CouT. I pray yoa, sir, my ring, or else the chain : 70 

I hope yoa do not mean to cheat me so. 

AwL S. Avaant, thoa witch 1 Gome, Dromio, let as go. 

Dro, S. Flypride, says the peacock: mistress, that yoa know. 

iManmi Ami, B, md Dn. & 

Cour. Now, oat of doubt Antipholus is mad. 
Else would he never so demean himself. 
A ring he hath of mine worth forty ducats. 
And for the same he promis'd me a chain : 
Both one and other he denies me now. 
The reason that I gather he is mad, 

Besides this present instance of his rage, 80 

Ib a mad tale he told to-day at dinner. 
Of his own doors being shut against his entrance. 
Belike his wife, acquainted wiUi his fits, 
On purpose shut the doors against his way. 
My way is now to hie home to his houtie, 
And tell his wife that, being lunatic, 
He rush'd into my house and took perforce 
My ring away. This coarse I fittest choose ; 
For forty ducats is too much to lose. [Aeit 

ScBMB IV. A ttreet. 
XHUr AwBomoun of Xplunii 9m4 th$ Ofltotr. 

AnL E. Fear me not, man ; I will not break away : 
1 11 give thee, ere I leave thee, so much money. 
To warrant thee, as I am 'rested for. 
My wife is in a wa3rward mood to-day. 
And will not lightly trust the messenger. 
That I should be attached in Ephesus, 
I tell yon, 't will sound harshly in her ears. 

Xnitr DiOMio of BphMw wiik a rop$^s-0iuL 

Here comes my man ; I think he brings Uie money. 
How now, sir ! have you that I sent you for ? 
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Dro. B. Here 's that, I warrant you, will pay them alL lo 

AnL E. Bat where 's the money ? 

Dro. E. Why, sir, I gave the money for the rope. 

AnL E. Five hmidred dueats, villain, for a rope ? 

Dro. E, in serve you, sir, five hundred at the rate. 

Ant, B, To what end did I bid thee hie thee home ? 

Dro. E. To a rope's end, sir ; and to that end am I retum'd. 

AnL E. And to that end!, sir, I will welcome you. [BtaHmg lum 

Off. Good sir, be patient. 

Dro. B. Nay, 't is for me to be patient ; I am in adversity. 

Off. Grood, now, hold thy tongue. ao 

Dro. B. Nay, rather persuade him to hold his hands. 

Ant. E. Thou whoreson, senseless villain ! 

Dro. B. I would I were senseless, sir, that I might not feel 
your blows. 

Ant. B. Thou art sensible in nothing but blows, and so is 
an ass. 

Dro. j^. I am an ass, indeed ; you may prove it by my long 
ears. I have served him from ^e hour of my nativity to this 
instant, and have notiiing at his hands for my service but blows. 
When I am cold, he heats me with beating ; when I am warm, 
he cools me with beating : I am wak'd with it when I sleep ; 
rais'd with it when I sit ; driven out of doors with it when I go 
from home ; welcomed home with it when I return : nay, I bear 
it on my shoulders, as a beggar wont her brat ; and, I think, 
when he hath lam'd me, I shall beg with it from door to door. 

Ant B. Come, go along ; my wife is coming yonder. 

&Usr Adbxaha, IJ00U3XA, the Oouienn, mui Pnroa. 

Dro. E. Mistress, respice fineTn, respect your end ; or rather, 
to prophesy like the parrot, ^^ beware the rope's-end." 

Ant. E. Wilt thou still talk ? [Bitumg Mr. 

Cour. How say vou now ? is not your husband mad ? 40 

Adr. His incivility confirms no less. 
Grood Doctor Pinch, you are a conjurer ; 
Establish him in his true sense again, 
And I will please you what you will demand. 

IJue. Alas, how fiery and how sharp he looks ! 

Caur. Mark how he trembles in his ecstasy ! 

Pinch. Grive me your hand and let me feel your pulses 

Ant. B. There is my hand, and let it feel your ear. 

i&rikmgkim 

Pinch. I charge thee, Satan, hous'd within this man, 
To yield possession to my holy prayers 50 

And to thy state of darkuess hie thee straight : 
I conjure thee by all the saints in heaven ! 

Ant. E. Peace, doting wizard, peace ! I am not mad. 

M wont = is oMd to do. 
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Adr. O, that thoa wert not, poor distressed soul ! 

ArU. E, You minioii, yon, are these your customers ? 
Did this companion with the saffron face 
Bevel and feast it at my house to-day, 
Whilst upon me die guilty doors were shut 
And I denied to enter in my house ? 

Adr. O husband, God doth know you din'd at home ; 60 

Where would you had remain'd until this time, 
Free from these slanders and this open shame ! 

Ant. E. Din'd at home ! Thou villain, what sayest thou ? 

Dro. B. Sir, sooth to say, you did not dine at home. 

Ant. E. Were not my doors lock'd up and I shut out ? 

Dro. E. PerdUy your doors were lock'd and you shut out. 

Avt. E. And did not she herself revile me there ? 

Dro. E. Swns fakble, she herself revil'd you there. 

Ant. E. Did not her kitchen-maid rail, taunt and scorn me ? 

Dro. E. Certes, she did ; the kitchen-vestal scom'd yon. 70 

Ant. E. And did not I in rage depart from thence ? 

Dro. E. In verity you did ; my bones bear witness, 
That since have felt the vigour of his rage. 

Adr. Is 't good to soothe him in these contraries ? 

Finch. It is no shame : the feUow finds his vein 
And yieldingto him humours well his frenzy. 

Ant. E. Thou hast subom'd the goldsmith to arrest me. 

Adr. Alas, I sent you money to redeem you, 
By Dromio here, who came in haste for it. 

Dro. E. Money by me ! heart and good-will you might ; 80 
But surely, master, not a rag of money. 

Ant. E. Went'st not thou to her for a purse of ducats ? 

Adr. He came to me and I deliver'd it 

Luc. And I am witness with her that she did. 

Dro. E. Grod and the ropennaker bear me witness 
That I was sent for nothing but a rope ! 

Pinch. Mistress, both man and master is possessed ; 
I know it by their pale and deadly looks : 
They must be bound and laid in some dark room. 

Ant. E. Say, wherefore didst thou lock me forth today ? 90 
And why dost thou deny the bag of gold ? 

Adr. I did not, gentle husband, lock thee forth. 

Dro. E. And, gentle master, I receiVd no gold ; 
But I confess, sir, that we were lock'd out. 

Adr. Dissembling villain, thou speak'st false in both. 

Ant. E. Dissembling harlot, thou art false in all 
And art confederate with a damned pack 



« Perdu =: Far DUm. (Fr.) 
« Sbiw = without (Fr.) 
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To make % loitlluome abject soom of me : 

But with these nails I 'U plack out these false eyes 

That would behold in me this shameful sport loo 

Adr, Of bind him, bind him I let him not come near me. 

Pinch* More company ! The fiend is strong within him. 

Lue* Ay me, poor man, how pale and wan he looks ! 

Ant. E. Wluit, will you murther me ? Thou gaoler, thou, 
I am thy prisoner : wilt thou suffer them 
To make a rescue ? 

Off. Masters, let him go : 

He IS my prisoner, and yon shall not have him. 

FifUik. Go bind this man, for he is frantic too. 

Adr. What wilt thou do, thou peevish o£Scer ? 
Hast thou delight to see a wretched man no 

Do outrage and displeasure to himself ? 

Off. He is my prisoner : if I let him go, 
The debt he owes will be requir'd of me. 

Adr. I will discharge thee e'er I go from thee : 
Bear me forthwith unto his creditor 
And, knowing how the debt grows, I will pay it. 
Good master doctor, see him safe conyey'd 
Home to my house. O most unhappy day I 

Ant. B. O most unhappy strumpet ! 

Dro. E. Master, I am here entered in bond for you. iso 

Ant. E. Out on thee, villain I wherefore dost thou mad me ? 

Dro. E. 'Wm you be bound for nothing ? be mad, good maa- 
ter: cry " The devil I " 

Luo. God help, poor souls, how idly do they talk ! 

Adv. Go bear lum hence. Sister, go you with me. 

iExmmt aU btU Adriaua, LiwMna, OJUeramd Cmrtexon, 

Say now, whose suit is he arrested at ? 

Off. One Angeb, a goldsmith : do you know him ? 
Mr. I know the man. What is the sum he owes ? 

2f. Two hundred ducats. 
dr. Say, how grows it due ? 

Off. Due for a chain your husband had of him. 134 

Adr. He did bespeak a chain for me, but had it not. 
Caur. When as your husband all in rage to^y 
Came to my house and took away my ring — 
The ring I saw upon his finger now — 
Strai^t after did I meet him with a chain. 
Adr. It may be so, but I did never see it. 

•ad on« of tiM eriflAeM of tho mmtIj writing of this eomedy. 
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Come, gaoler, bring me where the goldsmith is : 
I long to know the tmih hereof at large. 

SmUf AanPHOiAB of Sjimiim vritk his rapur dhnvA, ami Dioiaoof Syxseiue. 

Lue. God) for thy mercy ! they are loose again. 

Adr, And come with naked swords. i4« 

Let 's call more help to have them boond again. 

(>(f. Away! they 11 kill us. [EjumuaabM jbu. &aMd Dn. s. 

Ant. i$. I see these witches are afraid of swords. 

Dro. S. She that would be yoor wife now ran from you. 

Ant. S. Come to the Centaur ; fetch our stuff from thence: 
I long that we were safe and sound aboard. 

Dn>. S. Faith, stay here this night ; they will surely do us 
no harm : you saw they speak us nir, give us gold : methinks 
they are such a gentle nation that, but for the mountain of mad 
flesh that claims marriaffe of me, I could find in my heart to 
stay here still and turn witch. 151 

Ant. S. I will not stay to-night for all the town ; 
Therefore away, to get our stuff aboard. [Sxtmu, 



ACT V. 

SOBNB L A areet bejare a Priory. 
EHier SMond Mttehuit and Amolo. 

Ang. I am sonyy sir, that I haye flinder'd you ; 
Bat, I protest, he had the chain of me, 
ThoD^ most dishonestly he doth deny it 

See. Mer. How is the man esteem'd'here in the eity ? 

Ang. Of very reverend reputation, sir, 
Of erodit infinite, highly beloy'd. 
Second to none that Uves here in the city : 
Bjb word might bear my wealth at any time. 

See. Mer. Speak softly : yonder, as I think, he walks. 

Bnur AimPHOun of Sjntam amd nEOKio of Sjxmom. 

Ang. 'T is so ; and that self chain about his neck 10 

Which he forswore most monstrously to have. 
Grood sir, draw near to me, 1 11 speak to him. 
^gnior Antipholns, I wonder much 

( you would put me to this shame and trouble ; 
, not without some scandal to yourself, 
nth dreumstance and oaths so to deny 
liis chain which now you wear so openly : 
I Beside the charge, the shame, imnrisonment, 
I Ton have done wrong to this my nonest friend^ 
*Who, but for staying on our controversy, 90 
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Had hoisted sail and pat to sea to-day : 
This chain you had of me ; can you deny it ? 

Ant, S> I think I had ; I never did deny it 

See, Mer. Yes, that yon did, sir, and forswore it too. 

Ant. S, Who heard me to deny it or forswear it ? 

See, Mer. These ears of mine, then know'st, did hear thee. 
Fie on thee, wretch I 't is pity that thou liVst 
To walk where any honest men resort 

AfU, S, Thou art a vilhun to impeach me thns : 
1 11 prove mine honour and mine honesty jo 

Against thee presently, if thon dar'st stand. 

See, Mer. I dare, said do defy thee for a viUain. [iktgdmm. 

Emur AniAMA, hOiOAMA, Hu OonriaMa amd oihsrg, 

Adr, Hold, hurt him not, for Grod's sake ! he is mad. 
Some get within him ; take his sword away : 
Bind Dromio too, and hear them to my house. 

Dro, S, Bun, master, run ; for God's sake, take a house I 
This is some priory. In, or we are spoil'd ! 

[Renmi Imt, S. amd Dn. 8.totk§ Bionf> 
AMirtiUlAdyAbbcH. 

Abb* Be quiet, people. Wherefore throng you hither ? 

Adr* To fetch my poor distracted hushand hence. 
Let us come in, that we may hind him iaat 40 

And hear him home for his recovery. 

Ang, I knew he was not in his perfect wits. 

See, Mer, I am sorry now that I did draw on him. 

Abb, How long hath this possession held the man ? 

Adr, This week he hath heen heavy, sour, sad, 
And much different from the man he was ; 
But till this afternoon his passion 
Ne'er hrake into extremity of rage. 

Abb, Hath he not lost much wealth hy wrack of sea? 
Buried some dear friend ? Hath not else his eye 50 

Stray'd his affection in unlawful love ? 
A sin prevailing much in youthful men. 
Who give their eyes the liberty of gazii^. 
Which of these sorrows is he subject to r 

Adr, To none of these, except it be the last ; 
Namely, some love that drew hun oft from home. 

Abb, You should for that have reprehended him. 

Adr. Why, so I did. 

Abb, Ay, but not rough enough* 

Adr, As rou|^y as my modesty would let me. 

Abb. Haply, in private. I 

Adr. And in assemblies too. 60 I 

M witAiii Mil ; that is, within his I 
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Abb. Ajf bat not enough. 

Adr. It was the copy of oar oonf erenoe : 
In bed he slept not for my urging it ; 
At board he fed not for my urging it ; 
AlonOy it was the subject of my theme ; 
In company I often glanced it ; 
Still did I tell him it was yile and bad. 

Abb. And thereof came it that the man was mad: 
The yenom clamours of a jealous woman 
Poisons more deadly than a mad dog's tooth. 70 

It seems his sleeps were hinder'd by th^ railings 
And thereof comes it that his head is light 
Thou say'st his meat was sanc'd with thy upbraidings : 
Unquiet meals make ill digestions ; 
Thereof the raging fire of fever bred ; 
And what's a feyer but a fit of madness ? 
Thou say'st his sports were hinder'd by thy bmwbt 
Sweet recreation barr'd, what doth ensue 
But moody and dull melancholy. 

Kinsman to grim and comfortless despair, 80 

And at her heels a huge infectious troop 
Of pale distemperatures and foes to life ? 
In food, in sport and life-preserving rest 
To be disturb'd, would mad or man or beast: 
The consequence is then thy jealous fits 
Have scar'd thy husband from the use of wits. 

Luc, She never reprehended him but mildly, 
When he demean'd himself rough, rude and wildly. 
Why bear you these rebukes and answer not ? 

Adr» She did betray me to my own reprooL go 

Good people, enter and lay hold on him. 

Abb. No, not a creature enters in my house. 

Adr. Then let your senrants bring my husband forliL 

Abb. Neither : he took this place for sanctaary, 
And it shall priyilege him from your hands 
Till I have brought him to his wits again. 
Or lose my labour in assaying it 

Adr. I will attend my hui»>and, be his nurse. 
Diet his sickness for it is my office. 

And will have no attorney but myself ; 100 

And therefore let me have him home with mew 

Abb. Be patient ; for I will not let bun stir 
Till I have us'd the approved means I have, 
With wholesome syrups, drugs and holy prayarSy 
To make of him a formal man again : 

M m/trmalmtm s • rlsht^mlndad, reMoubto ma. 
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It is a branch and parcel of mine oath, 

A charitable duty of my order. 

Therefore depart and leave him here with me. 

Adr. I will not hence and leave my hnsband here: 
And ill it doth beseem your holiness no 

To separate the husband and the wife. 

Abb, Be quiet and depart : thou shalt not have him. [Mxu. 

Lue. Complain unto the Duke of this indignity. 

Adr. Come, go : I will fall prostrate at his feet 
And never rise until my tears and prayers 
Have won his grace to come in person hither 
And take perforce my husband from the abbess. 

See. Mer. By this, I think, the dial points at five : 
Anon, I 'm sure, the Duke himself in person 
Comes this way to the melancholy vale, im 

The place of death and sorry execution, 
Behind the ditches of the abbey here. 

Anff. Upon what cause ? 

See. Mer. To see a reverend Syraousian merehaoti 
Who put unluckily into this bay 
Against the laws and statutes of this town, 
Bdieaded publicly for his offence. 

Ang, See where they come : we will behold his death. 

Lue. Kneel to the Duke before he pass the abbey. 

Mnttr Dou, tatendtdf JBew> bm*kmi»di wiih tks Emdmmn mtd otktt Ofltovi. 

Duke. Yet once again proclaim it puUidy, ijo 

If any friend will pay the sum for him. 
He shall not die ; so much we tender him. 

Adr. Justice, most sacred Duke, against the abbess I 

Duke. She is a virtuous and a reverend lady : 
It cannot be that she hath done thee wrong. 

Adr. May it please your grace, Antipholus, my husband. 
Who I made lord of me and all I had. 
At your important letters, — this ill day 
A most outrageous fit of madness took him ; 
. That desperately he hurried through the streety*^ 149 

With him his bondman, all as mad as he^ — 
Doing displeasure to the citizens 
By rushing in their houses, bearing thence 
Rings, lewels, anv tiling his rage did like. 
Once did I get him bound and sent him home, 
Whilst to take order for the wrongs I went 
That here and there his fury had committed. 
Anon, I wot not by what strong escape, 
He broke from those that had die guard of him t 
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And with his mad attendant and himself, 150 

Each one with vtetal passion, with drawn swordsy 

Met ns again and madly bent on ns 

Chas'd OS away, till raising of more aid 

We came again to bind them. Then Ihey fled 

Into this abbey, whither we pnrsa'd them : 

And here the abbess shuts the gates on ns, 

And will not suffer us to fetch him out. 

Nor send him forth that we may bear him henee. 

Therefore, most gracious Duke, with thy command 

Let him be brou^t forth and borne hence for help. 160 

Dfike, Long since thy husband serv'd me in my wan, 
And I to thee engaged a prince's word, 
When thou didst make hun master of thy bed, 
To do him all the grace and good I could. 
Go, some of you, Imock at the abbey-gate 
And bid the lady abbess come to me. 
I will determine this before I stir. 



Smv, O mistress, mistress, shift and saye yourself I 
My master and his man are both broke loose, 
Beaten the maids a>row and bound the doctor, 170 

Whose beard they haye sing'd off with brands of fire ; 
And eyer, as it blaz'd, they threw on him 
Great pails of puddled mire to quench the hair : 
M^ master preieushes patience to him and the while 
Hn man with scissors nicks him like a fool. 
And sure, unless you send some present help. 
Between them they will kill the conjurer. 

Adr, Peace, fool I thy master and his man are here^ 
And that is false thou dost rq>ort to us. 

Serv. Mistress, upon my l^Ee, I tell you true ; 180 

I haye not breath'd almost since I did see it. 
He cries for you and yows, if he can take you. 
To scorch your face and to disfigure you. [OywicMi. 

Hark, hark I I hear him, mistress : ny, be gone ! 

Jhike. Come, stand by me ; fear nothing. Guard with hal« 
herds! 

Adr, Ay me, it is m^ husband ! Witness you. 
That he is borne about myisible : 
Eyen now we hous'd him in the abbey here ; 
And now he 's there, past thought of human reason. 

Altar AvBnoLOf of IphMiifl amd Dbokio of Bphotai. 

Ant. E. Jxuideef most gracious Duke, O, grant me justice ! 

Eyen for the senrice that long sinee I did thee, 191 

te eMf Mm Nte syM.' Ihi* ilk ottti hii hair ta tlM fMhioB of tbo l«ttft. 
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When I bestrid thee in the vim and took 
Deep scare to saye'thy life ; even for the blood 
That then I lost for thee, now grant me justice. 

jEge. Unless the fear of death doth make me dote, 
I see my son Antipholns and Dromio. 

Ant. E. Justice, sweet prince, against that woman there I 
She whom thou gav'st to me to be my wife, 
That hath abused and dishonoured me 

Even in the strength and height of injury I aoe 

Beyond imagination is the wrong 
That she this day hath shameless thrown on me. 

Duke. Discover how, and thou shalt find me just 

Ant. E. This day, great Duke, she shut the doors upon me. 
While she with harlots feasted in my house. 

Duke. A grievous fault ! Say, woman, didst tiiou so ? 

Adr, No, my good lord : myself, he and my sister 
To-da^ did dine together. So befall my soul 
As this is false he burdens me withal 1 

Lue. Ne'er may I look on day, nor sleep on nighty aio 

But she tells to your highness simple truth I 

Ang. O periur'd Woman ! They are both fonwoni : 
In this the madman justly chari^ih them. 

Awb. E. My liege, I am advised what I say. 
Neither disturbed with the effect of vrine. 
Nor heady-rash, provok'd vnth raging ire, 
Albeit my wrongs might make one wiser mad* 
This woman lock'd me out this day from dinner : 
That goldsmith there, were he not paok'd with heTy 
Could witness it, for he was with me then ; ua 

Who parted with me to go fetch a chain, 
Flromising to bring it to the Porpentine, 
Where Balthazar and I did dine together. 
Our dinner done, and he not coming thither, 
I vrent to seek him : in the street I met him 
And in his company that gentleman. 
There did this perjur'd goldsmith swear me down 
That I this day of him reoeiy^d the chain. 
Which, God he knovrs, I saw not : for the whieh 
He did arrest me with an officer. ajo 

I did obey, and sent my peasant home 
For certain ducats : he with none returned. 
Then ftdrly I bespoke the officer 
To ffo in person with me to my house. 
B' m' way we met my vnf e, her sister, and a rabble more 
Df vile confederates. Along vnth them 

OTAontoit. Thliwoidwif ofold«pp]MioBMiMW«UMto««aMa * 
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They brought one Pinch, a hungry lean-faced Tillain, 

A mere anatomy, a moontebank, 

A threadbare juggler and a fortune-teller, 

A needy, hollow-eyed, sharp-looking wretch, 240 

A living<lead man : this pemicioas slaye, 

ForsooUi, took on him as a conjurer. 

And, gazing in mine eyes, feeling my pulse, 

And with no face, as 't were, outfacing me, 

Cries out, I was possess'd. Then all togetlier . 

They fell upon me, bound me, bore me thence 

And in a dark and dankish vault at home 

There left me and my man, both bound togetUer ; 

Till, gnawing with my teeth my bonds in sunder, 

I gain'd my freedom and immediately j^o 

Ban l)ither to your grace ; whom I beseech 

To gpre me ample satisfaction 

For (Jiese deep shames and great indignities. 

Anff. My lord, in truth, Sius far I witness with him. 
That he din'd not at home, but was lock'd out 

Jhike, But had he such a chain of thee or no ? 

Ang. He had, my lord : and when he ran in here, 
These people saw the chain about his neck. 

See. Mer. Besides, I will be sworn these ears of mine 
Heard yon confess you had the chain of him 960 

After yon first forswore it on the mart : 
And thereupon I drew my sword on you ; 
And then you fled into this abbey here. 
From whence, I think, you are come by mirade. 

Ant E. I never came within these abbey-waib, 
Nor ever didst Uiou draw thy sword on me :^ 
I never saw the chain, so hdp me Heaven ! 
And this is false you burden me withaL 

Duke. Why, what an intricate impeach is this I 
I think you all have drunk of Circe's cup. S70 

If here yon hous'd him, here he would have been ; 
If he were mad, he would not plead so coldly : 
Ton say he din'd at home ; the goldsmith here 
Denies that saying. Sirrah, what say you ? 

Dro. E, Sir, he din'd with her there, at the Porpentine. 

Cour. He did, and from my finger snatoh'd that ring. 

Ant. E. Tib true, my liege, this ring I had of her. 

Duke. Saw'st thou him enter at the abbey here ? 

Caur. As sure, my liege, as I do see your grace. 

Duke. Why, this is strange. 60 call the abbess hither. 280 
I think you are all mated or stark mad. [EtUomtotktJUtsa, 
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JEge. Most mighty Dake, vouchsafe me speak a woxd : 
Haply I see a friend will save my life 
And pay the sum that may deliver me. 

^uke. Speak freely, Syracosiany what thou wilft. 

JEge. Is not your name, sir, call'd Antipholus ? 
And is not that your bondman, Dromio ? 

Dro, JS. Within this hoar I was his bondman, sir. 
But he, I thank him, gnawed in two my cords : 
Now am I Dromio and his man unbound. a^ 

JSffe. I am sure you both of yon remember me. 

Dro, JS. Ourselves we do remember, sir, by you ; 
For latety we were bound, as you are now. 
You are not Pinch's patient, are yon, sir ? 

^ge. Why look you strange on me ? yon know me welL 

AnL E. I never saw you in my life till now. 

JSge. O, ffrief hath chang'd me since vou saw me lasty 
And careful hours with time's deformed hand 
Have written strange defeatures in my face : 
But tell me yet^ dost thou not know my voice ? 300 

Ant, E. Neither. 

JSIgs, Dromio, nor thou ? 

Dro, E. No, trust me, sir, nor L 

JEge. I am sure thou dost 

Dro. E. Ay, sir, but I am sure I do^not; and whatsoever a 
man denies, you are now bound to betiev\him. 

Mge, Not know my voice I 'O time 's eztrenuty, 
Hast thou so crack'd and splitted my poor tongue 
In seven short years, that here my only son 
Knows not my feeble key of untun'd cares ? 
Though now this grained/^ice of mine be hid 310 

In sap-consuming winter's drizzled snow 
And all the conduits of my blood fnne up, 
Yet hath my night of life some memory. 
My wasting lamps some &ding glimmer left. 
My dull d^ ears a little use to hear : 
All these old witnesses — I cannot err — 
Tell me thou art my son Antipholus. 

AnL E. I never saw my father in my life. 

JSge. But seven years since, in Syracusa, boy, 
Thou know'st we parted : but perhaps, my son, 3JQ 

Thou sham'st to acknowledge me in misery. 

Ant E. The Duke and all that know me in the city 
Can witness with me that it is not so : 
I ne'er saw Syracusa in my life. 

Duke, I tcil thee, Syracusian, twenty yean 
Have I been patron to Antipholus, 
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Daring which time he ne'er saw SyraeoMr: 
I see S17 age and dangers make thee dote* 

J2«-Micr AbbMi, wUk Awrtrmoun of Sjnmuw a$id Vmiam of Bjtmmm. 

Abb. Most mighftj Duke, behold a man mach wrong'd. 

Adr. I see two husbands, or mine eyes dec^ve me. 3^ 

Duke. One of these men is G^enins to the other ; 
And so of these. Which is the natural man, 
And which.the spirit ? who deciphers them ? 

Dro. 8. I, sir, am Dromio : command him awajr. 

Jhv. E. I, sir, am Dromio : prajt let me stay. 

Ant S. iEgeon art thoa not? or else his ghost ? 

Dro.' 8. O, my old master I who hath bound him here ? 

Abb. Whoever bound him, I will loose his bonds 
And gain aliusband by his liberty. 

Speak, old .^geon, if thou be'st ^ man 340 

lliat hadst a wife once call'd iBmllia 
That bore thee at a burden two fair sons : 
O, if thou be'st the same .S^eon, speak, 
And speak unto the same .^Smilia ! 

JEge. If I dream not, thou art .^knilia : 
If ihou art she, tell me where is that son 
That floated with thee on the fatal raft ? 

Abb. By men of Epidapnnum he and I 
And the twin Dromio all were taken up ; 
But by and by rude fishermen of Corinth 350 

By force took ]>romio and my son from them^ 
Ajid me they left with those of Epidamnum. 
What then became of them I cannot tell ; 
I to this fortune that you see me in. 

Duke. Why, here beghis his morning story right : 
These two Antipholuses, these two so iSce, 
And these two Dromios, one in semblance, -^ 
Besides her urging of her wrack at sea, — 
These are the parents to these children, 

Which accidentally are met together. 360 

Antipholus, tJiiou cam'st from Corinth first? 

Ant. S. No, sir, not I ; I came from Syracuse. 

Duke. Stay, stand i^iart ; I know not which is which. 

Ant. B. I came from Corinth, my most gracious lord, — - 

Dro.B. And I with him. 

Ant. E. Brought to this town by that most famous warrior, 
Duke Moiaphon, your most renowned uncle. 

Adr. Which of you two did dine with me to-day ? 

Ant. S. I, gentle mistress. 

Adr. And are not you my husband ? 
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AnL E. No ; I My nay to that 370 

Ant. S. And so do I ; yet did she call me so : 
And this fair gentlewoman, her sister here. 
Did call me brother. [ToJDuc] What I told you then, 
I hope I shall have leisure to make good ; 
If tlus be not a dream I see and hear. 

Ang. That is the chain, sir, which you had of me. 

Ant. S. I think it be, sir ; I deny it not 

Ant. B. And you, sir, for this duun arrested me. 

Ang. I think I did, sir ; I deny it not 

Adr. I sent you money, sir, to oe ^onr bail, 380 

By Dromio ; bat I think he brought it not 

Dro. E. No, none by me. 

Ant, 8. This purse of ducats I receiVd from yoa 
And Dromio my man did bring them me. 
I see we stiU did meet each other's man. 
And I was ta'en for him, and he for me, 
And thereupon these errors are arose. 

Ant. E. These ducats pawn I for my lather here. 

Duke. It shall not need ; thy father hath his life. 

CouT. Sir, I must have that diamond from yon. 390 

AnL E. There, take it; and much thanks for my good 
cheer. 

Ahb. Renowned Duke, vouchsafe to take the paint 
To go with us into the abbey here 
And hear at large discoursed all our fortunes : 
And all that are assembled in this place, 
That by this sympathized one day's error 
Have suffer'd wrong, go keep us company, 
And we shall make fuU satit^action. 
Thirty-three years have I but gone in travail 
Of you, my sons ; and till this present hour 400 

My heavy burthen ne'er delivered. 
The Duke, my husband and my children both, 
And you the calendars of their nativity, 
Gro to a gossips' feast, and go with me ; 
After so long grief, such festivity ! 

Duke. With aU my heart, 1 11 gossip at this feast 

[JBBtMM 00 ftirt Jju. &, AM, £, JDrv. &, and Dn. JB 

Dro. S. Master, shall I go fetch your stuff from shipboard ? 
Ant. E. Dromio, what stoff of mine hast thou embuk'd ? 

w an aroM. This has bem ehaaged to " off arose ; ** a Twy plausible and apparantly 
&ueh needed ooneetlon. Bnt the mora I consider the qnestlon, the stronger Deeoaaea 
mj belief that 8. wrote <««ron are arae ** 

■w iftisfuetion : flre syllables. 

•M Tkirty-tkr^ ifmn. As Mgeoa had parted from his son i«f«ii jean before, wbs« 
the bqy was etghteea yeKs old, it was only twaniy-Afa yean ; but far raeh mattsBt & 
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Dro, J^. Your goods that lay at hosty sir, in the Centaur. 

Ant, S> He speaks to me. I am yoor master, Dromio : 410 
Come, go with us ; we '11 look to that anon : 
Embrace thy brother there ; rejoice with him. 

[BtnmtJMt.8.tmdJMLE. 

Dro. S. There is a &t friend at your master's hoose. 
That kitchen'd me for yon to-day at dinner : 
She now shall be my sister, not my wife. 

Dro. E. Methinks yon are my ghiss, and not my brother ; 
I see by you I am a sweet-faced yonth. 
Will you walk in to see their gossiping ? 

Dro. S. Not I, sir ; you are my elder. 

Dro. E. That 's a question : how shall we try it ? 420 

Dro. 8. We 11 draw cuts for the senior : till then lead thoa 
first 

Dro. E. Nay, then, thus : 
We came into uie world like brotlier and broHier ; 
And now let 's go hand in hand, not one before another* i Wmw m u 
19 
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MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 



INTRODUCTION. 

This comedy ihowi the lighter and hrighter tide of Shakespeare's 
mind in the early years of pwfected manhood. It was written about 
159S, and was first printed in quarto in 1600, when he was thirfy-fiTe 
or thirty-she years old. The plot and the gentlefolkt among the 
personages came from a story by Bandello, an Italian noveUst, who 
died in 1S61, and whose works were never Englished. But the veiy 
names in Shakespeare^s comedy and the ItaUan story are the same, 
and so are the principal incidents. Shakespeare may have read 
Bandello ; but I am much disposed to beEeve that there was a writer, 
narratiTe or dramatic, between the English playwright and the Ital- 
ian noTelist, and that the comedy is an adaptation o£ another man's 
constmctive work, enriched by Shakespeare's poetry and character- 
making. But it is essentially his from beginning to end, the traces 
of another hand being few and slight. 

The name of the play and the significance of the name depend 
upon a pun not so plain in our day as it was in Shakespeare's. For 
then th was pronounced <, or dih^ as the Irish now pronounce it, for 
example, in murdther; and noting and nothing had consequently 
much the same sound. See the following passage in this play :-^ 
BakL There 'snot a note of mine that's worth the iM<ii^. 
Don P. Why, these are Tsry crotchets that he speaks; 
Not8^ notes, forsooth, and nothing. 

See also in the Wvnter*$ Tale, Act IV. Scene 8: «*No hearing, no 
feeling, but my sir's song, and the noAing of it" The play is made 
up of much ado about noting, that is, watching, obserying. All the 
personages are oonstantly engaged in noting or watching each other. 
Hero's sufferings come from noting, — by her nnde's servant, by 
Claudio^ and by Don Pedro; her rdease and her happiness by the 
noting of the Watch; and Benedick and Beatrice are brought to- 
gether by sedretly noting what their friends plot that they should 
note ; and yet the principal serious incident, the accusation of HmO| 
about which there is so much ado, rests upon nothing. 
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ACT L 
ScsuB L B€fwt Lbonato'8 Aoum. ^ €yM> "^ v>M2J5^*^SN^*>- 

Ailtr IiMMTixo, HnO| mud BiAnMi, tviM • MuMiugii. 

Imhiu I leam in thu letter ihat Don Pedro of Arragon eomef 
du8 nigfat to Messina. 

Jf (0M. He is very near bj this : be was not three leagues off 
wben I left him. 

Lton. How many gentlemen have yon lost in this action? 

Jf(0M« But few of any sort, and none of name. 

L&Ofn. A victoiy is twice itself when the achiever brings home 
fall nnmbers. I find here that Don Pedro hath bestow^ much 
honour on a young Florentine called Claadio. 9 

Jf(08S. Much deserv'd on his part and equally rememb'red bv 
Don Pedro : he hatih borne himself beyond the promise of his 
age, doing, in the figure of a lamb, the feats of a lion : he hath 
indeed b^ter betf r^ expectation than you must expect of me 
to tell you how. 

L&Ofn. He hath an uncle here in Messina will be very much 
g^of it 

Jfess. I have already ddivered him letters, and there ap- 
pears much joy in him ; even so much that joy could not show 
Itself modest enough without a badge of bitterness. 

Lwn^ Did he break out into tears ? ao 

Jfess. In great measure. 

Lwa. A Und overflow of kindness : there are no faces truer 
than those that are so wash'd. How much better is it to weep 
at joy than to joy at weeping ! 

Mat. I pray you, is Siguier Mountanto retom'd from the 
wars or no? 

Jf 08S. I know none of that name, lady : there was none such 
in the army of any sort 

Jj&on. What is he that you ask for, niece ? 

KtTo. My cousin means Signior Benedick of Padua. 30 

Jftfsi. O, he 's retum'd; and as jdeasant as ever he was. 
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BecEL He set up his bOls here in Hessma and ehalleng'd 
Capid at die flight ; and my uncle's fool, reading the challenge^ 
sabscrib'd for Cupid, and challenged him at t^ bird-bolt I 
pray you, how many hath he kill'd and eaten in these wars? 
But how many hath he kill'd ? for indeed I promised to eat all 
of his killing. 

Leon. Faithy niece, you tax Signior Benedick too much > but 
he 'U be meet with you, I doubt it not 

Mes». He hath done good service, lady, in these wars. 40 

Beat. You had musty victual, and he hath help to eat it : he 
is a very valiant trencherman ; he hath an ezceUent stomaeh. 
/ Mees. And a good soldier too, lady. 

Beat. And a good soldier to a lady: but what is he to a 
lord? 

Mess. A lord to a lord, a man to a man ; stufTd with all hour 
ouraUe yirtues. 

Beat. It is so, indeed ; he is no less than a stufTd man : but 
for the stuffing, — well, we are all mortaL 49 

Leon. You must no^ sir, mistake my niece. Tlieie is a kind 
of meny vrar betwixt Signior Benedick and her: they never 
meet but there 's a skirmish of wit between them. 

Beat. Alas! he gets nothmg by that In our last oonflict 
four of his five wits went hitting off, and now is the whole man 
govem'd with one ; so that if he have wit enough to keep him- 
self warm, let hun bear it for a difference between himsdf and 
his horse ; for it is all the wealth that he hath left, to be known 
a reason^e creature. Who is his companion now ? He hath 
every month a new sworn brother. 

MesM. Is 't possible ? 60 

.00at Very easily possible : he wears his faith but as t2ie fash- 
ion of his hat ; it ever changes with the next block. 

Meae. I see, lady, the gentleman is not in your books. 

Beat. No; an he were, I would bum my study. Bo^Ipray 
you, who is his companion ? Is there no young sqnarer now 
that will make a voyage with him to the Devil ? 

Mes8. He is most in the company of the right noble dandio. 

Beat. O Lord, he will hai^ upon him like a disease : he is 
sooner caught than the pestilence, and the taker runs presently 
mad. God help the noble Claudio ! if he have caught the Ben- 
edick, it will cost him a thousand pounds ere he be cur^d. 71 

Meee. I will hold friends with you, lady. 

Beat. Do, good friend. 

Lean. You will never run mad, niece* 

«jr<rikl;MM4«ft. 7U|btwMl<mcihotin*nh«i7; blid4Mlt,ilMrt. 
•* t^wair». Boyt now Mout to flght ■qusn off at «Mh other ; but pmrhApi a wrote 
'jouagtqvirt.'' 
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.600^ Noy not till a hot January. 
Mess. Don Pedro is approach'd. 

Alter Dov FiDBO, Doh Johh, CLiVDio, BoiBraK, wnd Bauhasae. 

2>. Fedro. Grood Signior Leonato, yoa are come to meet your 
trooble : the £Mhion of the world is to avoid cost, and you en- 
counter it. 79 

Leon. Never came trouUe to xny house in the likeness of ^N. 
your grace : for trouble being gone, comfort should remain ; but 
when yon depart from me, sorrow abides and happiness takes 
his leave. 

2>. Pedro. You embrace your charge too willingly. I think 
this is your daughter. 

Leofu Her mother hath many times told me so. 

Bene. Were you in doubt, sir, that you ask'd her ? 

Leon. Signior Benedick, no ; for then were you a child. 

2>. Pedro. You have it full, Benedick : we may guess by this 
what you are, being a man. Truly, the lady wthers herself. 
Be happy, lady ; for you are like an honourable father. 91 

Bene. 11 Signior Leonato be her father, she would not have 
his head on her shoulders for all Messina, as like him as she is. 

Beat. I wonder that you will still be talking, Signior Bene- 
dick ; nobody marks you. v 

Bene. What, my dear Lady Disdain ! are you yet living ? 

Bea;t. Is it possible disdain should die while she hath such 
meet food to feed it as Signior Benedick ? Courtesy itself must • 

convert to disdain, if you come in her presence. 99 

Bene. Then is courtesy a turncoat But it is certain I am 
loved of all ladies, onlv you excepted : and I would I could 
find in my heart that I haid not a hard heart ; for, truly, I love 
none. 

Beat. A dear happiness to women : they would else have 
been troubled with a pernicious suitor. I thank Grod and my 
cold blood, I am of your humour for that : I had rather hear my 
dog bark at a crow than a man swear he loves me. 

Bene. God keep your ladyship still in that mind ! so some 
gentleman or other shaU 'scape a predestinate scratch'd face. 

Beat. Scratching could not make it worse, an 't were such a 
^Me as yours were. 1 1 1 

Bene. Well, you are a rare parrot4;eacher. 

Beat. A bird of my tongue is better than a beast of yours. 

Bene. I would my horse had the speed of your tongue, and 
so good a continuer. But keep your way, i' God's name ; I have 
done. 

Beat. You always end with a jade's trick : I know you of 
old. 

2>. Pedro. That is the sum of all, Leonato. Signior Gaudio 
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and Signior Benedick, my dear friend Leonato hath invited you 
alL I tell him we shall stay here at the leaat a month ; and he 
heartily prays some occasion may detain os longer. I dare 
swear he is no hypocrite, but prays from his heart 

Leovu 11 you swear, my loid, you shall not be forsworn. 
[To Don John.'] Let me bid you welcome, my lord : being 
reconciled to the Prince your brother, I owe you all duty. 

2>. John. I thank yon : I am not of many words, but I thank 
you. 

Leon. Please it your grace lead on? 

2>. Fedro. Your hanc^ Leonato ; we will go together. 130 

L&rMMf wUtxetpt'BMBXKaE, und GLAOino. 

Claud. Benedick, didst thou note the daughter of Signbr 
Leonato? 

Bene. I noted her not ; but I look'd on her. 

Ctavd. Is she not a modest young lady ? 

Bene. Do you question me, as an honest man should do, for 
my simple true judgement ; or would you have me speak after 
my custom, as being a professed fyrant to their sex ? 

Claud. No ; I pray thee speak in sober judgement 

Bene. Why, i' feiith, methinks she 's too low for a high praise, 
too brown for a fair praise and too little for a great praise : only 
this commendation I can afford her, that were she other than she 
is, she were unhandsome ; and being no other but as she is, I do 
not like her. 

Claud. Thou ihinkest I am in sport : I pray thee tell me 
truly how thou lik'st her. 

Bene. Would you buy her, that you inquire after her ? 

Claud. Can the world buy such a jewel ? 

Bene. Yea, and a case to put it into. But speak yon this 
with a sad brow ? or do you play the flouting Jack, to tell ua 
Cupid is a good hare-finder and Vulcan a rare carpenter? 
Come, in what key shall a man take you, to go in the song ? 151 

Claud. In mine eye she is the sweetest lady that ever I 
look'd on. 

Bene. I can see yet without spectacles and I see no such 
matter ; there 's her cousin, an she were not possessed with a 
fury, exceeds her as much in beauty as the first of May doth 
the last of December. But I hope you have no intent to turn 
husband, have you ? 

Claud. 1 would scarce trust myself, though I had sworn the 
contrary, if Hero would be my wife. z6o 

Bene. Is 't come to this ? In faith, hath not the world one 
man but he wOl wear his cap with suspicion ? Shall I never 
see a bachelor of threescore again ? Go to, i' faith ; an thou 
wilt needs thrust thy neck into a yoke, wear the print of it 
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and sigh away Sundays. Look ; Don Pedro is retained to seek 
yon* 

JZt-Mter Don PiDBO. 

2>. Pedro. What secret hath held yon here, that yon followed 
not to Leonato's? 

Bens. I would your grace would constrain me to telL 

2>. Pedro. I charge Uiee on thy allegiance. iTo 

Bens. You hear, Count Claudio : I can he secret as a dumb 
man ; I would have you think so ; hut, on my allegiance, mark 
you this, on my alleg^ce. He is in love. With who ? now 
that is your grace's part Mark how short his answer is ;-— 
With Hero, I^nato's short daughter. 

Claud. If this were so, so were it ntter'd. 

Bems. like the old tale, my lord : '^it is not so, nor 'twas 
not so, hut, indeed, God forhid it should he so." 

Claud. If my passion change not shortly, God forhid it should 
be otherwise. i8o 

2>. Pedro. Amen, if you love her; for the lady is very well 
worthy. 

Claud. You speak this to fetch me in, my lord. 

2>. Pedro. By my troth, I speak my thought 

Claud. And, in nith, my lord, I n>oke mine. 

Bens. And, hy my two faiths and troths, my lord, I spoke 



Claud. That I love her. If eeL 

2>. Pedro. That she is worthy, I know. 1S9 

Bens. That I neither feel how she should he loved nor know 
how she should he worthy, is the opinion that fire cannot melt 
out of me : I wOl die in it at the stake. 

2>. Pedro. Thou wast ever an ohetinato heretic in the despite 
of beauty. 

Claud. And never could maintain his part but in the force 
ofhis wilL 

Bene. That a woman conceived me, I thank her ; that she 
brought me up, I likewise give her most humble thanks : but 
that I will have a recheat winded in my forehead, or hang my 
bugle in an invisible baldrick, all women shall pardon me. Be- 
eanse I will not do them the wrong to mistrust any, I will do 
myself the right to trust none ; and the fine is, for the which I 
may go the finer, I will live a bachelor. 

b. Pedro. 1 shall see thee, ere I die, look pale with love. 

Bene. With anger, with sickness, or with hunger, my lord, 
not with love: prove that ever I lose more blood witib love 
than I will get again with drinking, pick out mine eyes wiUi a 

>» rtdUai, TIm neaU winded* or blofm, upon th« hiuit«r*B born. Thiw Alluiioiif 
•oanoetinc honu with maritego ue oonattaH in our old Utantiuo. 
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iMllad-maker's pen and hai^^ me ap at the door of a brothel- 
hoose for the fii^ of blind Cupid. 209 

2). Fedro. Well, if ever thou dost fall from tKus faith, thou 
wilt prove a notable argument 

Bene. If I do, hang me in a bottle like a cat and shoot at 
me ; and he that hits me, let him be clapp'd on the shoulder, 
and called Adam. 

2>. Pedro. Well, as time shall try : 
^ In time the savage bull doth bear the yoke." 

Bene. The savage bull may; but if ever the sensible Bene- 
dick bear it, pluck off the bull's horns and set them in my fore- 
head : and let me be vilely painted, and in such great letters 
as they write ^' Here is good horse to hire," let Siem signify 
mider my sign Here you may see Benedick tfie married man. 

Claud. If this should ever happen, thou wouldst be horn-mad. 

2>. Pedro. Nay, if Cupid have not spent all his quiver in 
Venice, thou wilt quake for this shortly. 

Bene. I look for an earthquake too, then. 

D. Pedro. Well, you will temporize wiUi the hours. In the 
meantime, good Signior Benedick, repair to Leonato's: com- 
mend me to him and tell him I will not &il him at supper ; for 
indeed he hath made great preparation. 229 

Bene. I have almost matter enough in me for such an em- 
bassage ; and so t conmiit you — 

Claud. To the tuition of Grod : From my house, if I had it, — 

2>. Pedro. The sixth of July : Your loving friend, Benedick. 

Bene. Nay, mock not, mock not The body of your dis- 
course is sometime guarded with fragments, and the guards are 
but slightly basted on neither : ere you flout old ends any fur- 
ther, examine your conscience : and so I leave yon. iExU. 

Clavd. My liege, your highness now may do me good. 

D. Peda^o. My love is thine to teach : teach it but how, 
And thpu shalt see how apt it is to learn 240 

Any hard lesson that may do thee good. 

Claud. Hath Leonato any son, my lord ? 

D. Pedro. No child but Hero ; she 's his only heir. 
Dost thou affect her, Claudio ? 

Claud. O, my lord, 

When you went onward on this ended action, 
I look'd upon her with a soldier's eve, 
That lik'd, but had a rougher task m hand 
Than to drive liking to the name of love : 
But now I am retum'd and that war^houghts 

u^ Adam. One of the three tamoiu arohen : Adam Bell, Gljm of the Oloagh, and 
WillUm of CloQdeslT. 

>» old $nd$ : that Is, the phxMes JestlnglT oied In the epeeehee immedtetely f orqgoliis, 
Which were old and enstoiBaiy endingi of Isttoa. 
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Have left their places vacant, in their rooms 350 

Gome thronging soft and delitote desires, 
AH prompting me how &dr yomig Hero is. 
Saying, I lik'd her ere I went to wars. 

D. Pedro, Thou wilt he like a lover presently 
And tire the hearer with a book of words. 
If thoa dost love fair Hero, cherish it, 
And I will break with her and with her &ther 
And then shalt have her. Was 't not to this end 
That thou began'st to twist so fine a story ? 

Claud. How sweetly yon do minister to love, 360 

That know love's grief by his complexion 1 
But lest my liking might too sadden seem, 
I would have salv'd it with a stronger treatise. 

2>. Fedro. What need the bridge much broadei than the 
flood? 
The fairest grant is the necessity. 
Look, what will serve is fit: 'tis once, thou lovesty 
And I will fit thee with the remedy. 
I know we shall have revelling to-ni^t : 
I will assume thy part in some disguise 

And tell fair Hero I am Clandio, S70 

And in her bosom 1 11 unclasp my heart 
And take her hearing prisoner widi the force 
And strong encounter of my amorous tale ; 
Then after to her father will I break ; 
And the conclusion is, she shall be thine. 
In practice let us put it presently. (J 



ScKNX n. A room in Lbonato*8 Aoum. 
EnUr Lmvan umd AnoHio, mtOimg, 

Leon, How now, brother! Where is my cousin, your son ? 
hath he provided this music ? 

Ant. He is very busy about it But, brother, I can teU you 
strange news that you yet dreamt not of. 

fiWn. Are they good ? 
\^n& As the event stamps them : but thev have agood cover ; 
tfausy show well outward. The Prince and Count Clwidio, walk- 
ing in a thick*pleached alley in mine orchard, were thus much 
overheard by a man of mine : the Prince discovered to Claudio 
that he loved my niece your daughter and meant to acknowl- 
edge it this night in a dance ; and if he found her accordant, he 
meant to take the present time by the top and instantly break 
«rith you of h. 

• tkkhfimdUdttttiifzzMitj ]|ii«d with thicUj intanrovn •bralw 
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Leon. Hath the fellow any wit that told yoa this ? 

AnL A good sharp fellow : I will send for hhn ; and qaee* 
tion him yourself. 

Leon. No, no ; we will hold it as a dream till it appear it- 
self : but I will acquaint my daughter withal, that she may be 
the better prepared for an answer, if peradventnre this be true. 
60 you and tell her of it. [^Enter attendants,'] Cousins, you 
know what you have to do. O, I cry you mercy, friend ; go 
you with me, and I will use your skiU. Good cousin, have a 
care this busy time. [ Ammri. 

Scene IH The tame. 

Bnttr DoH Jomr ond Coheasb. 

Con. What the good-year, my lord ! why are you thus out of 
measure sad? 

2>. John. There is no measure in the occasion that breeds; 
therefore the sadness is without limit. 

Con. You should hear reason. 

D. John. And when I have heard it, what blessing brings it? 

Con. If not a present remedy, at least a patient sufferance. 

D. John. I wonder that thou, being, as thou say'st thou art, 
born under Saturn, goest about to apply a moral medicine to a 
mortifying mischief. I cannot hide what I am : I must be sad 
when I have cause and snule at no man's jests, eat when I 
have stomach and wait for no man's leisure, sleep when I am 
drowsy and tend on no man's buaness, laugh when I am merry 
and claw no man in his humour. 

Con. Yea, but you must not make the full show of this till 
you may do it without controlment. You have of late stood out 
against your brother, and he hath ta'en you newly into his 
grace ; where it is impossible you should take true root but by 
tiie fair weather that you make yourself: it is needfal thi^ 
you frame the season for your own harvest. 20 

D. John. I had rather be a canker in a hedge than a rose in 
his grace, and it better fits my blood to be disdain'd of all than 
to fashion a carriage to rob love from any : in this, though I 
cannot be said to be a flattering honest man, it must not be 
denied but I am a plain-dealing villain. I am trusted witii a 
muzzle and enfranchised with a clog ; therefore I have decreed 
not to slag in my cage. If I had my mouth, I would bite ; if I 
had my liberty, I would do my liking : in the meantime let me 
be that I am and seek not to alter me. 

1 What ths good year/ A.'VBgnf phxMe of tTrlamarton. Hi* tmX mmolag of whioa 
WW probably anknown to thorn wh« noodll. 800 note on S Honxy IV. , Aot n. 80. 7. II1106 
>& cgaiwrsswild do g l o w . 
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Ccn. Can yon make no nse of your diaoontent ? 50 

D. John, t make aJl use of it, for I use it only. 
Who comes here ? 



What news, Boraehio ? 

Bcrcu I came yonder from a great sapper : the Frinoe yonr 
brother is royally entertained by Leonato ; and I can give yon 
intelligence of an intended marriage. 

X>. John. Will it serre for any model to bnild mischief on ? 
What is he for a fool that betroths himself to onqoietness ? 

Bora. Marry, it is yonr brother's right hand. 

D. John, yfho? the most exqointe Clandio? 40 

Bora. Even he. 

D. John. A proper sqnire ! And who, and who ? which way 
looks he ? 

Bora. Many, on Hero, the danghter and heir of Leonato. 

D. John. A very forward Man£H^ck ! How came yon to 
this? 

Bora. Being entertain'd lor a perfumer, as I was smoking a 
mnsty room, comes me thelVince and Clandio, hand in hand, iq 
sad conference : I whipt me behind the arras ; and there heard 
it agreed upon that the Prince should woo Hero for himself, and 
havmg obtain'd her, give her to Count Clandio. 51 

Z>. John. Come, come, let us thither : this may prove food 
to my displeasure. That young start-up hath all the dory of 
my overthrow : if I can cross him any way, I bless myself every 
way. Tou are both sure, and will assist me ? 

Con. To the death, my lord. 

D. John. Let us to the ^pat supper : their cheer is the 
greater that I am subdued. Would the cook were of my mind! 
Bhall we to prove what 's to be done ? 59 

Bora. We 11 wait upon your lordship. 



ACT n. 

SonnE L A hall m Lkonato's ibiiae. 
Jtatf- lAOKASo, Anono, Hno, BiAnnn, mt4 •tktn' 

Leon. Was not Count John here at supper ? 
Ant. I saw him not 

Beat. How tartly that eentleman looks I I never can see him 
but I am heart-bum'd an hour after. 
Hero. He is of a very melancholy disposition. 
Beatm He were an excellent man that were made just in the 

i^WMitka farm fool? Who ia h« th^ It raoh a lool f 
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midway between him and Benedick : the one is too like an im* 
age and sajs nothing, and the other too like my lady's eldest 
son, eyermore tattling. 9 

Leon. Then half Signior Benedick's tongue in Count John's 
month, and half Count John's melancholy in Signior Benedick's 
face, — 

BeaL With a good leg and a good foot, uncle, and money 
enough in his purse, such a man would win any woman in the 
world, if he could get her good-will. 

LeoT^ By my troth, niece, thou wilt never get thee a hus- 
band, if thou be so shrewd of thy tongue. 

Ant. In faith, she 's too curst 

Beat. Toocurst is more than curst: I shall lessen God's send- 
ing that way ; for it is said, " God sends a curst cow short 
horns ; " but to a cow too curst he sends none. 21 

Leon. So, by being too curst, Grod will send you no horns. 

Beat. Just, if he send me no husband ; for the which bless- 
ing I am at him upon my knees eyeiy morning and evemng. 
Lord, I could not endure a husband witii a beard on Ids face : I 
had rather lie in the woollen. 

Leon. You may light on a husband that hath no beard. 

Beat. What should I do with him ? dress him in my apparel 
and make him my waiting-gendewoman ? He that hath a beard 
is more than a youth, and he that hath no beard is less than a 
man : and he that is more than a youth is not for me, and he 
tlu^t is less than a man, I am not for him : therefore I wiU even 
take sixpence in earnest of the bear-'ard, and lead his apes into 
helL 

Leon. Well, then, go you into hell ? 

Beat. No, but to the gate ; and there wiU the Devil meet me, 
like an old cuckold, with horns on his head, and say " Get yon 
to heaven, Beatrice, get you to heaven ; here 's no place for you 
maids : " so deliver I up my apes, and away to Sunt Peter foi^ 
the heavens ; he shows me where the bachelors sit, and there 
live we as merry as the day is long. 41 

Ant. [To Hero.'] WelL niece, I trust you will be nil'd by 
your father. 

BecU. Yes, faith ; it is my cousin's duty to make curtsy and 
say. Father, as it please you. But yet for all that, cousin, 
let him be a handsome fellow, or else make another curtsy and 
say. Father, as it please me. 

Leon. Well, niece, I hope to see you one day fitted with a 
husband. 49 

* btar''9rd, thiit ii, bau^wMd or b«ar>herd : Ifod kit apt into A«fl. It wu nid of 
women who mnaliied Tixgina put a omtain period thai they woald lead apei In bellt 
whj, bu not yet been diMOTwrad. 
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Beat. Not till GM make men of some other metal than earth. 
Would it not grieve a woman to be oyermast'red with a piece of 
▼aliant dust? to make an account of her life to a clod of way- 
ward marl ? No, nnde, 1 11 none : Adam's sons are mj bretib- 
ren ; and, truly, I hold it a sin to match in my kindred. 

Leon. Daughter, remember what I told you : if the Prince do 
solicit you in that kind, you know your answer. 
^'' Beat. The &ult will be in the music, cousin, if you be not 
woo'd in good time : if the Prince be too important, tell him 
there is measure in every thing and so dance out the answer. 
For, hear me, Hero : wooing, wedding, and repenting, is as a 
Scotch jig, a measure, and a cinque pace : the first suit is hot 
and hasty, like a Scotch jig, and full as fimtastical ; the wedding, 
mannerly-modest, as a measure, full of state and ancientry ; and 
then comes repentance and, with his bad legs, falls into the 
cinque pace faster and faster, till he sink into his grave. 

Leon. Cousin, you apprehend passing shrewdly. 

Beat. I have a good eye, uncle ; I can see a church by day- 
light 

Leon. The revellers are entering, brother : make good room. 

Buer DoM PiDio, Claudio, BmnxoK, Balthasab, Dob Jon, BoKAono, Mamabr, 
UlsuLA, and othars, nuuktd, 

D. Pedro, ladjj will you walk about with your friend ? 70 

Hero. So you walk softly and look sweetly and say nothing, 
I am yours for the walk ; and especially when I walk away. 

2). Pedro. With me in your company ? 

Hero. I may say so, when I please. 

2). Pedro. And when please you to say so ? 

Hero. When I like your favour ; for God defend the lute 
should be like the case ! 

D. Pedro. My visor is Philemon's roof ; within the house la 
Jove. 

Hero. Why, then, your visor should be thatch'd. 80 

2). Pedro. Speak low, if you speak love. [i^mrfaf A«r «Mit. 

BaUh. Well, I would you did like me. 

Marg. So would not I, for your own sake ; for I have many 
ill qualities. 

BaUh. Which is one? 

Mwrg. I say my prayers aloud. 

Battk. I love you the better : the hearers may eiy, Amen. 

Marg. God match me with a good dancer I 

BaW^ Amen. 

* imporUHii ! IoomIj mod for inportaiMM. 

-^ FMtwum't roof: nfanlnf to &• 11017 told by Of1d(Jfi«am. Book tUL) of tliiMl» 
Btnt of Jspftor bj BMHlf oBd FbiWowB auwam. 
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Marg. And QoA keep him oat of m j right when the dance 
is done ! Answer, dork. 91 

BaUh. No more words : the derk is answered. 

Urs. I know you well enon^^ ; you are Signior Antonio. 

Ant. At a word, I am not 

Urg, I know you by the waggling of yoor head. 

Ant* To tell you true, I counterfeit hun. 

Ur%. You could neyer do him so ill-well, unless you were the 
very man. Here 's his dry hand up and down : you are he, 
you are he. 

AnL At a word, I am not. 100 

Urs* Gome, come, do you think I do not know you by your 
excellent wit ? can virtue hide itself ? Go to, mum, you are he: 
graces will appear, and there 's an end. 

Beat. WiU you not tell me who told you so ? 

Bene. No, you shall pardon me. 

Beat. Nor will you not tell me who you are ? 

Bene. Not now. 

Beat. That I was disdainful, and that I had my good wit ooft 
of the <' Hundred Merxy Tales: " — well, this was Signior Ben- 
edick that said so. no 

Bene. What 'she? • 

Beat. I am sure you know him well enough. 

Bene. Not I, belieTe me. 

Beat. Did he never make you laugh? 

Bene. I pray you, what is he ?" 

Beat. Why, he is the Prince's jester : a very dull fool ; only 
his gift is in devising imposrible rianders : none but libertines 
delight in him ; and the commendation is not in his wit, but in 
his villanv ;^f or he both pleases men and angers them, and then 
they laugh at him and brat him. I am sure he is in the fleet : 
I would he had boarded me. 121 

Bene. When I know the gentleman, 1 11 tell him what you 
say. 

Beat. Do, do : he 11 but break a comparison or two on me ; 
which, peradventnre not mark'd or not laugh'd at, strikes him 
into mc^choly ; and then there 's a partridge wing saved, for 
the fool win eat no supper that night [Jfustc.] We must fol- 
low the leaders. 

Bene. In every good thing. i^ 

Beat. Nay, if they lead to any ill, I will leave them at the 

next turning. [i>«ef. Th§m tauwmt oUtxetpt Do% Jokm^ B&nukiOf mmd nowdt* . 

D. John. Sure my brother is amorous on Hero and hath 
withdrawn her Either to break with him about it The ladies 
follow her and but one visor remains. 

w **HimdrJdlLnf TaUir' aTwyeowM j«rtbookof S.'KtiiM.' 

»• mdif kis gift =2 hiM only gift ; * ooutrueOon eomnum in 8.'s tins and loof allM 
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Bora. And that is Gandio : I know him h j his bearing. 

D. John. Are not jon Signior Benedick ? 

Claud, You know me well ; I am he. * 

2>. John. Signior, yon are yery near m j brother in his love : 
he is enamonr'd on Hero ; I pniy you, dissuade him from her : 
she is no equal for his birth : you may do the part of an honest 
man in it. 141 

Claud. How know you he loves her ? 

2). John. I heard him swear his affection. 

Bora. So did I too ; and he swore he would marry her to- 
night 

D. John. Gome, let us to the banquet 

Claud. Thus answer I in name of Benedick, 
But hear these ill news with the ears of Xllandio. 
T is certain so ; the Prince wooes for himself. 
Friendship is constant in all other things 150 

Save in the office and affairs of love : 
Therefore all hearts in love use their own tongues ; 
Let every eye negotiate foutseU 
And trust no agent ; for beauty is a witch 
Against whose islDmBs faith melteth into blood* 
Thu is an accidenTof hourty proof, 
Which I mistniitiiJtliot Farewell, therefore, Hero I 



Bme. Count Clandio? 

Claud. Yea, the same. 

Bene. Come, will you go with me ? 160 

Claud. Whither? 

Bene. Even to the next willow, about your own business, 
county. What fashion will you wear the garland of ? about 
▼our neck, like an usurer's chain ? or under your arm, like a 
lieutenant's scarf ? You must wear it one way, ior the Prince 
hath got your Hero. 

Claud. I wish him joy of her. 

Bene. Why, that's spoken like an honest drovier: so they 
sen bullocks. But did you think the Prince would have served 
you thus ? Z70 

Claud. I pray you, leave me. 

Bene. Ho! now you strike like the blind man: 'twas the boy 
that stole your meat, and you 11 beat the post 

Claud. If it will not be, I '11 leave you. iExit. 

Bene. Alas, poor hurt fowl ! now will he creep into sedges. 
But that my Lady Beatrice should know me, and not know me I 
The Prince's Fool ! Ha? It may be I go under that title be- 
cause I am merry. Yea, but so I am apt to do myself wrongs 
SO 
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I am not 80 repated : it is the base, though bitter, diB|>06ition of 
B^itrice that puts the worid into her person, and so gives me 
out Well, I 'llbe revenged as I may. i8i 

Bs-€KUr DoM Pbdio. 

2>. Pedro. Now, signior, where 's the eonnt? did yon see 
him? 

Bene. Troth, my lord, I have played the partof Lady Fame. 
I f oond hun here as melancholy as a lodge in a warren : I tpld 
him, and I think I told him tme, that your grace had got the 
good will of this young lady ; axid I offered him my company 
to a willow-tree, either to muce him a garland, as being forsaken, 
or to bind him up a rod, as being wor&y to be whipped. 

i>. Peeiro. To be whipp'd ! What 's his fault ? 190 

Bene. The flat transgression of a school-boy, who, being over^ 
joyed with finding a birds' nest, shows it his companion, and he 
steals it. 

D. Pedro. Wilt thou make a trust a transgression ? The 
transgression is in the stealer. 

Bene. Yet it had not been amiss the rod had been made, and 
the garland too ; for the garland he might have worn himself, 
and the rod he might have bestowed on you, who, as I take it, 
have stolen his biids' nest 

D. Pedro. I will but teach them to sing, and restore them to 
the owner. 201 

Bene* If their singing answer your saying, by my faith, you 
say honestly. 

D. Pedro. The Lady Beatrice hath a quarrel to you : the 
gentleman that danc*d with her told her she is much wronged 
by you. 

/ Bene. O, she misus'd me past the endurance of a block I an 
oak but with one green leaf on it would have answered her ; my 
vexy visor began to .assQineJUife and scold with her. She told 
me, not thinking I had been myself, that I was the Prince's 
jester, that I was duller than a great thaw ; huddling jest upon 
jest with suchJiupnesible conveyance upon me that I stood like 
a man at a mark, with a whole army shooting at me. She speaks^ 
poniards, and every word stabs : if her breath were as terrible 
as her terminations, there were no living near her ; she would 
infect to the north star. I would not many her, though she 
were endowed with all that Adam had left him before he trans- 
gress'd : she would have made Hercules have tnm'd spit, yea, 
and have cleft his club to make the fire too. Come, talk not of 
her : you shall find her the infernal Ate in good appareL I 
would to Grod some scholar would conjure her ; for certainljt^ 

>M a warrm: tbat b, a xabbit i 
^ Au: tlwgodilMBofdiBeonl. 
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while she is here, a man maj live as quiet in hell as in a sano- 
toary; and people sin upon purpose, because they would go 
thither ; so, indeed, all disquiet, horror and perturbation follows 
her. 

D. Pedro. Look, here she comes. 

Enitr Oladdio, Biatuob, Hsro, m$td Lmvato. 

Bene. Will your grace command me any service to the world's 
end ? I will go on the sliditest errand now to the Antipodes 
that you can devise to send me on ; I wQl fetch yon a tooths 
picker now from the furthest inch of Asia, bring you the length 
of Ftester John's foot, fetch you a hair off the great Cham's 
beard, do you any embassage to the Pigmies, rather than hold 
three words' confierence with this harpy. You have no employ- 
ment for me ? 

D. Pedro. None, but to desire your good company. 

Bene. O God, sir, here 's a dish I love not : I cannot endure 
my Lady Tongue. [SxU, 

D. Pedro. Come, lady, come ; you have lost the heart of 
Signior Benedick. 239 

Beat. Indeed, my lord, he lent it me awhile ; and I gave him 
use for it, a double heart for his single one : marry, once before 
he won it of me with falseMice, therefore your grace may well 
say I have lost it. 

D. Pedro. Tou haye put him down, lady, you have put him 
down. 

Beat. So I would not he should do me, my lord, Jest I should 
prove the mother of fools. I have brought Count Clandio, whom 
you sent me tpjMek. 

D. Pedrd. Why, how now, eountl wherefore are you sad ? 

Claud. Not sad, my lord. 250 

D. Pedro. How then ? sick ? 

Claud. Neither, my lord. 

Beat. The count is neither sad, nor sick, nor merry, nor well ; 
but civil count, civiLa s an orange, and something of that jealous 



2>. Pedro. T &ith, lady, I think your blazon to be true ; 
though, I '11 be sworn, if he be so, his conceit is Use. Here, 
Oandio, I have wooed in thy name, and fair Hero is won : I have 
broke with her father, and his good will obtained : name the day 
of marriage, and God give thee joy ! 260 

Leon. Count, take of me my daughter, and with her my for- 
tunes : his grace hath made the match, and all grace say Amen 
10 it. 

Beat. Speaky count, 'tis your cue. 

Claud. Silence is the p«rf ectest herald of joy : I were but 

•^cSwlaMQnafnmf' that It, a Strllte oiuf*. 
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little happ7, if I ooald say how mnclL Lady, as ycm are mine, 
I am youn: I give away myself for yoa aiod dote upon the 
exchange. 

Beat. Speak, cousm ; or, if you cannot, stop his mouth with 
a kiss, and let not him speak neither. 270 

jD. Pedro. In faith, lady, you have a merry heart 

Beat, Yea, my lord ; I thank it, poor fool, it keeps on the 
windy side of care. My cousin teUs him in his ear that he is 
in her heart 

Claud. And so she doth, cousin. 

Beat. Grood Lord, for alliimoe I Thus goes every one to the 
world but I, and I am sunburnt ; I may sit in a corner and cry 
heigh-ho for a husband ! 

I>. Pedro. Lady Beatrice, I will get yon one. 279 

Beat. I would rather have onQuyf-yodr fither's getting. Hath 
TOur grace ne'er a brother like you ? Your iaJdksr got excellent 
husbfmds, if a maid could come by theuL 

2>. Pedro. Will you have me, lady? 

Beat. No, my lord, unless I might have another for working* 
days : your grace is too costly to wear every day. But, I be- 
seech your grace, pardon me : I was bom to speak all mirth 
and no matter. 

D. Pedro. Your slence most offends me, and to be merry 
best becomes you ; for, out of question, you were bom in a 
merry hour. 290 

Beat. No, sure, my lord, my mother cried ; but then there 
was a star danc'd, and under that was I bom. Cousins, God 
give you joy ! 

Leon. Niece, will you look to those things I told you of ? 

Beat. I cry you mercy, unde. By your grace's pardon. {Exit. 

D. Pedro. By mv troth, a pleasantHspirited lady. 

Leon. There 's httle of the melancholy element in her, my 
lord : she is never sad but when she sleeps, and not ever sad 
then ; for I have heard my daughter say, she hath often dream'd 
of unhappiness and waked 4kerBelf with lau^iing. 300 

D. Ptdro. She cannot endure to hear tell of a husband. 

Leon. O, by no means : she mocks all her wooers out of suit 

Z>. Pedro. She were an excellent wife for Benedick. 

LeoTi. O Lord, my lord, if they were but a week married, 
they would talk themselves mad. 

i>. Pedro. County Claudio, when mean you to go to church? 

Claud. To-morrow, my loid : time goes on crutches tall love 
have all his rites. 

Leoiu Not till Monday, my dear son, which is hence a just 
seven-night ; and a time too brief, too, to have all things answer 
my mind. 311 
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2). Pedro, Come, joa shake the head at so long a breaihing: 
but, I warrant thee, Qaadio, Uie time shall not go dullj bj us. 
I will in the interim undertake one of Hercules' labours ; which 
is, to bring Signior Benedick and th* Lady Beatrice into a moun- 
tain of affection the one with th' other. I would &in have it a 
match, and I doubt not but to ftuhion it, if you three will but 
minister such assistance as I shall give you direction. 

Leon. My lord, I am for you, though it cost me ten nights' 
watchinffs. 320 

Claud. And I, my lord. 

2). Pedro, And you too, gentle Hero ? 

Hero, I will do any modest office, my lord, to help my cousin 
to a good husband. 

2>. Pedro, And Benedick is not the unhopefuHest husband 
that I know. Thus far can I praise him ; he is of a noble strain, 
of approved valour and confirmed honesty. I win teach you 
how to humour your cousin, that she shall &11 in love with Bene- 
dick ; and I, with your two helps, will so practise on Benedick 
that, in despite of ms quick wit and his queasy stomach, he shall 
fsU in love with Beatnce. If i^e can do this, Cupid is no longer 
an archer : his glorr shall be ours, for we are the only love-g(^. 
Gro in with me, and I win teU you my drift {Bumu. 

Scene IL The tame, 

Auer Dob Jqbh mmd BcmjMBiO. 

D. John, It is so ; the Count Gaudio shaU many the daugh- 
ter of Leonato. 

Bora. Yea, my lord ; but I can cross it 

p, John, Any bar, any cross, any impediment wiU be medi- 
dnable to me : I am sick in displeasure to him, and whatsoever 
oomes athwait his affection ranges evenly with mine. How 
canst thou cross this marriage ? 

Bora, Not honestly, my lord; but so covertly that no dis- 
honesty shall appear in me. 

D, John, Show me briefly how. 10 

Bora, I think I told your lordship a year since, how much I 
am in the favour of Margaret, the waking gentlewoman to Hero. 

jD. John. I remember. 

Bor€U I can, at any unseasonable instant of the night, ap- 
point her to look out at her lady's chamber window. 

D, John. What life is in that, to be the death of this mar- 
riage? 

Bora. The poison of that lies in you to temper. Qo you to 

» tinin =: funlly, blood, Uime^ 
■• gma$9 = sqnouiiah, OTer-aloo. 
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the Prince your brother ; spare not to tell him that he hath 
wrong'd his honour in mtarymg the renowned CUndio — whose 
estimation do you mistily hold up — to a contaminated stale, 
such a one as Hero. u 

D. John. What proof shall I make of that? 

Bord. Proof enon^ to misuse the Prince, to vex Gaudio, to 
undo Hero and kill Leonato. Look you for any other issue ? 

Z>. John. Only to despite them, I will endeavour any thing. 

Bora. Go, then ; find me a meet hour to draw Don Pedro 
and the Count Gandio alone : tell them that you know that 
Hero loves me ; intend a kind of zeal both to the Prince and 
Gaudio, as, — in love of your brother's honour, who hath made 
this match, and his friend's reputation, who is thus like to be 
cozen'd with the semblance of a maid, — that you have disoov- 
er'd thus. They will scarcely believe this without trial : offer 
them instances ; which shall bear no less likelihood than to see 
me at her chambei^window, hear me call Margaret Hero, hear 
Margaret term me Borachio ; and bring them to see this the 
very night before the intended wedding, — for in the meantime 
I will so fashion the matter that Hero shall be absent, — and 
there shall appear such seeming truth of Hero's disloyalty, that 
jealousy shall be called assurance and all the preparation over- 
thrown. 41 

2>. John. Grow this to what adverse issue it can, I will put 
it in practice. Be cunning in the working this, and thy fee is a 
thousand ducats. 

Bora. Be you constant in the accusation, and my cunning 
shall not shame me. 

D. John. I will presently go learn their day of marriage. 



SoENB IIL Leonato's orchard. 
Bene. Boy! 

JBW<rBo7. 

Boy. Signior? 

Bene. In my chamber-window lies a book : bring it hither to 
me in the orchard. • 

y'Boy. 1 am here already, sir. 
Bene. I know that ; but I would have thee hence, and here 
again. [^ExU Boy."] I do much wonder that one man, seeing 
how mudi another man is a fool when he dedicates his beha- 
viours to love, will, after he hath laugh'd at such shallow follies 
in others, become the argument of lus own scorn by falling in 



» B$al« = a womMi wbo aiiket iMiMlf eomnum. 
* ankard. Onhud and fuden wen oonvwttble 



t«nu In' 8.*s ^. 
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love : and rach a man is Qaadio. I have known when there 
was no mcudc with him hut the dram and the fife ; and now had 
he rather hear the tabor and the pipe : I have known when he 
would have walk* d ten mile arf oot to see a good armonr ; and 
now will he lie ten nights awake, carving the ftuhion of a new 
doublet. He was wont to speak plain and to the purpose, like 
an honest man and a soldier; and now is he tum*d orthog- 
rapher ; his words are a very fantastical banquet, just so many 
strange dishes. May I be so converted and see witii these eyes ? 
I cannot tell ; I think not : I win not be sworn but love may 
transform me to an oyster ; but 1 11 take my oath on it, till he 
have made an oyster of me, he shall never xnake me such a f ooL 
One woman is &ir, yet I am well ; another is wise, yet I am 
well ; another virtuous, yet I am well ; but till all graces be 
in one woman, one woman shall not come in my grace. lUch 
she shall be, that 's certain ; wise, or I 'U none ; virtuous, or 111 
never cheapen her ; fair, or I 11 never look on her ; mild, or 
come not near me ; noble, or not I for an angel ; of good dis- 
course, an excellent musician, and her hair shall be of what 
colour it please Grod. Ha I the Prince and llonsienr Love ! I 
will hide me in the arbour. [wscMmv*. 

Alter Dor Fdbo, Claudio, 9md Lmrixoi 

D. Pedro, Come, shall we hear this music ? 

Claud, Yea, my good lord. How still the evening is, 
As hush'd on purpose to grace harmony ! 

2). Pedro, See you where Benedick hath hid himself ? 

Claud, O, very well, my lord : the music ended. 
We '11 fit the kid-fox with a pennyworth. 

Alter BAUnutAB with mmtic. 

D, Pedro, Come, Balthasar, we '11 hear that song again. 

BaUk, O, good my lord, tax not so bad a voice 
To slander music any more than once. 40 

2). Pedro. It is the witness still of excellency 
To put a strange face on his own perfection. 
I pray thee, sing, and let me woo no more. 

BaUh, Because you talk of wooing, I will sing; 
Since many a wooer doth commence bis suit 
To her he thinks not worthy, yet he wooes, 
Tet win he swear he loves. 

2>. Pedro, Now, pray thee, come ; 

Or, if thou wilt hold longer argument, 
Bo it in notes. 

Balth. Note this before my notes ; 

There 's not a note of mine that 's worth the noting. 50 

D. Pedro, Why, these are very crotchets that he speaks ; 
Note, notes, forsooth, and nothing. [^tr 

» iMtMRf : pronouttotd nMmg and iiiTolfiiig a pun. S«t Intiodaetkm. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



812 MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. [Aot H 

Bene. Now, divine air ! now la his soul ravish'd ! Is it not 
strange that sheeps' gats should hale souls ont of men's bodies? 
Well, a horn for my mon^, when all 's done. 

Tn 8oir«. 

Bahk, Siffh no moxe» ladies, sigh no more, 

Men were deoeiven ever, 
One foot in sea and one on shore. 

To one thing constant ne^er : 
Then sigh not so^ bat let them go, 6o 

And be yon blithe and bonny, 
Conyerting all your sounds of woe 

Into Hey nonny nonny. 

Sing no more ditiies, sinff no moe. 

Of dajBpa-so-duU aiid heavy ; 
The fiCod of men Was ever so, 

Since summer first was leafy : 
Then sigh not so, etc. 

2>. Pedro. By my troth, a good song. 

BaUh. And an ill singer, my lord. 70 

2>. Pedro. Ha, no, no, faith ; thou sing^st well enoog^ for a 
shift 

Bene. An he had been a dog that should have howl'd thus, 
they would have hang'd him : and I pray God his bad voice 
bode no mischief. I Imd as lief have heard the night-raven, come 
what plague could have come after it 

D. PAro. Yea, marry, dost thou hear, Balthasar ? I pray 
thee, get us some excellent music ; for to-morrow night we would 
have it at the Lady Hero's chamber-window. 

BaUh. The best I can, my lord. 80 

D. Pedro. Do so : farewelL [^ExU BaUhaear.l Come hither, 
Leonato. What was it you told me of to-day, tnat your niece 
Beatrice was in love with Signior Benedick ? 

Claud. [Aaide.yO, ay : stalk on, sialk on ; the fowl sits. — 
I did never think that lady would have loved any man. 

Leon. No, nor I neither ; but most wonderful that she should 
so dote on Signior Benedick, whom she hath in all outward 
bohawieuis seuuied ever to abhor. 

Bene. Is 't possible ? Sits the wind in that comer ? 89 

Leon. By nw^ troth, my lord, I cannot tell what to think of 
it but that sne loves him with an enraged affection : it is past 
the infinite of thought 

D. Pedro. May be she doth but counterfeit 

Claud. Faith, like enough. 

Leon. O Grod, counterfeit ! There was never counterfeit of 
passion came so near the life of passion as she discovers it 

* Iby noniiy noiiiif . For the BMuJnf of fuimy deeomm raoiilni bo to raftr the 
Mdor lo the definiUon of /oua, in Florio's Wortd of Words, 1G87. 
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D. Pedro. Why, what effects of pMnon showB she ? 

Claud. Bait the hook well ; this fish wiU bite. 

Leon. What effects, my lord ? She will sit you, — you heaord 
my daughter tell you how. loo 

Claud. She did, indeed. 

X>. Pedro. How, how, I pray you ? You amaze m e; I would 
have thought her spirit had been invincible against ^U assaults 
of affection. 

Leon. I would have sworn it had, my lord ; especially against 
Benedick. 

Bene. I should think this a gull, but that the white-bearded 
fellow speaks it: knavery cannot, sure, hide himself in such 
reverence. 

Cla/ud. [^Aeide.'] He hath ta'en the infection: hold it up. no 

2>. Pedro. Hath she made her affection known to Benedick ? 

Leon. No $ and swears she never will : that ^s her torment 

Claud. 'Tis true, indeed; so your daughter says: '< Shall 
I," says she, ^' that have so oft encountered him with scorn, 
write to him that I love him ? " 

Leon. This says she now when she is beginning to write to 
him ; for she 'U be up twenty times a night, and were will she 
sit in her smock till ehe have writ a sheet of paper : my daugh- 
ter tells us alL 

Claud. Now yon talk of a sheet of paper, I remember a 
pretly jest your daughter told us of. 121 

Leon. O, when she had writ it and was reading it over, she 
found Benedick and Beatrice between the sheet ? 

Claud. Sliat. 

Leon. O, she tore the letter into a thousand halfpence ; railed 
at herself, that she should be so immodest to write to one that 
she knew would flout her ; '^ I measure him," says she, ^' by my 
own spirit ; for I should flout him, if he writ to me ; yea, though 
I love him, I should." 129 

Claud. Then down upon her knees she falls, weeps, sobs, 
beats her heart, tears her hair, prays, cries '^ O sweet Bene- 
dick ! God give me patience I " 

Leon. She doth indeed ; my daughter says so : and the ecstasy 
hath so much overborne her that my daughter is sometime af card 
she will do a desperate outrage to herseU : it is very true. 

D. Pedro. It were good that Benedick knew of it by some 
other, if she will not discover it. 

Claud. To what end ? He would make but a sport of it and 
torment the poor lady worse. 139 

2). Pedro. An he should, it were an alms to hang him. She 's 
an excellent sweet lady ; and, out of all suspicion^ she is vir* 
tnous. 
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Claud, And she is exceeding wise. 

D. Pedro, In every thing but in loving Benedick. 

Leon, O, my lord, wisdom and blood combating in so tender 
a body^ we have ten proofs to one that blood haUi the victory. 
I am sorry for her, as I have just cause, being her uncle and 
her guardian. 

D, Pedro, I wo uld she ha d bestowed this dotage on me: I 
would have daflTd all other^espects and made her half myself. 
I pray you, tell B€hedick oflt, and hear what he will say. 151 

Leon, Were it good, tRink you ? 

Claud, Hero thinks surely she will die; for she says she 
will die, if he love her not, and' she will die, ere she make her 
love known, and^Al^ will die, if he woo her, rather than she win 
bate one'breath of her accustomed crossness. 

D, Pedro, She doth well : if she should make tender of he» 
love, 't is very possible he '11 scorn it ; for the man, as you know 
all, hath a contemptible spirit 

Claud, He is a very proper man. 160 

2>. Pedro, He hath indeed a good outward happiness. 

Cl^ud* Before God ! and, in my mind, very wise. 

D, Pedro, He doth indeed show some sparks that are like 
wit 

Claud, And I take him to be valiant 

2>. Pedro, As Hector, I assure you : and in the managing of 
quarrels you may say he is wise ; for either he avoids them4rith 
great discretion, or undertakes them with a most Christiaii4ike 
fear. 169 

Leon, If he do fear God, he must necessarily ke^p peace : n 
he break the peace, he ought to enter into a quarrel with fear 
and trembling. J^ 

D, Pedro, And so will he do ; for the man doth fear Grod, 
howsoever it seems not in him by some large jests he will make. 
Well, I am sorry for your niece. Shall we go seek Benedick, 
and tell him of her love ? 

Claud, Never tell him, my lord : let her wear it out with 
good counseL 

Leon, Nay, that 's impossible : she may wear her heart out 
first 180 

D, Pedro, Well, we win hear further of it by your daughter : 
let it cool the while. I love Benedick weU ; and I could wish 
he would modestly examine himself, to see how much he is un- 
worthy so good a lady. 

Leon, My lord, wiU you walk ? dinner is ready. 

CUmd, '\AsMe%\m\i he do not dote on her upon this, I will 
never trust my expectation. 

u* cMtumptikiU r= oontomptuoui. 
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D. Pedro. [AMe.'] Let there be the same net spread for 
her ; and that most your daughter and her gentlewomen cany. 
The sport will be, ithen they hold one an opinion of another's 
dotage, and no such matter : that 's the scene that I would see, 
which will be merely a dumb-show. Let us send her to call him 

in to dinner. {ExtmU Don Pedn, ClandWf and LtmuUo. 

Bens. [Coming forward.'] This can be no trick : the con- 
ference was sadly borne. They have the truth of this from 
Hero. They seem to pity the lady: it seems her affections 
haye their ML bent Loye me ! why, it must be requited. I 
hear how I am censnr'd : they say I will bear myself proudly, 
if I perceiye Uie loye come from her ; they say too that she will 
rather die than giye any sign of affection. I did neyer think to 
many : I must not seem proud : happy are they that hear their 
detractions and can put them to mending. They say the lady 
is fair ; 't is a truth, I can^bear them witness ; and yirtuous ; 't is 
so, I cannot reproye it ; and wise, but for loying me ; by my 
troth, it is no addition to her wit, nor no great argument oJE h^ 
f oUy, for I will be horribly in loye with her. I may chance 
haye some odd quirks and remnants of wit broken on me, be- 
cause I haye rail'd so long against marriage : but doth not the 
appetite alter ? a man loyes the meat in hu youth that he can- 
not endure in his age. Shall quips and sentences and these 
paper bullets of the brain awe a man from the career of his hu- 
mour ? No, the world must be peopled. When I said I would 
die a bachelor, I did not think I should liye till I were married. 
Here^^comes Beatrice. By this day ! she 's a fair lady : I do 
spy some marks of loye in her. 

Enter BiATBKm. 

Beat. Against my will £ am sent to bid you come in to 
dinner. 

Bene. Fair Beatrice, I thank yon for your pains. 

Beat. I took no more pains for those thaiucs than you take 
pains to thank me : if it had been painful, I would not haye 
come. 231 

Bene. You take pleasure then in the message ? 

Beat. Tea, just so much as you may take upon a knife's point 
and choke a daw withaL You haye no stomach, signior : fare 
you welL ' [JBeft. 

Be/ne. Ha ! '^ Against my will I am sent to bid you come in 
to dinner;" there s a double meaning uTIhat '^i took no 
more pains for those thanks than you tcBAspainw to thank me ; " 
that 's as much as to say. Any pains that Ftakenfor you is as 
easy as thanks. If I do not take pity of her, I am a yillain ; if 
I do not loye her, I am a Jew. I will go get her picture. [JW^ 
<M npftim =: proft to ths eontnury, dny. 
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ACT m. 

SoEHB L Lbonato'8 ^artfM. 

AUif Hnu>, Mamaut, and Ubmii.4. 

J5m). Good Marsarety ran thee to the parlour ; 

There shalt thoa find my oouBin Beatrice 

Proposinff with the Prince and Qaudio : 

Whuper her ear and tell her, I and Ursula 

Walk in the orchard and oar whole diacoone 

Is all of her ; say that thoa overheard'st as ; 

And hid her steal into the pleached hower, 

Where honeysackles, ripen*d by the san, 

Forbid the san to enter, like fiivoorites, 

Made proad by princes, that adyance iheir pride lo 

Against that power that bred it : there will she hide her, 

To listen oar propose. This is thy office ; 

Bear thee well in it and leave as alone. 

Marg, I 'U nuke her come, I warrant yoa, presently. ISaL 
Hwo. Now, Ursala, when Beatrice dom come. 

As we do trace this alley ap and down, 

Oar talk mast only be of Benedick. 

When I do name him, let it be thy part 

To praise him more than ever man did merit : 

My talk to thee mast be how Benedick jo 

Is sick in love with Beatrice. Of this matter 

Is little Capid's crafty arrow made, 

That only woands by hearsay. 



Now begin; 
For look where Beatrice, like a liqnring, rans 
Close by the groand, to hear oar conference. 

UrB. The pleasant'st angling is to see the fish 
Cat with her golden oars the i^ver stream, 
And greedily devoar the treacheroas bait : 
So angle we for Beatrice ; who even now 
Is coached in the woodbine coyertore. 39 

Fear yoa not my part of the dialogae. 

Hero. Then go we near her, that her ear lose nothing 
Of the false sweet bait that we lay for it iAppnmekmg tkn howv. 

No, traly, Ursala, she is too disdainful ; 
I know her spirits are as coy and wild 
As haggerds of the rock. 

f jriMKM = ttiioklj iBlnwom. 
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Urs. Bat are yon rare 

That Benedick loves Beatrice so entirely ? 

Hero. So says the Prince and my new-trothed lord. 

Urs. And did they bid you tell her of it, madam ? 

Hero. They did entreat me to acquaint her of it ; 
Bat I persoaded dtem, if they lov'd Benedick, 
To wiui him wrestle with affection, 
And never to let Beatrice know of it. 

Urs. Why did yon so ? Doth not the gentleman 
Deserve as fall as fortanate a bed 
As ever Beatrice shall coach apon ? 

Hero. O god of love ! I know he doth deserve 
As mnch as may be yielded to a man : 
Bat Natare never fram'd a woman's heart 
Of proader staff than that of Beatrice ; 50 

Disdain and scorn ride sparkling in her eyes, — "^ 

Misprising what they lodL on, and her wit 
y alaes itmlf so higUy that to her 
All matter else seems weak : she cannot love, 
Nor take no shape nor project of affection, 
She is so self-endear'd. 

Urs. Sure, I think so ; 

And therefore certainly it were not good 
She knew his love, lest she make sport at it 

Hero. Why, you speak truth. I never yet saw man, 
How wise, how noble, young, how rarely featur'd, 60 

But she would spell Um backward : if nur-fac'd, ^^..^ 

She would swear the gentleman should be her sister ; 
If black, why, Nature, drawing of an antique. 
Made a foul blot ; if tall, a lance ill-headed ; 
If low, an agate veiy vilely cut ; 
If speakii^^, why, a vane blown with all winds ; 
If sflent, why, a block moved with none. 
So turns she eveiy man the wrong side out 
And never gives to truth and virtue that 
Which simpleness and merit purchaseth. 70 

Urs. Sure, sure, rach carping is not commendaUe* 

H&ro. No, not to be so odd and from all fashions 
As Beatrice is, cannot be conmiendable : 
But who dare teU her so? If I should speak. 
She would mock me into air ; O, she would laugh ma 
Out of myself, press me to death with wit. 
Therefore let Benedick, like covered fire^ ^ 

A MptO kim backward. To iptU » nam* or to iwd » pnjor teokwud wn oat f om 
oC a witoh'f ewM. 
, •> on agalt: lliat is, an cagntTod gon. 
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Consmne away in sighs, waste inwardly : 

It were a better deaSh than die with mocks. 

Which is as bad as die with tickling. 80 

Urs. Yet tell her of it : hear wluU she will say. 

Hero. No ; rather I will go to Benedick 
And counsel him to fight against his passion. 
And, truly, 1 11 devise some honest slanders 
To stain my cousin with : one doth not know 
How much an ill word may empoison liking. 

Urs. O, do not do your cousin such a wrong. 
She cannot be so much without true judgement— 
Having so swift and excellent a wit 

As she is priz'd to have — as to refuse 9a 

So rare a gentleman as Siguier Benedick. 

Hero, He is the only man of Italy, 
Always excepted my dear Claadio. 

Urs. I pray you, be not angry with me, madaWi 
Speaking my &ncy : Signior Benedick, 
For shape, for bearing, argument and valour, 
Groes foremost in report tlm>ugh Italy. 

Hero. Indeed, he haih an excellent good name. 

Urs. His excellence did earn it, ere he had it 
When are you married, madam ? 100 

Hero. Why, evei^ day, to-morrow. Come, go in : 
I '11 show thee some attires, and have thy oouumI 
Which is the best to fnrmsh me to-morrow. 

Urs. [^Aside.^ She 's lim'd, I warrant you : we have caught 
her, madam. 

Hero. [Aside.'] If it proves so, then loving goes by haps : 
Some Cupid kills with arrows, some with traps. 

[Sxtunt Bam mitd Vnnia. 

Beat. ^Coming foruKtrd.'] What fire is in mine ears? Can 
ibis be true ? 

Stand I condemn'd for pride and scorn so nmch ? 
Contempt, farewell ! and maiden pride, adieu I 

No glory lives behind the back of such. no 

And, Benedick, love on ; I will requite thee. 

Taming my wild heart to thy loving hand : 
If thou dost love, my kindness shall incite thee 

To bind our loves up in a holy band ; 
For others say thou dost deserve, and I 
Believe it better than reportingly. IJM 

M tkkMmg: » wort of tlivM vjUaUti. 
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ScBNB IL A room in Lbonato's house. 
Bnttr Don Pxdio, Claudio, Bbhidiok, and Lwuiato. 

D. Pedro. I do but stay till your marriage be consommatei 
and then go I toward Arragon. 

Claud. I 'U bring you thither, my lord, if you 11 vouchsafe 
me. 

2>. Pedro. Nay, that would be as great a soil in the new 
gloes of your marriage as to show a child his new coat and for- 
bid him to- wear it f'will only be bold with Benedick for his 
company ; for, from the crown of his head to the sole of his foot, 
he is all mirth : he hath twice or thrice cut Cupid's bowstring 
and the little hangman dare not shoot at him ; he hath a heart 
as sound as a bell and his tongue is the clapper, for what his 
heart thinks his toiu^e speaks. 

Bens. Gallants, I am not as I have been. 

Leon. So say I : methinks yon are sadder. 

Claud. I hope he be in love. 

D. Pedro. Hang him, truant! there 's no true drop of blood 
in him, to be truly touch'd with love : if he be sad, he wants 



Bene. I have the toothache. 

D. Pedro. Draw it. 20 

Bene. Hang it! 

Claud. Yon must hang it first, and draw it afterwards. 

D.Pedro. What! sigh for the toothache ? 

Leon. Where is but a humour or a worm. 

Bene. Well, every one can master a grief but he that has it. 

Claud. Yet say I, he is in love. 

2>. Pedro. There is no appearance of fancy in him, unless it 
be a fancy that he hath to strange disguises ; as, to be a Dutch- 
man to-day, a Frenchman to-morrow, or in the shape of two 
countries at once, as;lEt German from the waist downward, all 
slops, and a Spaniard from the hip upward, no doublet. Unless 
he have a fancy to this foolery, as it appears he hath, he is no 
fool for fancy, as you would have it appear he is. 

Claud. If he be not in love with some woman, there is no be- 
lieving old signs : he brushes his hat o' mornings ; what should 
that bode? 

2>. Pedro. Hath any man seen him at the barber's ? 

Claud. No, but the barber's man hath been seen with him, 
and the old ornament of his cheek hath already staffed tennis- 
balls. 40 

M a worm. A wonnattlwrootof UMloothwMrappoMdtobeaeaoMof tootlueli* 
M yfMcy = ivrsfemiM, ttrong UUof , loTe ; aa arm nowwlajs. 
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Lean. Indeed, he looks yoonger than lie did, by tbe Ion of ft 
beard. 

2>. Pedro. Nay, he mbs himself with ciret : can yoa smell 
him oat by that? 

Claud. That 's as mach as to say, the sweet youth 's in love. 

2>. Pedro. The greatest note of it is his melancholy. "^ 

Claud. And when was he wont to wash his face ? 

2>. Pedro. Yea, or to paint himself? for the which, I hear 
what they say of him. 49 

Claud. Nay, but his jesting spirit ; which is now crept into 
a Inte-string and now govem'd by stops. 

2>. Pedro. Indeed, that tells a heavy tale for him : oonelade, 
eondnde he is in love. 

Claud. Nay, bat I know who loves him. 

D.Pedro, lliat would I know too: I warrant, one that knows 
him not 

Claud. Yes, and his ill conditions ; and, in despite of all, dies 
for him. 

2>. Pedro. She shall be buried with her face upwards. 59 

Bene. Yet is this no charm for the toothache. Old signior, 
walk aside with me ; I have studied eight or nine wise words to 
speak to you, which these hobby-horses must not hear. 

f ffiriimf BtMtHdk mti £mnmI#» 

D. Pedro. For my life, to break with him about Beatrice. 

Claud. 'Tis even so. Hero and Margaret hare by this 
played their parts with Beatrice ; and then the two bean will 
not bite one another when they meet. 



D. John, liify lord and brother, Grod save you ! 

D. Pedro. Uood den, brother. 

2>. John. If your leisure serv'd, I would speak with yoo. 

2>. Pedro. In private ? 70 

D. John. If it please you: yet Count Qaudio may hear; for 
what I would speak of concerns him. 

D.Pedro. What 's the matter ? 

D. John. [To Ckmdio.'] Means your lordship to be mar- 
ried to-morrow ? 

D. Pedro. You know he does. 

2>. Joh'n. I know not that, when he knows what I know. 

Claud. If there be any impediment, I pray you discover it 

D. John. You may think I love you not: let that appear 
hereafter, and aim better at me by uiat I now will manifest 
For my brother, I think he holds you well, and in deamess of 
heart hath holp to effect your ensuing marriage ; — surely suit 
ill spent and labour ill bestowed. 

D.Pedro. Why, what's the matter? 

•* Oood d9% : » toimption of good oen, good arMilng . 
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D. John. I came hitlier to tell yon ; and — oircimiBtajioes 
shortened, for she has been too long a talking of — ^ lady is 
dialoyaL 

Claud. Who, Hero? 

D. John. Even she ; Leonato's Hero, your Hero, every man's 
Hero. 90 

Claud. Disloyal? 

2>. John. The word js too gpod to paint ont her wickedness ; 
I could say she were worse ; think yon of a worse title, and I 
will fit her to it Wonder~not till further warrant: go but with 
Die to-night, you shall see her chambei^window ent'rc^ even the 
night before her wedding-day : if you love her then, to-morrow 
wed her ; but it would better fit your honour to change your 
mind. 

Clojud. May this be so? 

2>. Pedro. I will not think it 100 

2>. John. If you dare not trust that you see, confess not that 
you know : if you will follow me, I will show you enough ; and 
when you have seen more and heard more, proceed accordingly. 

Claud. If I see any thing to-night why I should not marry 
her to-morrow, in the congregation, where I should wed, there 
will I shame her. 

D. Pedro. And, as I wooed for thee to obtain her, I will join 
with thee to disgrace her. 

2>. John. I will disparage her no further till you are my wit- 
nesses : bear it coldly but till midnight, and let the issue show 
itself. Ill 

2>. Pedro. O day untowardly turned I 

Claud. O mischief strangely thwarting ! 

D. John. O plague right well prevented I so will you say 
when yon have seen the sequeL iSxnau 

ScBNB IIL A streeL 
BHttr Dmbibbt mmd Ymit with tM§ Watdi, 

Dog. Are you gpod men and true ? 

Verg. Yea, or else |to were pity but they should suffer salYV 
tion, body and souL ^ 

Dog. Nay, that were a punishment too gpod for them, if they 
should have any allegiance in them, being chosen for the Prince's 
watoh. 

Verg. Well, give them their charge, neighbour Dogberry. 

Dog. First, who think you the most desartless man to be con- 
stable ? 9 

First Wateh. Hugh Oatcake, sir, or George Seaoole ; for 
they can write and read, 
ai 
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Dog. Come hither, neighhonr Seacole. God hath Uess'd you 
with a good name : to he a well-favoiired man is the gift of f or* 
time ; hat to write and read comes hy nature. 

See, Watch. Both which, master constahle, — 

Dog. You have : I knew it wcnld he your answer. Well, for 
your favour, sir, why, give Grod thanks, and make no hoast of 
it ; and for your writing and reading, let that appear when there 
is no need of such vanity. You are thought here to he the most 
senseless and fit man for the constahle of the watch ; therefore 
hear you the lantern. This u your charge : you shall compre- 
hend all vagrom men ; you are to hid any man stand, in the 
Prince's name. 

See. Wateh. How if a' will not stand ? 

Dog. Why, then, take no note of him, but let him go ; and 
presently call the rest of the watch together and thank God yon 
are rid of a knave. 

Verg. If he will not stand when he is bidden, he is none of 
the Prince's subjects. 29 

Dog. True, and they are to meddle with none but the Prince's 
subjects. You shall also make no noise in the streets ; for for 
the watch to babble and to talk is most tolerable and not to be 
endured. 

Wateh. We will rather sleep than talk : we know what be- 
longs to a watch. 

Dog. Why, you speak like an ancient and most quiet watch- 
man ; for I cannot see how sleeping should offend : only, have ar 
care that your bills be not stolen. Well, you are to call at all 
the ale-houses, and bid those that are drank get them to bed. 

Watch. How if they will not ? 40 

Dog. Why, then, let them alone till they are sober : if they 
make you not then the better answer, you nuiy say they are not 
the men you took them for. 

Watch. Well, sir. 

Dog. If you meet a diief , you nuiy suspect him, by virtue of 
vour office, to be no true man ; and, for such kind of men, the 
less you meddle or make with them, why, the more is for your 



Watch. 11 we know him to be a thief, shall we not lay hands 
on him ? 50 

Dog. Truly, by your office, you may ; but I think they that 
touch pitch will be defil'd : the most peaceable way for you, 
if you do take a thief, is to let him show himself what he is and 
steal out of your company. 

Verg. You have been always called a merciful man, partner. 

Dog. Truly, I would not hang a dog by my will, much more 
a man who hatli any honesty in him. 

«• Nttf : bftlb«vdi, pikas with nMll asc-hcsda. 
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Verg. If yon hear a child cry in the night, yon must call to 
the nurse and hid her still it. 59 

Watch. How if the nurse he asleep and will not hear us ? 

Dog, Why, then, depart in peace, and let the child wake her 
with crying ; for the ewe that will not hear her lamh when it 
haes will never answer a calf when he hleats. 

Verg. 'T is very true. 

Dog. This is the end of the charge : — you, constable, are to 
present the Prince's own person : if you meet the Prince in the 
night, you may stay him. 

Verg. Nay, by 'r lady, that I think a' cannot 68 

Dog. Five shillings to one on % with any num that knows 
the statues, he may stay him : marry, not without the Prince be 
willing ; for, indeed, the watch ought to offend no man ; and it 
is an offence to stay a man against his wilL 

Verg. By 'r lady, I think it be so. 

Dog. Ha, ah ha ! Well, masters, good night : an there be 
any matter of weight chances, call up me : keep your fellows' 
counsels andyour own ; and good night Come, neighbour. 

Watch. W ell, masters, we hear our charge : let us go sit here 
upon the church-bench till two, and then all to bed. 78 

Dog. One word more, honest neighbours. I pray you, watch 
about Siguier Leonato's door ; for tiie wedding being there to- 
morrow, there is a great coil to-night Adieu : be vigitant, I 

beseech you. [Bxtml Do^mry amd Vtrgu. 

Bnter Bobaohio mmd GoamADB. 

Bora. What, Conrade ! 

Watch. [^A9ide.'] Peace ! stir not 

Bora. Conrade, I say ! 

Con. Here, man ; I am at thy elbow. 

Bora. Mass, and my elbow itch'd ; I thought there would a 
scab follow. 

Con. I will owe thee an answer for that : and now forward 
with thy tale. " 90 

Bora. -Stand thee close, then, under this pent-house, for it 
drizzles rain ; and I will, like a true drunkard, utter all to thee. 

Watch. [Ande."] Some treason, masters : yet stand close. 

Bora. Therefore know I have earned of Don John a thou* 
•and ducats. 

Con. Is it possible that any villany should be so dear ? 

Bora. Thou shouldst rather ask if it were possible any vil- 
lany should be so rich ; for when rich villains have need of poor 
ones, poor ones may nuhke what price they wilL 

Con. I wonder at it 100 

•> eoti = dlntnriMUiee, ooDfuioB. 

M Jiie« a tnu dnmkard. Bonehlo'i bum, Um IteUw for a greftt driakiag tmscI 
eaoM to bo sUag for a dmakard. 
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Bora, Uni shows ihoa art unoonfirm'd. Thou knowest that 
the fashion of a doublet, or a hat, or a cloak, is nothing to a man. 

Cofu Yes, it is appareL 

Bern. I mean, the fashion. 

Con. Yes, the fashion is the fashion. 

Bora. Tosh ! I may as well say the fool 's the fooL Bat 
seest thou not what a deformed thief this foshion is ? 

JVcLtch. [Aside,'] I know that Deformed ; a' has been a Yile 
thief this seren years ; a' goes up and down like a gentleman : I 
remember his name. no 

Bora, Didst thon not hear somebody ? 

Con. No ; 'twas the vane on the honse. 

Bora. Seest thou not, I say, what a deformed thief tihis fash- 
ion is ? how giddily a' turns about all theJiot Jbloods between 
fourteen^ttnd five-fiAd-thirtyf . sometimes foshionrng' them like 
Pharaoh's soldiers in the reechy painting, sometime like god 
Bel's priests in the old church-window, sometime like the shaven 
Hercides in the smirch'd worm-eaten tapestiy, where his cod- 
piece seems as massy as his club ? 119 

Con. All this I see ; and Ljsee that the foshion wean out 
more apparel than the man. But art not thou thyself giddy 
with the foshion to^ that thou hast shifted out of thy tale into 
telling me of the fiwhion? 

Bcra^ Not so, neither : but know that I have t04iig^t wooed 
Margaret, the Lad y Hero's gentlewoman, by the name of Hero : 
she leans mS^out at lier mistress' chamber-window, bids me a 
thousand times good night, — I tell this tale vilely : — I should 
first tell thee how the Prince, Qaudio and my master, planted 
and placed and possessed by my diaster Don John, saw afar off 
in the orchard this amiable encounter. i jo 

Con. And thought they Margaret was Hero? 

Bora. Two of them did, the Prince and daudio ; but the 
devil my master knew she was Margaret; and partly by his 
oaths, which first possess'd them, partly by the dark night, 
which did deceive them, but chiefly by my villany, which did 
confirm any slander that Don John had made, away went Qaa- 
dio enraged ; swore he would meet her, as he was appointed, 
next morning at the temple, and there, before the whole congre- 
gation, shame her with what he saw o'er night and send her 
home again without a husband. 140 

First Wateh. We charge you, in the Prince's name, stand ! 

See. Waielu Gall up the right master constable. We have 
here recovered the most dangerous piece of lecheiy that ever 
was known in the commonwealth. 

I T—tkf : tmokad, raiireliMl : pronouDoed with the cA hMd. 

' tottpitet: a portoitoiit — ' ^* '"-^ ' "" 

which did not dU»p|Mftr anUl 



v» tottpitet : a portaitoiit part of Cho lower mMeallM fUBMat, all 
" ahodtlSSO. 
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First Watdh. And one Delormed is one of lliem : I knoir 
him ; ft' wean a lock- 
Con. Maeten, masters, — 

Sec. Watoh. Yon '11 be made bring Deformed forth, I war- 
rant yon. 

Can. Masters, — 150 

First Watch. Never speak : we charge 70a let as obey yoa 
to go with US. 

Bora. We are like to prove a goodly commodity, being taken 
np of these men's bills. 

Con. A commodity in qnestion, I warrant yoo. Come, we 'U 
obey yon. {Bxnmt. 

Scene IV. Hero's apartment. - — 

Mnter Hno, Mamajut, and Umola. 

Hero. Good Ursola, wake my cousin Beatrice, and desire her 
to rise. 

Ur$. Iwill,kdy. 

Hero. And bid her come hither. 

Urs. WelL . iSxU, 

Marg. Troth, I thidc yoor other rabato were bettlfr. 

Hero. No, pray thee, good Meg, 1 11 wear this. 

Ma/rg. By my troth, 's not so good; and I warrant your 
eousin will say so. 

Hero. My cousin 's a fool, and thoa art another : 1 11 wear 
none but this. 11 

Marg. I like the new tire within excellently, if the hair were 
a thought browner; and your gown's a most rare fashion, i' 
bith. I saw the Duchess of Mikn's gown that they praise so. 

Hero. O, that exceeds, they say. 

Marg. By my troth, 's but a night-gown in respect of yours : 
eloth o' gold, and cuts, and lac'd wi&i silver, set with pearls, 
down~ sleeves, side, sleeves, and skirts, round underbome with 
a bluish tinsel: but for a fine, quaint, graceful and excellent 
fiuihion, yours is worth ten on 't 20 

Hero. God give me joy to wear it ! for my heart is exceed* 
ing heavy. 

Marg, 'T will be heavier soon by the weight of a man. 

Hero. Fie upon thee ! art not adiam'd ? 

Marg. Of what, lady? of speaking honourably ? Is not mar- 
riage honourable in a beggar? Is not your lord honourable 
wittiout marriage? I th£3c you would have me say, ** saving 

* rmbato : » kind of raff. 

M micki^owH .' thut bL what w mU now » morniag gown, or dmiing gown. 
* d»wm skiva, aid* iUivu : the lonnar eloM innar and feho Utttt Ioom outer taaagiog 
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jocir rererencey a hosband : " an bad tfainking do not wrest troe 
speaking, I H offend nobody : is diere any harm in '^ the heav* 
ier for a hnsband '' ? None, I think, an it be the right hus- 
band and the right wife ; otherwise 't is light, and not heavy ; 
ask my Lady Beatrice else ; here she comes. 



Hero, Good morrow, cos. 

Be<xL Good morrow, sweet Hero. 

Hero, Why, how now ? do you speak in the sick tane ? 

Beat. I am oat of all other tone, unAtfimlra- 

Marg. Clap 's into "■ Light o' We ; ** that goes without a 
burden : do you sing it, and 1 11 dance it. 

BecU. Ye light o' lore, with your heels ! then, if your hus- 
band hare stables enough, yon 11 see he shall lack no bams. 40 

Marg, O illegitimate construction I I scorn that with my 
heels. 

Beat, 'T is almost five o'clock, cousin ; 't is time yon were 
ready. By my troth, I am exceeding ill : hei£^h-ho ! 

Mwtg, For a hawk, a horse, or a husband i 

Beat, For the letter that begins them all, H. 

Marg, • Well, an you be not tom'd Turk, there 's no more 
sailing by the star. 

Beait, What means the fool, trow ? 49 

Marg, Nothing I ; but God send every one their heart's 
desire! 

Hero, These g^es the count sent me ; they are an excellent 
perfume. 

BeaJt, I am stnff'd, cousin ; I cannot smell. 

Marg, A maid, and stnff'd! there 's gdodly catching of cold 

Beai, O, God help me ! Grod help me ! Jnow long have yon 
professed apprehension ? 

Mara, Even since you left it JDoth not my wit become me 
rarely ? 59 

Beat, It is not seen enough, you should wear it in your cap. 
By my troth, I am sick. 

Marg, Get yon some of this distill'd Carduus Benedictus, 
and lay it to your heart : it is the only thing for a qualm. 

Hero, Thi^ thou prick'st her with a thistle. 

Beat, Benedictus! why Benedictus? you have some moral 
in this Benedictus. 

Marg, Moral! no, by my troth, I have no moral meaning; 
J meant, plain holy-thistle. Yon may think perchance that I 

^ teriM .' the Bngliah eqniTmlmit of bainu, ehildren. 
M H. Ackif fbe noon, wms pronounoed with cA aoft like A. 
V mprthention : that it, word-catching. 

« Oirdmu BnMrfidiM = blflMod thistle, BuppoMd to be a Borerelgn remedy for allien 
tloD of the hearts 
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think 70a are in lore: nay, by 'r lad^, I am not such a fool to 
think what I list, nor I list not to thuik what I can, nor indeed 
I cannot think, if I wonld think my heart oat of thinking, that 
yoa are in love or that yon will be in love or that yon can be in 
We. Yet Benedick was such another, and now is he become a 
man : he swore he wonld never marry, and yet now, in despite 
of his heart, he eats his meat without ffmdging : and how you 
may be converted I know not, but methmks yon look with your 
eyes as other women do. 

Beat. What pace is this that thy tongae keeps? 

Mofrg, Not a false gallop. 79 

B Mtmit r UunLA. 

Utb, Madam, withdraw ; the Prince, the coont, Siguier Bene- 
dick, Don Jdm, and all the gallants ol the town, are come to 
fetch yon to chordL 

Hero. Help to dress me^ good ooz, good Meg, good Ursola. 

[EaBumu. 
ScxNB Y. Another room in Lbonato*8 house. 
Alter IdOVATO, ititk DowitET mmd Vnois. 

Leon. What would yoa with me, honest neighboor ? 

Dog. Marry, sir, I would have some confidence with yoa 
that decerns you nearly. 

Leon. Brief, I pray you ; for yoa see it is a busy time with 
me. 

Dog. Marry, this it is, sir. 

Verg. Yes, in truth it is, sir. 

Leon. What is it, my good friends? 

Dog. Goodman Verges, sir, speaks a little off the matter : 
an old man, sir,~lEiid his wits are not so hkint as, God help, I 
would desire they were ; but, in faith, honest as the skin between 
his brows. 

Verg. Yes, I thank God I am as honest as any man living 
that is an old man and no honester than I. 

Dog. Comparisons are odorous : palabras, neighbour Verges. 

Leon. Nei^^ibours, you are tedious. 

Dog. It pleases your worship to say so, but we are the poor 
Duke's offioers ; but truly, for mine own part, if I were as tedi- 
ous as a king, I could find it in my heart to bestow it all of your 
worship. ao 

liOon. All thy tediousness on me, ah ? 

Dog. Yea, an 'twere a thousand pound more than 'tis; for 
I hear as good exclamation on your worship as of any man 

tt ««««Mt kamem kit hromt: • folk-phme of B.*f ttaM, tte pndM utmnfag of 
whkh hM not bMD diteoT«nd. It wm vmS only In oompMiiQii wUh irath, fIrtiM, 



boBMiy, and ths Uko. 
>• fi«foiriM=pAlaT«r, whkh l» » oorraptkia of tho Spniih woid. 
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in die dtj; and tfaoi^ I be baft a poor mo, I am gjbd to 
boorit 

Verg, And 00 on L 

Letm, I woold fain knofw wbaft yon bvfo to ai^. 

Verg. Many, rir, our watch Uym^bit, exeepliog joar vor- 
ahip't pre e c nee, ha' to'en a eouple of as anant Imayea aa aoj in 
Mwaina 30 

Doff. A good old man, sir; he will be talking: aa they n>y. 
When the age is in, the wit is out: God help as! it isaworid 
to see. Wen said, i' £aUh, nei^^iboar Yetges: well, God [s a 
good man ; an two men ride of a hone^ one most lide behind. 
An honest soul, T &ith, sir; bj my troth he is, as ever broika 
btead; bat God is to be wotshipp'd; all men are not alike; 
alas, good neighboor ! 

Letm, Indeed, neighboor, he comes too short of yoo. 

Dog. Gifts that God givea. 

Xem. I most leave y on. . 40 

Dog. One word, sir: oar watch, sir, have indeed eompre- 
bend ed two a spicioas persons, and we woald have them this 
morning eramined before yoar worship. 

Zeon. Take their examination yoorself and bring it me : I 
am now in great haste, as it may appear onto yoa. 

Dog, It shall be soffiganee. 

Leon* Drink some wine ere yoa go : £Bre yoa wdL 



Me$g, My lord, they stay for yoa to give yoar dangiiter to 
her hasband. 

Leon, 1 11 wait upon them : I am ready. 50 

[Bxami Isoma t a mmd M ua m g t r, 

Dog. Go, good partner, go, get yoa to Francis Seacole ; Ind 
him bring his pen and inkhom to the gaol: we are now to 
examine these men. > 

Verg. And we most do it wisely. 

Dog. We will spare for no wit, I warrant yoa ; here 's that 
shall drive some of them to a non-come : only get the learned 
writer to set down oar excommonication and meet me at the 

gaoL [JbnMt. 

ACT IV. 

ScENK IT A church. 

BHUt DoM PiDio, Dov JoBH, Lmkato, Tkum riABai, Glaqmo, BbbbIok, Bdq^ 

BBATUOi, amd attendamti, \ 

Leon. Come, Friar Francis, be brief; only to^e pbiin form 
of marriage, and yoa shall recoant their particalar daties aftei^ 
wards. 

* Ood H a good mum : » fblk-phxBM. 

M nofKonu: D usbmj *» fonn of nott <omf o §. 
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Friar. You come hither, my lord, to marry this lady. 

Claud, No. 

Lean. To be married to her : friar, yoa come to marry he^ 

Friar. Lady, you come hither to be married to this count. 

Hero. I do. 

Friar. If either of you know any inward impediment why 
yon should not be conjoined, I charge you, on your souls, to 
utter it II 

Claud. Know you any. Hero ? 

Hero. None, my lord. 
• Friar. Enow you any, count ? 

Leon. I dare make his answer, none. 

Claud. O, what men dare do ! what men may do I what men 
daily do, not knowing what they do I 

Bene. How now! ijiterjectiona ? Why, then, some be of 
laughing, as, ah, ha, he ! 

dlatS. Stand thee by, friar. Father, by your leave : 20 
Will you with free and unconstrained soul 
Give me this maid, your daughter ? 

lieon. As freely, son, as God did give her me. 

Claud. And what have I to give you back, whose worth 
May counterpoise this rich and precious gift ? 

Jb. Pedro. Nothing, unless you render her again. 

Claud. Sweet Prince, you learn me noble thankfulness. 
There, Leonato, take her back again : 
Give not this rotten orange to your friend ; 
She 's but the sign and sembhmce of her honour. 30 

Behold how like a maid^she blushes here I 
O, what authority and show of truth 
Can cunning sin coyer itself withal ! 
Comes not that blood as modest evidence 
To witness simple virtue ? Would you not swear. 
All you that see her, that she were a maid. 
By ^ese exterior shows ? But she is none : 
She know s the heat of a luxurious bed ; 
Her blush is guiltiness, not n^odesty. 

Leon. What do you mean, my lord ? 

Claud. Nottobemarrieii; 40 

Not to knit my soul to an approved wanton. 

Leon. Dear my lord, if you, in jour own proof, 
Have vanquisFd the resistance of her youth, 
And made defeat of her virginity, — . 

Claud. I know what you would>4ay : if I have known her, 
Tou will say she did embrace me as a husband. 



rd » Mott. known only to yon. 

AM = iMon BM : tho niiOM ww oonaion la 8.>t t 
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880 MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. [Act IV. 

And 8o exteniuite the .'forehand sin : 

No, Leonato, 

I never tempted her with word too large ; 

But, as a brother to his sister, show'd 50 

Bashful sincerity and comely love. 

Hero, And seem'd I ever otherwise to you ? 

Clcmd. Oat on thee I Seeming ! I wul write against it: 
You seem to me as Dian in her orb, 
As chaste as is the bud ere it be blown ; 
But you are more intemperate in your blood 
Than Venus, or those pamper'd animals 
That rage in savage sensuality. 

Hero. Is my lord well, that he doth speak so wide ? 

Leon. Sweet Prince, why speak not yon ? 

2>. Pedro. What should I speak ? 

I stand dishonour'd, that have gone about 61 

To link my dear friend to a common stale. 

Leon. Are these things spoken, or do I but dream ? 

D. Jolm. Sir, they are spoken, and these things akfi^true* 

Bene. This looks not like a nuptiaL 

Hero. True^! OGodI ^ 

ClmuL Leonato, stand I here ? '^ 

Jm this the Prince ? is this the Prince's brother ? 
Is this &ee Hero's ? are our eyes our owj^ 

Leon. All this is so : but what^of this, my lord ? 

Claud. Let me but move one question to your daa|^bter ; 70 
And, by that fatherly and kindly power 
That you have in her, bid her answer truly. 

Leon. I charge thee do so, as thou art my child* 

Hero. O, God defend me I how am I beset 1 
What kind of catechising call yoo-this ? 

Claud. To make you answer truly to your name. 

Hero. Is it not Hero ? Who can blot that name 
With any just reproach ? 

Claudr- Harry, that can Hero ; 

Hero itself can blo t Qot Hero's virtue. 

What man was he talk'd with you yesternight 80 

Out at your window betwixt twelve and one ? 
Now, if you are a maid, answer to this. 

Hero. 1 talk'd with no man at tluft hour, my lord* 

D. Pedro. Why, thou are you no maiden. '^ Leonato^ 
I am sorry you inust^hear : upon minejionour, 
Myself, my brother and this grieved count 
Did see h&, hear her, at that hour last night 
Talk with a ruffian at her chambei^window ; 
Who hath indeed, most like a liberal villain, ' 
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Conf en'd the Tile enooonten ibej baye had 90 

A thooBand times in secret 

D. John. Fie, fie I they are not to be named, my loidy 
Not to be spoke of ; 

There is not chastity enough in language 
Without offence to ntter them. Thus, pretty lady, 
I am sorry for thy much ims«{yemm^]^ 

Claud. Hero, what a Hero hadst thoa been, 
If half thy outward graces had been plae'd 
About thy thoughts and counseb of thy heart I 
But fare thee well, most foul, most fair ! farewell, ioq 

Thou pure impiety and impious purity ! 
For thee I '11 lock up all the gates of We, 
And on my eyelids shall conjecture hang. 
To turn all beauty into thoughts of harm. 
And neyer shall it more be gracious. 

Leon. Hath no man's dagger here a point for me ? 

[JfirtMMMW 

Beat. Why, how now, cousin ! wherefore sink yon down ? 
2>. John. Come, let us go. These things, come thus to light, 

Smother h^r spirits up. [AmmI Ihm Bfdn, Dom Mm, md Oamdio. 

Bene. Hoirdoth t^e lady? 

Beat. Dead, I think. Help, unde I 

Hero! whyt^HeroI Uncle I Siguier Benedick ! Friar I m 

Leon. O Fate I take not away thy heayy hand. 
Death is the fairest ooyer for her shame 
That may be wish'd for. 

Beat. * How now, cousin Hero ! 

* Friar. Haye comf ort» lady. 

Lein. Dost thou look up r 

Friar. Yea, wherefore should she not ? 

Leon. Wherefore ! Why,iloth not eyery earthly thing 
Cry shame upon her ? Coidd she here deny 
The story that is printed in her blood? 130 

Do not hye. Hero ; do not ope thine eyes : 
For, did I think thou wouldst not quickly die. 
Thought I thy spirits were stronger than thy shames, 
Mys^ would, on the rearward of reproaches, 
Strike at thy life. Griey'd I, I had but one? 
Chid«I for that at frugal nature's frame ? 
O, one too much by thee! Why had I one ? 
Wh^^eyerVast thou loyely in my eyes? 
Why had I not with charitable hand 

Took up a beggar's issue at my gates, i^ 

Who smirched thus and mir'd with infamy. 
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I might hare said ^^ No part oHt is mine ; 
This shame derives itself from unknown loins " ? 
But mine and mine J lo^d and mine I prais'd 
And mine that I was proud on, mine so much 
That I myself was to myself not mine, 
y alueinff of her, — why, she, O, she is fallen 
Into a pit of ink, that die wide sea 
Hath drops too few to wash her clean again 
And salt too litde which may season giye 140 

To her foul-tainted flesh ! 
"^ — Jene. *^ Sir, sir, he patient 

For my part, I am so attired in wonder, 
I know not what to say. 

Beat. O, on my soid, my cousin is helied ! 

Bene. Lady, were you her hedf ellow last night ? 

Beat. No, truly not ; although, until last ni^t, 
I have this twelvemonth heen her hedf eUow. 

Lean. Confirm'd, confirm'd ! O, that is stronger made 
Which was hefore harr'd up with rihs of iron I 
Would the two princes lie, and Qaudio he, 150 

Who loy'd her so, that, speaking of her foulness, 
Wash'd it with tears ? Hence from her ! let her die. 
' ' Friar. Hear me a litde ; 
for I have only silent he^ so long 
And given way-'Unto this course of fortune • • • 
By noting of die lady. I have mark'd 
A thousand blushing apparitions 
To start into her face, a thousand innocent shames 
In angel whiteness bcAt away those blushes ; 
And in her eye there hath appear'd a fire, 160 

To bum the errors that these princes hold 
Against her maiden trudi. Call me a fool ; 
Tnist not my reading nor my observations, 
Which with experimental seal dodi warrant 
The tenour of my book ; trust not my age^ 
My reverence, calling, nor divinity, 
If this sweet lady lie not guildess here 
Under some biting error. 

Lean. Fnar, it cannot be. 

Thou seest that all the grace that she hadi left 
Is diat she will not add to her damnation 170 

A sin of perjury ; she not denies it : 
Why seek'st thou then to cover with excuse 
That which appears in proper nakedness ? 
• JVmr. Lady, what man is he you are accus'd of? 

Hero. They know diat do accuse me ; I know none : 

^ appturitions : llTe lyllftblM. 
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If I know more of any man alive 

Than that which maiden modesty doth warranty 

Let all my sins lack mercy ! O my father, 

Prove yott that any man with me oonvers'd 

At hours nnmeet, or that I yesternight i8o 

Maintained the change of words witih any creaturey 

Befase me, hate me, tortmre me to death ! 

Friar. Tbm is spme stange misprision jn the prinoes. 

Bene. Twooi them have the very bent of honour ; 
And if their wisdoms be misled in this, 
The practice of it lives in John the bastard, 
Whose spirits toil in inane of villanies. 

Leon. I know not. If they speak bat troth of her. 
These hands shall tear her ; if they wrong her honour. 
The proudest of them shall well hear of it. ^ 190 

Time hath not yet so dried this blood of mine, 
Nor age so eat ap my invention. 
Nor fortune made such havoc of my means. 
Nor my bad life reftme so much of friends. 
But they shall find, awak'd in such a kind. 
Both strength of limb and policy of mind. 
Ability in means and choice of friends, 
To quit me of them throug^y. 

Fricur. Pause awhile^ 

And let my counsel sway you in this case. 
Your daughter here the princes left for dead : 900 

Let her awhile be secretly kept in, 
And publish it that she is dead indeed ; 
Maintain a mourning ostentation 
And on your &unily's old monument 
Qang mournful epitaphs and do all rites 
That appertain unto a buriaL 

Le<m. What shaU become of this? what will this do? 

Friar. Marry, this well carried shall on ber behalf 
Change slander to remorse; tjiat is some good : 
Bqt notfati]^ dream I on this strange course, aio 

But on'lEistravail look for greater birtL 
She dying, as it must be sq maintained. 
Upon the instant that she was aeeus'd. 
Shall be lamented, pitied and excus'd 
Of every hearer : for ijt so falls out 
That what we have we prize not to the worth 
Whiles we enjoy it, but being lack'd and lost, 
Why, then we rack the value ; then we find 
The virtue that possession would not show ua 

*• mnprinoii =r mlMpprabMuioii. 
w mck = Mnin, stretoh. 
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Whiles it was oon. So will it fare with Cbmdio : 2S0 

When he shall hear she died upon his words. 

The idea of her life shall sweetly creep 

Into his stadj of imagination, 

And every lovely organ of her life 

Shall come appmll'd in more precioos habit. 

More movin^^licate and full of life. 

Into the eye and prospect of his soul, 

Than when she liv^d indeed ; then shall he moam, 

If ever love had interest in his liver. 

And wish he had not so 'SMmsed her, 330 

No, though he thought his accosation true* 

Let this he so, and doubt not but sucoesa 

Will &shion the event in better shape 

Than I can lay it down in likelihood. 

But if all aim but this be levell'd false, 

The supposition of the lady's death 

Will quench the wonder of her infamy : 

And if it sort not well, yon may con<»al her, 

As best befits her wounded reputation. 

In some reclusive and religious life, 340 

Out of a ll eyes, tongues, minds and injuries. 

i^anaTHSignior Leonato, let the friar advise you : 
And though you know my inwardness and love 
Is very much unto the Fnnce and Clandio, 
Yet, l^ mine honour, I will deal in this 
As secretly and justly as your soul 
Should with your body. 

Leon. Being that I flow in grie^ 

The smallest twine may lead me. 

Friar. *T is well consented : presently away ; 
For to strange sores strangely they strain the cure. 350 

Come, lady, die to live : ttiis wedding^y 
Perhaps is but prolonged : have patience and endure^ 

[Exmmi MbmiDmtHrh Mrf ButHu. 

Bene. Lady Beatrice, have you wept all this while ? 
Beat Yea, and I wiU weep a while longer. 
Bene. I wOl not desire thai. 
Beat. You have no reason ; I do it freely. 
Bene. Surely I do helieve your fair cousin is wrons^d* 
Beat. Ah, how much might the man deserve of me that 
would right her ! 
Bene. Is there any way to show such friendship ? 360 

Beat. A very even wav, but no such friend. 
Bene. May a man do it ? 

»»UtU9er. TheliTtrwaflsuivondofoULtotetlMfWtofMBOraaidHtoi. 
«• im w rnti m tM = intlinMy. 
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BeaL It is a man's oflBee, bat not yours. 

Bene. I do love nodiing in the world so weil as yoa : is not 
that strange? 

Beat, As strange as the thing I know not It were as possi- 
ble for me to say I loy'd notiiing so well as 70a : bat believe me 
not ; and yet I lie not ; I confess nothing, nor I deny nothing. 
I am sorry for my cousin. 

Bene, By my sword, Beatrice, thoa lov'st me. 270 

Beat, Do not swear, and eat it. 

Bene, I will swear by it that you love me ; and I will make 
him eat it that says I love not yoa. 

Beat, Will yoa not eat yoor word ? 

Bene, With no saoce that can be devised to it I protest I 
love thee. 

Beat, ¥niy, then, God forgive me I 

Bene, What offence, sweet Beatrice ? 

Beat, Ton have stayed me in a happy hoar: I was aboat to 
protest I loved yoa. 280 

Bene. And do it with all thy heart 

.800^. I love yoa with so mach of my heart that none is left 
to potest 

jBene, Come, bid me do any thing for thee. 

Beat, EillChKidio. 

Bene. Ha ! not for the wide world. 

Beat, You kill me to deny it FarewdL 

Bene. Tany, sweet Beatnce. 

Beat, I am gone, thoagh I am here : there is no love in yoo ; 
nay, I pray yoo, let me go. 290 

Bene. Beatrice,— 

Beat, In faith, I will go. 

Bene. We 11 be friends first 

Beat, Yoo dare easier be friends with ig e than fight with 
mine enemy. "^ 

Bene. Is Gbmdio thine enemy^? 

Beat, Is he not approved in the height a villain, that hath 
slandered, scorned, dishonoared my kinswoman ? O that I were 
a man I What, bear her in hand until they come to take hands ; 
and then, with poblic accusation, anoovered slander, onmitiffated 
rancoor, — O God, that I were a man ! I woold eat his heart 
in the market>place. 

Bene. Hear me, Beatrice, — 

Beat, Talk with a man oot at a window ! A proper saying I 

Bene. ISesfy bat Beatrice, — 

Beat, Sweet Hero I She is wrong'd, she is slandered, she is 
ondone. 

ktm km in hmd: to btar fai band ww to kMp up eo nM t i iot ty promliM or pr» 
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Bene. Beat— 

Beat. Princes and counties I Surely, a princely testimony, a 
goodly count, Count Comf ect ; a sweet gallant, surely ! O that 
I were a man for his sake ! or that I had any^ friend would be a 
man for my sake ! But manhood is melted into courtesies, Tal- 
our into compliment, and men are only turned into tongue, and 
trim ones too : he is now as valiant as Hercules that only tells a 
lie and swears it. I cannot be a man with wishing, therefore I 
will die a woman with grieving. 

Bene. Tany, good Beatrice. By this hand, I love thee. 

Beat. Use it for my love some other way than swearing by it. 

Bene. Think you in your soul the Count Clandio hath wrong'd 
Hero ? 320 

Beat. Yea, as sure as I have a thought or a soul. 

Bene. Enough, I am engaged ; I wul challenge him. I wiU 
kiss your hand, and so I leave yon. By this hand, Qaudio shall 
render me a dear account As you hear of me, so think of me. 
Gro, comfort your cousin : I must say she is dead : and so, isae* 

WelL (JBmhuI. 

SoEVK n. A priton. 
MnUr Doamsr, Vnui, mtd Stzion, tn gowms; mtd ikt Wattli, wUk Oenun mmi 



Dog. Is our whole dissembl^ i^pear'd ? 

Verg. O, a stool and a cushion for the sexton. 

Sex. Which be the malefactors? 

Dog. Marry, that am I and my partner. 

Verg. Nay, that's certain; we have the exhibition to ex- 
amine. 

Sex. But which are the offenders that are to be examined ? 
let them come before master constable. 

Dog. Yea, marry, let them come before me. What is your 
name, friend ? 10 

Bora. Borachio. 

Dog. Pray, write down, Borachio. Yours, sirrah ? 

Con. I am a gentleman, sir, and my name is Conrade. 

Dog. Write down, master gentleman Conrade. Masters, do 
you serve God ? 

2^} Yea, sir, we hope. 

Dog. Write down, that they hope they serve God : and write 
God first ; for God defend but God should go before such vil- 
lains I Masters, it is proved already that you are little better 
than false knaves ; and it wiU go near to be thought so shortly. 
How answer you for yourselves ? at 

«• a rHmOf Uttimomjf,atoodl9 count. A qnibbU han beCwcm e9mU(% tel0)uk4 
— n. 

Onmt OmtflKtt ft eomt of ragur eomfitf, a twMt ftUuit 
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Con. Many, sir, we say we are none. 

Dog, A manrellotu witty fellow, I assure yon ; but I will go 
about with him. Come yoa hither, sirrah ; a word in your ear : 
sir, I say to yon, it-is thought you are false knayes. 

Bora. Sir, I say to you we are none. 

Dog, WeU, stand aside. 'Fore Grod, they are both in a tale. 
Have you writ down, that they are none ? 

Sex. Master constable, you go not the way to examine : you 
must eall forth the watch tiiat are their accusers. 30 

Dog. Yea, many, that 's the eftest way. Let the w^hi^^wjy 
forth. Masters, I charge you, in the Prince's name, i^^cum 
these men. 

First WcOch. This man said, sir, that Don John, the Prince's 
brother, was a yillain. 

Dog. Write down Prince John a yillain. Why, this is fla(. 
perjury, to call a prince's brother yillain. ^"^^ 

Bora. Master constable, — 

Dog. Pray thee, fellow, peace: I do not like thy look, I 
promise thee. ,40 \ 

Sex. What heard you him say else ? ^ ^ 

Sec Wateh. Marry, that he had receiyed a thousand ducats 
of Don John for accusing the Lady Hero wrongfully. 

Dog. Flat burglary as oyer was committed. 

Verg. Tea, by mass, that it is. 

Sex. What else, feUow ? 

First Wa^eh. And that Count Claudio did mean, upon his 
words, to disgrace Hero before the whole assembly, and not 
marry her. 49 

Dog. O yillain ! thou wilt be condemn'd into eyerlasting re- 
demption for this. 

Sex. What else? 

Wateh. ThisisalL 

Sex. And this is more, masters, than you can deny. Prince 
John is this morning secretly stolen away ; Hero was in this 
manner accus'd, in this yeiy manner refus'd, and upon the grief 
of this suddenly died. Master constable, let these men be bound, 
and brought to Leonato's : I will go before and show him their 
examination. [Snf. 

Dog. Come, let them be opinion'd. 60 

Verg. Let them be in the hands— 

Con. Off, coxcomb ! 

Dog. God 's my life, where 's the sexton ? let him write down 
the lice's officer coxcomb. Come, bind them. Thou naughty 
yarlet! 
Can* Away ! you are an ass, you are an ass. 

•• ^Bimiom'd: Dogh^aj*» fom of plaionids bound. 
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Dog. Dost thoa not sospoet my place ? dort tlioa not munect 
my yean? O that he were here to write me down an aas! Bat, 
masters^ remember that I am an aas ; though it be not writ- 
ten down, yet forget not that I am an ass. No, thoa villain, thoa 
art fall olt piety, as shall be proved apon thee by good witness. 
I am a wise fellow, and, which is more, an officer, and, which is 
more, a hooseholder, and, which is more, as pretty a piece of 
flesh as any is in Messina, and one that knows the law, go to ; 
and a rich fellow enoag^ go to ; and a fellow that haUi had 
losses, and one that hath two gowns and every thing handsome 
aboat him. Bring him away. O that I had been writ down 
an ass ! (Ammm. 

. — '^^ ACT V. 

ScxNB I. Btfort Leon ATO's A<mM • 
in»Ur Lmvaso and Aarono. 

Ant. li yoa go on thas, yoa will kill yoarself ; 
And 't IB not wisdom thos to second gri^ 
Against yoarself. 

Lean. I pray thee, cease thy eoansdy 

Which falls into mine ears as profitless 
As water in a sieve : give not me coansel; 
Nor let no comforter delight mine ear 
Bat sach a one whose wrongs do salt with mineb 
Bring me a father that so lov'd his child, 
Whose joy of her is overwhelm'd like mine^ 
And bid him speak of patience ; lo 

Measare his woe the length and breadth of mine 
And let it answer every strain for strain, 
As thas for thas and sach a grief for sach, 
In every lineament, branch, shape, and form : 
If sach a one will smile and stroke his beaid. 
Bid sorrow wag, cry ^' hem I ** when he shoald groan. 
Patch grief wiOi proverbs, make misfortune dnmk 
With candle-wasters ; bring him yet to me, 
And I of him will gather patience. 

But there is no sa<£ man : for, brother, men ee 

Can coansel and speak comfort to that grief 
Which they themselves not feel ; but, tasting it^ 
Their counsel turns to passion, which before 
Would give preceptial medicine to rage. 
Fetter strong madness in a sitken thread, 

n thai kaih Mod to$tu. IaooiD]irilMiuibl« ; uidprobablj oornipt QiMUt.»lkri 
kathbad kon$t, 
M timtamnu ; proooimoed proptdy In Hum ijlkblM, lUu^amHU. 
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Charm ache with air and agony with words : 

No, no ; 'tis all men's office to speak patience 

To those that wring nnder the load of sorrow. 

But no man's virtae nor sofficiency 

To be so moral when he shall endure ^ 

The like himself. Therefore give me no eoansel : 

My grie& cry loader than advertisement 

Ant. Therein do men from children nothing diilar. 
4--^ Lean. I pray thee, peace. I will be flesh and blood ; 

For there was never yet philosopher 

That eoold endure the toothache patiently, 
I However they have writ the style of gods 

And made a push at ohanoe and sufferance. 
AnL Yet bend not all the harm upon yourself ; 

Make those that do offend you suffer too. 43 

^ ^' Lean. There thou speak'st reason : nay, I will do so. 

My soul doth tell me Hero is belied ; 

And that shall Qaadio know ; so sludl the Prince 

And all of them that thus dishonour her. 

AnL Here comes the Prince and Qaadio hastily. 

JPiUir Dov Pipmo and Cunam. 

D. Pedro, Good den, good den* 

Claud. Good day to both of you. 

Leon. Hoar yon, my lords, — 

D. Pedro, We have some haste, Leonata 

, Leon. Some haste, my lord ! well, fare you well, my lord : 
Are you so hashr now ? well, all is one. 

2>. Pedro. Nay, do not quarrel with us, good old man. 50 

Ant. If he cooId right lumself with quarreling. 
Some of us would lie low. 

ClcLiud* Who wrongs him ? 

Leon. Marry, thou dost wrong me ; thou dissembkr, tium : — - 
Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy sword ; 
I fear thee not 

Claud. Marry, beshrew my hand, 

If it should give your age such caose of fear : 
In faith, my hand meant nothing to my sword. 

Leon. TWi, tush, man ; never fleer and jest at ma : 
I speak not like a dotard nor a fool, 

As nnder privilege of age to brag 60 

What I have done being young, or what would do 
Were I not old. Enow, Claudio, to th^ head, 
Thou hast so wrong'd mine innocent child and me 
That I am f orc'd to lay my reverence by 

» Miiwral : Ihtftit, fopalto&tt pAtioDM beiac one of tlM iiMnl flltMt. 
» MfoiffifMNMtf.' ft forotd nw of tlM wovd for adiiioBltloD. 
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840 MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. [Aor ▼ 

And, with grey hairs and bniifle of many days, 

Do challenge thee to trial of a man. 

I say thou hast belied mine innocent child ; 

Thy slander hath gone throogh and through her hearty 

And she lies buried with her ancestors ; 

0» in a tomb where never scandal slept, 70 

Save this of hers, fram'd by thy villany 1 

Claud. My yillany ? 

Leon. Thine, Clandio ; thine, I say. 

2). Pedro. Yon say not right, old man. 

Leon. My lord, my lord, 

1 11 prove it on his body, if he dare. 
Despite his nice fence and his active practice, 
His May of youth and bloom of lustihood. 

Clavd. Away ! I will not have to do with you. 

Leon. Oanst thou so daff me? Thou hast kill'd my ehild: 
If thou kill'st me, boy, thou shalt kill a man. 

Ant. He shall kill two of us, and men indeed : 80 

But that's no matter; let him kill one first; 
Win me and wear me ; let him answer me. 
Come, follow me, boy ; come, sir boy, come, follow me : 
Sir boy, I '11 whip you from your f oming fence ; 
Nay, as I am a gentleman, I wilL 

Leon. Brother, — 

Ant. Content yourself. God knows I lov'd my nieoe ; 
And she is dead, slander'd to death by villains, 
That dare as well answer a man indeed 

As I dare take a serpent by the tongue : 90 

Boys, apes, braggarts. Jacks, milksops ! 

Leon. Brother Antony, ~- 

Ant. Hold you content What, man ! I know them, yea. 
And what they weigh, even to the utmost scruple, — 
Scambling, out-&cing, fashion-mong'ring boyn. 
That lie and cog and flout, deprave and slander. 
Go antidy, show outward hideousness, 
And speak off half a dozen dangerous words, 
How they might hurt their enemies, if they durst ; 
And this is aU. 

Leon. But, brother Antony, — 

Ant. Come, 't is no matter: 100 

Do not you meddle ; let me deal in this. 

D. Pedro. Gentlemen both, we will not wake your patience. 
My heart is sorry for your daughter's death : 
But, on my honour, she was charg'd with nothing 
But what was true and very full of proof. 

Leon. My lord, my lord, -^ 
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2>. Pedro* I will not hear yoa. 
vv Leon. No? Come, brother ; away! I wiU be heucL 

Ant. And shall, or soina of as wiU smart for it 109 

Z>. Pedro. See, see ; here comes the man we went to seek. 

Jhi€r BmDiOK. 

Claud. Now, signior, what news ? 

^ana. Good day, my lord. 

D. Pedro. Welcome, signior : you are almost come to part 
almost a fr^. 

Claud* We had like to haye had our two noses snapp'd off 
with two old men without teeth. 

2>. Pedro. Leonato and his brother. What think'st thou ? 
Had we fought, I doubt we should have been too young for them. 

JBene. In a false quarrel there is no true yalour. I came to 
seek you both. 120 

Claud. We have been up and down to seek thee ; for we are 
high-proof me]anch<^y and would fain have it beaten away* 
Wilt ihou use thy wit? 

Bene. It is in my scabbard : shall I draw it? 

D. Pedro. Dost thou wear thy wit by thy side ? 

Claud. Never any did so, though very many have been be- 
side their wit I wm bid thee draw, as we do the minstrels ; 
draw, to pleasure us. 

D. Pedro. As I am an honest man, he looks pale. Art thou 
sick, or an gry ? 130 

Claud. What, courage, man ! What though care kill'd a cat, 
ihou hast mettle enough in thee to kill care. 

Bene. Sir, I shall meet your wit in the career, an you charge 
it Munst me. I pray you choose another subject 

^aud. Nay, Ihen, give him another staff: this last was 
broke across. 

D. Pedro. By this light, he changes more and more: I 
Uunk he be angry indeed. 

Claud. If h& be, he knows how to turn his girdle. 

Bene. Shall I speak a word in your ear? 140 

Claud. God bless me from a challenge I 

Bene. [A Meto Clau dioJl_JYon are 'k villain ; I jest not : I 
wQl make g F^od ^hdwyoirSGj^, witiB wEa£ you dare, and when 

Cn dare. Do me' fight, or I wiU protestyour cowardice. Tou 
ve IdM'd a sweet lady, and~Eer death shall &11 heavy on you. 
Let me hear^rom your-- 

Claud. Well,'T'wiU meet you, so I may have good cheer. 

»• hrokt aavMs: an mllvaSoa to ib* tUt-jixd, wImn Um knight wm •bAmed ib* gtafl 
tC irhon ipfltf WM bvolwn MVOM* 
n* trnn kUgMk : wnstkn temtd fbalr KlnUet» to M14 the hnoklM tehind thair 
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2>. Fedro. What, a feast, a feast? 

Claud. F faith, I thank him; he hath hid me to a ealfs 
head and a capon; the which if I do not carve most eariouslj, 
saj my knife 's naught Shall I not find a woodcock too ? 151 

Bene. Sir, your wit ambles well ; it goes easily. 

D.Pedro. 1 11 teU thee how Beatrice prais'd thy wit the other 
day. I said, thoa hadst a fine wit : <<Trae,'' said she, ''a fine 
Uttle one." '' No," said I, << a great wit : " <' Bight," says she, 
« a great gross one." *< Nay," said I, " a good wit : " " Just," 
said she, "it hnrte nobody.'^ ""Nay," said I, '<the gentleman 
is wise:" '< Certain," said she, <<awise gentleman." ''Nay," 
said I, ''he hath the tongues: " "That I helieye," said die, 
" for he swore a thing to me on Monday ni^t, which he for- 
swore on Tuesday morning ; there 's a douhle tongue ; there 's 
two tongues." Thus did she, an hour together, trans-diape thy 
particular virtues : yet at last she concluded with a sigh, thou 
wast the prop'rest man in Italy. 

Claud. For the which she wept heartily and said she car'd not 

D. Fedro. Yea, that she did ; but yet, for all that, an if she 
did not hate him deadly, she would Jove him dearly : the old 
man's daughter told us luL 

Claud. All, all ; and, moreover, God saw him when he was 
hid in the garden. 170 

2>. Fedro. But when shall we set the savage bull's horns on 
the sensible Benedick's head ? 

Cla/ud. Yea, and text underneath, "Here dwells Benedick 
the married man " ? 

Bene. Fare you well, boy : you know my mind. I will leave 
you now to your gossip-like humour : yon break jests as bra^ 
sarts do their blades, which, God be thanked, hurt not mj 
u>rd, for your many oourtesies Z thank you : I must discontinue 
your company : yoQjr brother the bastard is fled from Messina: 
yon h ave am ong you IgU^d ^ sweet and innocent lady. For my 
Lor4 Lackbeard tiiere, he and I shall meet i and, till then, 
peace be with him. [Eut, ' 

D. Fedro. He is in earnest 
. Claud. In most profound earnest ; and, 1 11 warrant you, for 
the love of Beatrice. 

D. Fedro. And hath dialleng'd thee. 

Claud. Most sincerely. 

D. Fedro. What a pretty thing man is when he geee in his 
doublet and hose and leaves off his wit I ^ 189 

Claud. He is then a giant to an ape ; but then is an ape a 
doctor to such a man. 

D. Fedro. But, soft you, let me be : pluck up, mj heart, and 
be sad. Did he not say, my brother was fled ? 

i«jir0p*r<K = il]ictt,l 
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MMm So0BBn, ynmUt omd tkt Watch, wiA Oonu»B «mI Bomaodd. 

Dog. Come ycmy air : if justice eumot tame you, she shall 
ne'er weigh more leasona in her balance: nay, an yon be ft 
eorsing hypoerite once, yon most be look'd to. 

2>. Fearo. How now ? two of my brother's men boond ! 
Borachio one! 

Claud. Hearken after their offence, my lord. 

2>. Ped/ro^ Officers, what offence have these men ^^^ ? 200 

Dog. Vtttit^J BB^ ti^gy have _Qommitted false report; more- 
over, ibey have spotyil lURhillisr secondarily, they are slanders ; 
sixth and lastly, they have belied a lady; thirdlv, they have 
verified nnjnst thinss ; and, to oondade, they are lying knaves. 

2>. Podro. First, 1 ask thee what they have done ; thirdly, I 
ask thee what 's their offence ; sixth and lastlv, why they are 
committed ; and, to eondode, what yon lay to fneir dbarge. 

Claud. Sightly reasoned, and in his own division ; and, by 
my troth, there 's one meaning well suited. ao9 

D. Pedro. Who have yon offended, masters, that yon are 
thus bomid to yoor answer ? this learned constable is too con- 
niiu^ to be nnderstood : what 's yoor offence ? 

Sora. SweetlMnce, let me go no farther to mine answer : do 
yon hear me, and let this count kill me. Z have deceived even 
yoor very eyes : what yonr wisdoms could not discover, these 
shallow fools havi9 brought to li^t; who in the night overheard 
me confessing to this man how Don John yoor brother incensed 
me to slander the Lady Hero, how yon were brought into the 
orchard and saw me court Margaret in Hero's garments, how 
yoQ disgrae'd her, when yon shodd marry her : my villany they 
have upon record ; which I had rather seal with my death than 
repeat over to my shame. The lady is dead upon mine and 
my master's^false accusation ; and, briefly, I desire nothing but 
the reward of a villain. 

D. Pedro. Buns not this speech like iron through your Uood? 

CUwd. I have drunk poison whiles he utter'd it 

D. Pedro. But did my brother set thee on to this ? 

Bora. Yea, and paid me richly for the practice of it. 

D. Pedro. He is composed and fram'd oi treachery : 
And fled he is upon this villany. 230 

Claud. Sweet Hero ! now thy image doth appear 
In the rare semblaaee that I lov'd it first 

Dog. Come, bring away the plaintiffs : by this time our sex* 
ton hath ref ormed Siguier Leonato of the matter : and, masters, 
do not forget to specify, when time and place shall serve, that 
I am an ass. 

Verg. Here, here comes master Siguier Leonato, and the 
sexton too. 

VT imtmwf — inBiHil| liwtipttil 

t 
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ll»«iKr LiMiASD mud kjnQin% vtUk thi Bafcon. 

Leon. Wbich is the yiUain ? let me see his eyes. 
That, when I note another man like him, 24a 

I may ayoid him : which of these is he? 

Bora. If yon would know your wronger, look on me. 

Lean. Art thon the slave that with thy hreadi hast kill'd 
Mine innocent child ? 

Bora. Yea, eyen Z alone. 

Lean. No, not so, villain; thon heliest thyself: 
Here stand a pair of honourable men ; 
A third is fle^ that had a hand in it. 
I thank yon, princes, for my daughter's death : 
Record it with your high and worthy deeds : 
Twas bravely done, if you bethink you of it 150 

Claud. I know not how to pray your patience ; 
Yet I must speak. CShooee your revenge yourself ; 
Impose me to what penance your invention 
Can lay upon my sin : yet sinn'd I not 
But in mistaking. 

2). Pedro. Bj my soul, nor I : 

And yet, to satisfy this good old man, 
I would bend under any heavy weight 
That he 11 enjoin me to. 

Leon. I cannot bid you bid my daughter live; 
That were impossible : but, I pray you both» j6o 

Possess the people in Messina here 
How innocent iie died ; and if your love 
Can labour oug^t in sad invention. 
Hang her an epitaph upon her tomb 
And sing it to her bones, sing it to-night : 
To-morrow morning come you to my nouse, 
And flonce you eould not be my son-in-law, 
Be yet my nephew : my brother hath a dan^iter, 
Almost the copy of my child that 's dead, 
And she alone is heir to both of us : 170 

Glive her the right you should have given her cousin^ 
And so dies my revenge. 

Claud. O noble sir. 

Your over-kindness doth wring tears from me 1 
I do embrace your offer ; and dispose 
For henceforth of poor Glandio. 

Leon. To-morrow then I wiU expect your coming ; 
To-night I take my leave. This naughty man 
Shall face to face be brought to Mar^wet, 

■n And MO diti my rtffong$. In Um ttaoM eondnet of Leonftto and Gteadlo, by wUdi 
ft* «iid of 11m jphj it hudatod up, 8. probdily followed toiiie pndMcaor. 
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Who I belieye waa pack'd in all this wrong, 
Hir*d to it by your brother. 

Borct. No, by my soul, she was not, s8o 

Nor knew not wliat she did when she spoke to me, 
Bat always hath been jnst and Yirtaoos 
In any tbwg that I do know by her. 

Dog» Moreover, sir, which indeed is not under white and 
blaek, this pLiintiff here, the offender, did call me ass : I be- 
seech yon, let it be rememb'red in his pnnishment. And also, 
the watch heard them talk of one Deformed : they say he wears 
a key in his ear and a lock hanging by it, and borrows money in 
God's name, the which he hath osmL so long and neyer paid that 
now men grow hard-hearted and will lend nothing for God's 
sake: pray yon, examine him npon that point 291 

Lwm, I thank thee for thy care and honest pains. 

Dog. Your worship speaks like a most thankful and reverend 
youth ; and I praise GckI for you. 

Leon. There 's for thy pains. 

Dog. God save the foundation I 

Leon. Go, I discharge thee of thy prisoner, and I thank thee. 

Dog. I IcAve an arrant knave with your worship ; which I 
beseech your worship to correct yourself, for the example of 
others. God keep your worship I I wish your worship well ; 
Ghni restore you to health ! I humbly give you leave to depart ; 
and if a merry meeting may be wish'd, Grod prohibit it ! Come, 

neighbour. [Kxemu Dogbrnw amd V§rg^ 

Leon. Until to-morrow morning, lords, farewelL 
Ant Farewell, my lords : we look for you to-morrow. 
D. Pedro. We will not faiL 

Claud. To-night 1 11 mourn with Hero. 

Leon. ITo the Watch.'] Bring you these fellows on. We 'U 

talk with Margaret, 

How her acquaintance grew with this lewd fellow. [J 

ScENB II. Lbonato's garden. 



Bene. Pray thee, sweet Mstreas Marwet, deserve well at 
my hands W helping me to the speech of Beabnce. 

Mara. Will you then write me a sonnet in praise of my 
beauty? 

JSene. In so high a style, Margaret, that no man living shall 
eome over it ; for, in most comely tmdi, thou deservest it 

*** packed = Implioated, ioTolTed. 

M a0d tone lh$ fomtdaiiom. ThelonaoUof thankigiTiiig wifh thoM ivbo notiTid 
ilmi At tlM fitai of nlkloiu hooMt. 
m utfdsi}mm,km. 
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Marff. To haye no man oome oTor me I why, shall I alwajya 
keep Mow stain ? 

Bene. Thy wit is as quick as the gnjbxmod'B moaih; it 
catches. lo 

Marg. And yoms as Uant as tfie fencer's foils, which hit, bat 
hurt not* 

Bene. Amost manly wit, Margairet; it will not hnrt a woman: 
and so, I pray thee, call Beatrice : I give thee the bucklers. 

Marg. Qive as the swords ; we have backlers of oar own. 

Bene. If yoa ose them, Margaret, yoa most pat in tibe pikes 
with a vice ; and they are dangeroas weapons for maids. 

Marff. Well, I will call Beatrice to yoa, who I think hadi legs. 

Bene. And therefore will come. {SKitMmgmu, 

[Sing».] The god of love, so 

That sitg aboT6, 
And knows me. and knows me, 
How pidfol I deserve, ^ 

I mean in singing ; bat in loving, Leander the good swimmer, 
Troilas the fbrst employer of panders, and a whole bookfal of 
these quondam carpetnnongers, whose names yet run smoothly 
in tibe eyen road of a blank yerse, why, they were never so truly 
turned over and over as my poor self in love. Marry, I cannot 
show it in rhyme ; IterehSnecTl I can find out no rhyme to 
" lady " but " baby," an innocent riiyme ; for " scorn," " horn," 
a hard rhyme ; for *^ school," ** fool," a babbling riiyme ; vexy 
ominous endings : no, I was not bom under a myming planet, 
nor I cannot woo in festival terms. 



Sweet Beatrice, wouldst thou come when I caU'd thee ? 

Beat. Yea, signior, and depart when you bid me. 

Bens. O, stay but till then I 

Beat. ^* Then " is spoken ; fare you well now : and yet, ere 
I go, let me go with that I came for ; which is, with knowing 
what hath pass'd between you and Clandio. 

Bene. Only foul words ; and thereupon I wiU kiss thee. 40 

Beat. Foul words is but foul wind, and foul wind is but foul 
breath, and foul breath is noisome ; therefore I will depart un- 
kiss'd. 

Bene. Thou hast frighted tibe word out of his right sense, so 
forcible is thy wh. But I must tell thee plainly, Clandio under- 
goes my challenge ; and either I must shortly hear from him, 
or I wiU subscribe him a coward. And, I pray thee now, tell 
me for which of my bad parts didst thou first fall in love with me? 

Be€U. For them all together ; which maintained so politic a 
state of evil that they will not admit any good part to inter- 
>* ghe tku tk§ ^mMtn =: aeknowladge nysaU beatML A p iDftrhial ^hrua 
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ndngle with them. Bat for which of my good parts did yon 
ftnt suffer We for me ' 

Bene. Suffer love I a good epithet ! I do suffer love indeed, 
lor I We thee against my wilL 

JBiMt In spite of your heart, I think ; alas, poor heart ! If 
yoa spite it ror my sake, I will spite it for yours ; for I will 
never lo^e that which my friend hates. 

Bene. Thoa and I are too wise to woo peaceaUy. 

Beat. It i^»pears not in this confession : there 's not one wise 
man among twenty that will praise himself. 60 

Bene. An old, an old instance, Beatrice, Aat liyed in the 
time of good neighbours. If a man do not erect in this age his 
own tond) ere he dies, he shall live no longer in monument than 
the bell rings and the widow weeps. 

Beat. And how long is that, think yoa? 

Bene. Qoestion : why, an hoar in damoor and a quarter in 
rheum : therefore is it most expedient for the wise, if Don Worm, 
his conscience, find no impediment to the contranr, to be the 
trumpet of his own virtues, as I am to myself. So much for 
praismg myself, who, I mysdf will bear witnioss, is praiseworthy: 
and now tdl me, how dodi your cousin ? 71 

Beat. YerrilL 

Bene. And how do you? 

Beat. Very ill too. 

Bene. Serve God, We me and mend* There will I leave 
you too^ for here comes one in haste. 

BHUrJivaLk. 

Un. Madam, you must come to your undo. Yonder *s old 
edl at home : it is proved my Ladv Hero hath been falsely ac- 
eus'd, the Prince and Ckadio miflfatily abus'd ; and Don John 
is the author of all, who is fled and gone. Will you come pres- 
ently? 81 

ieat. Will you go hear this news, signior ? 

Bene. I will live in thy heart, die in thy lap and be buried in 
thy eyes ; and moreover 1 will go with thee to thy unde's. 

Sosn m. A ckwrek. 

Claud. Is this the monument of Leonato? 

A Lard. It is, my brd. 

Claiud. [Beading out cf a $erM.'\ 

Done to death hj danderoiis tonguss 

W«i the Hero that here U«tt 
Dsath, in guerdon of her wrongs, 

GiTes ber fame whidi never diss. 



fT MttUss gwt eoa fa ilep. 
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So the Ufo that died with shame 
LiToe in death with glorion* fame. 

Hang^ thou there apon the tomb, 

Frainng her when I am dumb. 19 

NoTi; miuic, sonnd, and sing your solemn hymn. 



Pardon, goddess of the night. 
Those that slew thy viigin knight ; 
For the which, with sonn of woe. 
Round about her tomb they go. 

Midnight, assist our moan i 

Help OS to sigh and gioan» 
Heayily, heavily : 

Graves, yawn and yield your dead. 

Till death be uttered, » 

Heavily, heavily. 

CUvud. Now, nnto thy bones good ni^^t! 
Yearly will I do this rite. 
2). Pedro. Good morrow, masters ; pat yonr torches out : 

The wolves have prey'd ; and look, the gentle day. 
Before the wheels of Fhcsbns, round about 

Dapples the drowsy east with spots of grey. 
Thanks to you all, and leave us : fare you welL 

Claud. Grood morrow, masters : each his several way. 
2). Pedro. Come, let us hence, and put on other weeds ; 50 

And then to Leonato's we will go. 
Claud* And H3nnen now with luckier issue speed 's 

Than this for whom we render'd up this woe. (Awmi. 

80KNI IV. A room in Lkonato's /kouM. 

»HUr iMMifo, AaroHio, Bbodiob, Ba^ntoB, MABOABar, Uisoia, VaiAa Vauran, ead 

Hno. 

Friar. Did I not tell you she was innocent ? 

Leon, So are the Prince and Claudio, who accus'd her 
Upon the error that you heard debated : 
Bat Margaret was in some &alt for this. 
Although against her will, as it appears 
In the true course of all the question. 

Ant. Well, I am glad that all things sort so welL 

Bene. And so am I, being else by fiuth enf6rc*d 
To call young Claudio to a reckoning for it 

Leon, W^ daughter, and you gentlewomen all, m 

» aniB dealA ft« tiO«rHl: an olitean •llntioB to tlM 
Si apud '«=gpeed uf . 
* MftaBumage OmbimIvm hi ocdw. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



BcBiTB IV.] MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 849 

Withdraw into a chamber by yourselTefl, 

And when I send for voji, eome hither mask'd. immuLUiM. 

The ^^^ril Vf^ifilff"^^'^ promis'd by this hour 

To ^dsirme. Yoa^ow your office, brother : 

You must be &ther to your brother's daaghter. 

And give her to young daudio. 

Ant. Which I will do with confirm'd countenance. 

BeM. Friar, I must entreat your pains, I think. 

JBHoBT. To do what, signior ? 

Bene. To bind me, or undo me ; one of them. ao 

Signior Leonato, truth it is, good signior, 
Tour niece regurds me with an eye of &yonr. 

Leon. That eye my daughter lent her : 't is most troe. 

Bene. And I do with an ^e of love requite her. 

Leon. Thesight whereof 1 think you had from moy 
From Claadio and the Prince : but what 's your will? 

Bene. Your answer, sir, is enigmatical : 
But, for my will, my will is your good will 
May stand with ours, this day to be conjoin'd 
In the state of honourable marriage : jo 

In which, good friar, I shall desire your help. 

Leon. My heart is with your liking. 

Friar. And my help. 

Here comes the Prince and Cbuidio. 

JtiUtr DovPdbo flMl GL4UDI0, omd two m lAne irt iw . 

2). Pedro. Good morrow to this fair assembly. 

Leon, Grood morrow, Prince ; good morrow, Gkadio: 
We here attend you. Are you yet determined 
To^y to many with my brother's danghter? 

Clavd. 1 11 hold my mind, were she an Ethiope. 

Leon, Call her forth, brother; here 's the friar ready. 

[ABrfUlUMlM. 

D. Fedro. Grood morrow. Benedick. Why, what's the 
matter, '40 

That you have such a February face, 
80 full of frost, of storm and doudiness ? 

CUmd. I think he thinks upon the savage bulL 
Tush, fear not, man ; we 11 tip thy horns with gold 
And all Europa shall rejoice at thee. 
As once Europa did at lusty Jove, 
When he would play the noble beast in lore. 

Bene. Bull Jove, sir, had an amiable low ; 
And some such strange bull leap'd your father's oow^ 
And got a calf in that same noble feat 58 

Much like to you, for you have just his bleat. 

Claud, For tUs I owe you : here comes other reekonings. 
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lb-«iK«r Amoaio, wUh tkt I«di« mtahtd. 
Which ifl the hidy I most seize upon ? 

AnL Thifl nine is she, and I do siye yon her. 

Clmid. Why, then she 's mine. Sweet, let me see tout fiuMb 

Leon. No» Uwt yon shall not, till you take her hand 
Before this friar and swear to marry her. 

Cla/ud. Give me your hand : before this holy friar, 
I am your husband, if von like of me. 5^ 

Hero. And when I liy'd, I was yoor other wife : [OmmmMw. 
And when yon lov'd, yoa were my other hnsband. 

CUmuL Another Hero ! 

Hera. Nothing eertainer : 

One Hero died defiled ; but I do hve ; 
And sorely as I live, I am a maid. 

D.Pedro. The former Hero ! Hero that is dead ! 

Leon. She died, my lord, but whiles her dander liVd. 

Friar. All this amazement can I qoalify ; 
When after that the holy rites are ended, 
1 11 tell you largely of fiur Hero's death : 
Meantime let wonder seem familiar, 70 

And to the chapel let ns prese ntly. 

Bene. Soft and &ir, fnar. Which is Beatrtoe? 

Beat. [^Uhmashing.'] I answer to that name* What is your 

Bene. Do not yoa lore me ? 

Beat. ' Why, no ; no more than reason. 

Bene. Why, then your nnde and the Frince and Ghmdio 
Have been deceived ; they swore yoa did. 

Beat Do not yoa lore me ? 

Bene. Troth, no ; no more than reason 

Beat. Why, then my coosin Margaret and Ursola 
Are mach deceived ; for they did swear yoa did. 80 

Bene. They swore that yoa were almost sick for me. 

Beat. They swore that yoa were well-nigh dead for me. 

Bene. 'T is no sach matter. Then yoa do not love me ? 

Beat. No, truly, but in friendly recompense. 

Leon. Come, cousin, I am sure you love the gentleman. 

Clavd. And 1 11 be sworn upon 't that he loves her ; 
For here 's a paper written in Us hand, 
A halting sonnet of his own pure brain, 
Fashion'd to Beatrice. 

Hero. And here 's another 

Writ in my cousin's hand, stolen from her pocket, 91 

Containing her affection unto Benedick. 

Bene. A miracle I here 's our own hands against our hearta 
Come, I wiU have thee ; but, by this light, I take thee for pity. 
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B&U. I would not deny yoa; but, by this good day, I yield 
upon great penoaoon; and pajrtly to saTe yoor life, for I wm 
tdd yoa were in a eonsomption. 

Bme. Peace! I will stop your moath. [ta$tkigim. 

D.Pedro. Howdostthooy Benedick, the married man? 

Bens. 1 11 tell thee what. Prince ; a ooUege of wit-oraekers 
cannot flout me out of my homoor. Dost thmi think I care for 
a satire or an epigramr No: if a man wiU he beaten with 
brains, he shall wear nothing handsome aboat him. In brief, 
since I do purpose to manyy I will think nothing to any pnrpose 
Aat the world can say agamst it; and therefore never float a^i 
me for what I have said against it: for man is a ffiddy thinff, 
and this is my condosbn. For thy part, Clandio^ I did thiu 
to have beaten thee ; bat in that thoa art like to be my triiMmiMij 
live unbrois'd and We my coosin. io8 

Claud. I had well hop'd thoa wooldst have denied Beatrice, 
that I mi|^ have cndgell'd thee oat of thy single life, to make 
thee a doable-dealer ; ^pdiich, oat of qaestion, d^ wilt be, if my 
coasin do not look exceeding narrowly to thee. 

Bene. Come, come, we are friends : let 's have a dance ere 
we are married, that we may lig^iten oar own hearts and oar 
wives' heels. 

Leon. We 11 have dancing afterward. 

Bene. First, of my word; therefore plav, masic Prince, 
thoa art sad; get thee a wife, get thee a wife : there is no staff 
more reverend than one tipp'd with horn. 



Mese. My lord, yoor brother John is ta'en in flight, lao 

And broaght with armed men back to Messina. 

Bene. Think not on him till to^norrow: 111 devise thee 
brave punishments for him. Strike op, pipers. [Dtmm. 



^tWdwUkham, OMof tbt«nmtlMiaUoilflBf toeodBOldiyMttMliwTiteblt 
oil ' — 
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LOVE'S LABOUB« LOST. 



INTRODUCTION. 

This oomedy wm first published in 1598, in which year also it is 
mentioned by Francis Meres. Bat the title page of this quarto edi- 
tion tells ns that it is therein set forth ** newly corrected and ang* 
mented; " and in a little poem called Aiba, wldch was published in 
1598, Bobert Tofte says : — 

** Love's Labour Lost! I onoo did see a play 
Tcleped so; so called to my paine.** 
The weed *'once" shows that in 1598 Tofte's pafai was not recent 
To this external CTidence that in 1598 Love's LtAour *$ Lo9i had 
been written some years, there Is added the supporting internal evi- 
dence of its constructimi, its style, and its versification. The lat- 
ter particularly, in its use of rhjrme, and in its comparatively con- 
strained rhythm, shows that this comedy is one of its author's very 
earliest works. Tet, even as we have it, we must remember it is 
corrected and augmented. Hence there is a general consent among 
the critical students of Shakespeare that this is probably his very 
first wholly original dramatic work. That it was produced nearly ten 
years before the quarto edition was published, I feel very sure. The 
style of those passages which are themselves evidence that they were 
written on the revision and augmentation, shows that this could not 
have taken place eariier than 1597 or 1598. No tale or play of 
which this comedy is an adaptation has been discovered. But with- 
out a doubt tliere was such a tale or play, and of French origin. 
Not only Is the whole air and cast of the piece as French as the 
names of the personages and the scene of the action, but verbal ves- 
tiges of a French predecessor are surely to be seen in the Princess's 
command ** Break up this capon^^' in the appearance on two occa- 
sions of the strong French negative jMnn^, and in the use of uignew 
instead of tignxofr. As to the period of the action, it may possibly 
be the reign of Charles, King of Navarre, who surrendered the Castle 
of Cherbourg and certain lordships to the King of France for the 
Duchy of Nemours and the promise of 200,000 gold crowns. 
S3 
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DRAMATIS FEBSONJB. 

FkRDniAim^ hmgqfNavarr; il>n4i» a ooMteUt. 

LoHOA vizxB, > jSj'If'*"**^ on tt« J j|oth^ ™^ j^ Jrmodou 

DuicAnr, J '^••^- TTFartdtr. 

BoTST, I^Mtii ottemKiiff m a« 

MSBOADB, J Frineess if France. The Priroim ^ JVoiMi. 

, Don AdBIANO DB AbMADO, » foM- MaBIAi f JWataT^^^ 

^ foilteaZ iSTpanian^. KATHARim, J ''^'"**«^ 

^ Sir NATHAauLy a (wrvto. jAQUBunrA, a wm n tr j f waacA. 

1 HoLorBBniMi A jdkooAMMtor* lMrd$f jlfftmlfliiff, tflou 
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Acrr L 

SoKHB I. The king rf Na9arre^$ park. 
■MAP, Mmg •/ JU to i w r w , Bbmm, Low Amu, — < Dwmfc 

King. Let fame, Aat all hunt after in their liyesy 
Live regiBtor'd upon our brasen tombs 
And thai grace ns in the disgrace of death ; 
When, spite of cormorant, devonring Time, . ; 

The endea^rour of this preeent brftatnjgy b^j 

That honour which shall ba^^Eis scyliie's keen edge 

And make ns heirs of aU etemilr. 

Theref ore, brave conqnerors, — for so yon are. 

That war against your own affections 

And tibe hnge army of the world's desires, -» lo 

Our late edict shall stron^y stand in force : 

Navarre shall be the wonder of the world ; 

Our court shall be a little Academe, 

StiU and contemplatiye in living art. 

Yon three, Birone, Domain, and Longaville, 

Have sworn for tluree years' term to hre with me 

My fellow-scholars, and to keep those statatee 

That are recorded in this schednle here : 

Your oaths are pass'd ; and now sabscribe year names, 

That his own hiuid may strike his honour down so 

That vioUktes tibe smallest branch herein : 

If yoa are ann'd to do as sworn to do, 

Sabscribe to yonr deep oaths, and keep it too. 

Long. I am resoly'd ; 't is bat a three years' fast: 
The mmd shall banquet, though the body pine : 
Fat punches have lean pates, and dainty bits 
Make rich the ribs, but bankrout quite the wits* 

Dum. My loving lord. Domain is mortified : 
The tmmm manner of these world's delights 
He throws upon tfie gross world's baser sUves : 30 

• tato = blvat. 

^hupU too: Uk «naipto.iK»t of ** ShakwpMmHi gnaunv,*' boT of fht 
■Mi of Um p«iod, portteaiariT In plaj-wrltliiff Mid ptoy-prlnttng. 
»AaiiArMM7TlM0ldtp«lliac ^ ^^ -*.-:• 
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To love, to wealth, to pomp, I pine and die ; 
Witih all these liying in philosophy. 

Bvr. I can but say their protestation over ; 
So much, dear liege, I have already sworn, 
That is, to live and study here three years. 
But there are other strict observances ; 
As, not to see a woman in that term, 
Which I hope well is not enrolled there ; 
And one day in a week to toach no food 
And but one meal on every day beside, 
The ^pdiich I hope is not enrolled there ; 
And then, to sleep bat three hoars in the ni^^ 
And not be seen to wink of all the day — 
When I was wont to think no harm aU ni^ 
And make a dark night too of half the day— > 
Which I hope well is not enrolled there : 
O, these are barren tasks, too hard to keep. 
Not to see ladies, stady, &8t, not sleep ! 

King. Yoar oath is pass'd to pass away from these. 

Bir. Let me say no, my liege, an if yoa please : 50 

I only swore to stady with yoor grace 
And stay here in yoar coort for three years' space. 

Long. Yoa swore to that, Birone, and to the rest 

Bir. By yea and nay, sir, then I swore in jest 
What is the end of stady ? let me know. 

King. Why, that to know, which else we shoald not know. 

Bir. Things hid and barr'd, yoa mean, from oommon^^enae? 

King. Ay, that is stady's god-like recompense. \. v v * 

Bir. Come on, then ; I will swear to stady so, 
To know the thing I am forbid to know : 60 

As thas, — to stady where I well may dine, 

When I to feast expressly am forbid ; 
Or stady where to meet some mistress fine, 

When mistresses from common sense are hid ; 
Or, having sworn too hard a keeping oath, 
Study to break it and not break my troth. 
If study's gain be thus and this be so, 
Stady knows that which yet it doth not know : 
Swear me to this, and I will ne'er say no. 

King. These be the stops that hinder study quite 70 

And train our intellects to Tain delight 

Bir. Why, all delights are vain ; but Jbhat most vain, 
Which with pain purchas'd doth inherit pain : 
As, painfully to pore upon a book 

" .fiiroiM. TUinameiiBpeUfldScroiMitffaiaMoldeopiet. ItUtoteMentoAoa tte 
Mat •yllAbto and pionoaiioed with th« m in com. 
•v CMMUM MMf : that it, oommon knowledge ; not a tunlty of the mind. 
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To seek the light of trndi ; while traA the while 
Doth falsely Uind the eyeeight of his look : 

light seeking liffht doth liffht of light hegaile } 
Boy ere yoa find where light m darkness lies. 
Your light grows dark by losing of your eyes. 
Stady me how to please the eye indeed 80 

By fixins^ it apon a fairer eye, 
Who dazzling so, that eye shidl be his heed 

And give him light that it was Minded by. 
Stady is like the heaven's glorious son 

That will not be deep-search'd with saoey looks. 
Small have continual fodders ever won 

Save base aathorily from others' books. . 
These earthly godfadbers of heaven's lights 

That give a name to every fixed star 
Have no more profit of their shining nights 90 

Than those uiat walk and wot not what they are. 
Too nmeh to know is to know nought bat fame ; 
And everygodfafther can give a name* ^ 

King, Uow well he's read, to reason against reading I 

Dum, Proceeded well, to stop all good proceeding ! 

Lang. He weeds the com and stiQ lets grow the weeding. ( 

.B£r. The spring is near when green geese are a-breeding. ^ 

Dum. How follows that? ^ 

Bir, Fit in his place and time. 

Dum, In reason nothing. 

Bir, Something then in rhyme. 

King, Birone is like an envioas sneaping frost 100 

That bites the first-bom in^ts of the spring. 

Bir, Well, say I am ; why should proad summer boaik 
Before the birds have any caase to sing? 
Why shoald I Joy in any abortive birth ? 
At Christmas I no more desire a rose 
Than wish a snow in May's new-fangled mirth ; 
Bat like of each thing that in season grows. 
So yoa, to stady now it is too late, 
That were to cUmb o'er th' hoose to anlock the gate. 

King, Well, sit yoa oat : go home, Birone : adiea. no 

Bir, No, mv good lord ; I have swom to stay with yoa: 
And though I have for barbarism spoke more 

Than for that angel knowledge you can say, 
Tet confident 1 11 keep what I have swore. 

And bide the penance of each three years' day. 



^M ffMoi^Nf snipping, nipplnff. 
>w lifa»/=Uln: ^^S«>l«lSipliiM«. 
>•* Tkm w§n 10 eUmft. This is to b« raad m • 1 
dlaib I o*irth' hooM I to imloek ch»nto,*> 



o*irth' hooM | to imloek chogOo," 
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Give me the paper ; let me reed the i 

And to the strict'st decrees 1 11 write my name. 

King, How well this yielding reseoes thee from shame ! 

Bir. [Reads.'] ^' /torn. That no woman shall oome within a 
mile of my court : " Hath this heen prockumed ? iso 

L(mg. Four days ago. 

Bir. Let's see the penal^. {BmdsS\ <^0n pain of loeuig 
her tongue." Who deyis'd this penally ? 
* Long. Marry f that did L 

Bir. Sweet loid, and why? 

Long. To fright them heooe with that dread penalty. 

Bir. A dangwous law : against gentiUly I [£atu£t.] ^ Itemt 
** If any man 1^ seen to talk with a woman within the term of 
three years, he shall endure snoh paUie shame as the rest of the 
court can possiblY devise.*' 130 

This article, my liege, yourself must break ; 

For well you know here comes in emhas^ 
The French king'a daughter with yourself to speak-— 

A maid of grace and complete majesty — • 
About surrender up of Aquitaane 

To her decrepit, sick and bedrid father: 
Therefore this article is made in yaan, 

Or vainly comes the admired princess hither. 

King. What say you, lords ? why, this was quite forgot 

Bir. So study evermore is overshot : 140 

While it doth study to have what it would 
It doth forget to do the thin^ it should, 
And when it hath the thing it hunteth most, 
*T IB won as towns with fire, so won, so lost 

King. We must of force dispense with this decree ; 
She must lie here on mere necessity. 
Bir. Necessity will make us all forsworn 

Three thousand times within this three years' space ; 
For every man with his affects is bom. 

Not by miriit master'd but Inr special grace : ija 

If I break faith, this word shall speak for me ; 
I am forsworn on " mere necessity." 
So to the laws at large I write my name : (SMmpAm 

And he that breaks them in the least degiiee 
Stands in attainder of eternal shame : 

Smmstions are to other as to me; 
But Ibelieve, although I seem so loath, 
I am the kst that will kst keep his oath. 
But is there no quick recreation granted ? 



Mt ^f($ett = alTMtioiM, nstuiml liUngi, pMrioM. 
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King, Ay, that there is. Oar court, 70a know, is hwinted 

With a refined trayeller of Spain ; 161 

A man in aU Uie world's new fashion planted, 

lliat hath a mint of phrases in his brain ; 
One whom the music of his own vain tongoe 

Doth ravish like enchanting harmony ; 
A man of complements, whom right and wrong 

Have chose as umpire of their mutiny : 
This child of fuicy, that Armado hight, 

For interim to our studies shall rekte, 
In high-bom words, the worth of many a knight 17a 

From tawny Spain lost in the world's debate. 
How yon delight, my lords, I know not, I ; 
But, I protest, I love to hear him lie 
And I will use him for my minstrelsy. 

Bir. Aimado is a most illnstrious wight, 
A man of fire-new words, fashion's own knight. 

Lang. Costardtthe swaii^and he shall be our sport; 
And so to study, three years is but short 

Aiw Doll with • ktttr^amd Oostabd. 

DulL Which is the Duke^own person ? 

Bir. This, fellow: whatwouldst? 180 

DidL I myself, reprehend his own person, for I am his 
grace's tharborough : out I would see his own person in flesh 
and blood. 

Bir. This is he. 

DulL Signior Armer— Arme^— commends you. There 's 
▼illany abnMd : thisletter will teQ you more. 

Cost, Sir, the contempts thereof are as touching me. 

King. A letter frbm the magnificent Armado. 

Bir. How low soever the matter, I hope in God for high 
words. igo 

Long. A high hope for a low heaven: God grant us pa- 
tience ! 

Bir. To hear? or forbear laughing? 

Long. To hear meekly, sir, and to laugh moderately ; or to 
forbear both. 

Bir. Well, nr, be it as the slyle shall give us cause to dimb 
in the merriness. 

Cost. The matter u to me, sir, as concerning Jaquenetta. 
The manner of it is, I was taken with the manner. 

iM eo mp i t mtmtt = ■ceomy ltohm a nt Mi 

>«A%b = towltoili IheoBlyvMriwTifblollMBBgUdiJaaswt*. 
s*> fn'^Mim = bimad-aew. 

>•* ikmib0nmg!k ;= Chlrd-bocoi^h ; % minor purtab otten. 

iM « |ot9 Ammii. TIm BMasing li not Twy cl«ar ; but mveh of tlM dtologiw of tkto 
pUy li move Jinglo, qnip and eooorit . Amimm jinglei with JUotn = bAviiif . 
>M faAMi»t9<MiA«iPMMiMr=takaiilnthoteetj atoehnieallAwphxiM. - 
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Bir, In what manner ? aoo 

Cast. In manner and form following, air ; all thoae three : I 
was seen with her in the manor-honse, sitting with her upon the 
form, and taken following her into the park ; which, pat to- 
gether, is in manner and form following. Now, sir, for the 
manner, — it is the manner of a man to speak to a woman : for 
the f onn, — in some form. 

Bir, For the following, sir? 

Cost As it shall follow in my oorrection : and God defend 
the right ! 

King. Will 70a hear this letter with attention ? 310 

Bir. As we woold hear an oracle. 

Cost Sach is the simplidfy of man to hearken after the flesh. 

King, [B&Mda.] Gxeat deputy.^he wdkin'sTioefferttot and sole domi- 
nator of NaTarre, my soul's eara's god, and body's fostering patron. 

Cost. Not a word of Costard yet 
JTtfi^. [JRaaii,] 80 it is,— 

Cost. It may he so:hatifhesayitiB80,heis,in telling 
tnie, hut so. 
King. Peace! 

Cost. Be to me and every man that dares not fig^ ! 220 

King. No words ! 
Cost. Of other men's secrets, I heseech yoo* 

King, IBMdi.] So it is, besieged with saUe^lourad melaaoholy, I did 
commend the bUick-oppresnug humour to the most wholesome phyeie of 
thy health-giTing air ; and, aa I am a gentleman, betook myedf to walk. 
The time when. About the lixth hour ; when beasts most graie, birds best 
peck, and men sit down to that nourishment which is csBed supper : so 
much for the time when. Now for thenound which ; which, I mean, I 
walked upon : it is ydeped thj park. Then for the place where ; where, 
I mean, I did encounter that obscene and most preposterous erent, Aat 
draweth from my mow-white pen the ebon-colooied mk which here thou 
Tiewest, beholdest, sunreyest^ or seest : but to the plaoe where : it standeth 
north-north-east and by east from the west corner d thy cuilotts-knotted 
garden : there did I see that low«spirited swain, that bass minnow of I4iy 
mirth,— > 

Cost. Me? 

King. [BMd§,] That unlettered smsU-knowhigsoa]!,-* 

Cost. Me? 

King. [Readi.] That shaOow nMsal, — S40 

Cost. Still me? 

JTtfi^. ]lUads.] Which, as I remember, Ught Costard,-* 

Cost O, me! 

■* tmwu tkm » u td =z iBtrieaM7 hUd out. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



SoBvsL] LOVERS LABOUR'S LOST. 861 

Kuig, [BBodi.] Sorted tuid oonsortod, oontraij to thj eitebliihed pzo- 
eUimea eaict and continent canon, which with, ^- O, with— bat with this I 
pMsion to saj whfixewith« — 

Cast. With a wench. 

King. [Read9.'\ With a child of onr grandmother Ere, a female ; or, for 
thy more sweet understanding, a woman. Him I, as mj erer-esteemed duty 
pnclu me on, have sent to thee, to receive the meed of punishment, bj thy 
sweet grace*s officer, Aathon j Dall ; a man of good repute, carriage, bear- 
ing, and estimation. 251 

DuIL Me, an't shall please 7011; I am Anthony DdL 
King, [EBadM,\ For Jaauenetta, — so is the weaker Tessel called which 
I apprehended with the aforesaid swain, — I keep her as a Tessel of thr 
law's fury ; and sliall, at the least of thy sweet notice, bring her to trisL 
Thine, in aU oomplinients of devoted and hea^hnming heatof duty. 

Biratu This is not so well as I looked for, bat the best that 
ever I heard. 

King. A7, the best for the worst Bat, sirrah, what say 7011 
to this? 261 

Cast. Sir, I confess the wench. 

Kin^. Did 70a hear the proclamation ? 

Cast I do confess mach of the hearing it, bat little of the 
marking of it. 

King. It was proclaimed a 7ear's imprisonment, to be taken 
with a wench. 

Cast. I was taken with none, sir : I was taken with a dam- 
oseL 

King. Well, it was proclaimed damoseL 370 

Cast. This was no damosel neither, sir ; she was a virgin. 

King. It is so varied too; for it was proclaimed virgin. 

Cast. If it were, I den7 her virgimt7 : I was taken with a 
maid. 

King. This maid will not serve 7oar tarn, sir. 

Cast. This maid will serve m7 tarn, sir. 

King. Sir, I will pronounce 7oar sentence : 70a shall &st a 
week with bran and water. 

Cast. 1 had rather pra7 a month with mutton and porridge. 

King. And Don Armado shall be 7our keeper. 280 

H7 Lord Birone, see him delivered o'er :, 
And go we, lords, to pat in practice that 

Which each to other hath so strongty sworn. 

[ Ammu Bmg, LomgmifUU, mud J wwf m 

Bir. 1 11 lav m7 head to an7 good man's hat, 
These oatos and laws will prove an idle scorn. 

Sirrah, come on. 

Cast. I suffer for the truth, sir ; for true it is, I was taken 

with Jaqnenetta, and Jaqnenetta is a true girl ; and therefore 

I = mite grieTOUily. 
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welcome die sour cup of prosperity! AfDiction may one day 
smile again ; and till then, sit down, sorrow ! [i 



Scene II. The Mome* 
JBhW Abmapo tmd Mote. 

Arm, Bar, what sign is it when a man of great spirit grows 
melancholy r 

Moth. A great sign, sir, tliat he will look sad. 

Amu. Why, sadness is one and the self-same thing, dear imp. 

Mat?i. No, no ; O Lord, sir, no. 

Amu How canst then part sadness and melancholy, my ten- 
der javenal ? 

Moth. By a familiar demonstration of the working, my tough 
senior. 

Amu Why toi^^h senior ? why tough senior ? lo 

Mot?u Why tender javenal ? why tender juvenal ? 

Amu 1 spoke it, tender javenal, as a congraent epitheton ap- 
pertaining to thy yonng days, which we may nominate tender. 

Moth, And I, toagh senior, as an appertinent title to your 
old time, which we may name tough. 

Arm, Pretty and apt. 

Moth, How mean you, sir ? I pretty, and my saying apt? or 
I apt, and my saying pretty? 

Arm, Thou pretty, because little. 

Moth. Little pretty, because litUe. Wherefore apt ? ao 

Arm, And therefore apt, because quick. 

Motfu Speak you this in my praise, master ? 

Arm^ In thy condign praise. 

Moth, 1 will praise an eel with the same praise. 

Arm, What, that an eel is ingenious ? 

Moth, That an eel is quick. 

Arm, 1 do say thou art quick in answers : thou heateet my 
blood. 

Moth, I am answer'd, sir. 

Amu 1 love not to be cross'd. 30 

Moth. [Aside,"] He speaks the mere contrary ; crosses love 
not him. 

Amu 1 have promis'd to study three years with the Duke. 

Moth, You may do it in an hour, sir. 

Amu Impossible. 

Moth. How many is one thrice told ? 

Amu I am ill at reckoning ; it fitteth the spirit of a tapster. 

Moth, This name wm prononnoeA inot«, and snggMtad the extreme imellnen of a 
mote, M well m the little iniieet. See subeeqaent note, Aot IV. So. 8, line 167, and the 
Zntxednotion to MmA Ado aboMi Nothing. 

*t trottti: that is, money, ooina which had a eroaa on the obTOM. 
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Math. Ton are a gentleman and a gamester, sir. 

Arm. I confess both : they are both the varnish of a oom« 
plete man. 40 

Moth. Then, I am snre, 70a know how much the gross som 
of dence«ce amounts to. 

Arm. It doth amonnt to one more than two. 

Moth. Which the base vulgar do call three. 

Arm. True. 

Moth. Why, sir, is this such a piece of stady ? Now here is 
three studied, ere ye 11 thrice wink : and how easy it is to put 
^^ years " to the word *' three," and stady three years in two 
words, the dancing horse will tell yon. 

Arm. A most fine figore ! 50 

Moth. To prove you a cipher. 

Arm^ I will hereupon confess I am in love : and as it is base 
for a soldier to love, so am I in love with a base wench. If 
drawing my sword against the humour of affection would de- 
liver me from the reprobate thought of it, I would take Desire 
prisoner, and ransom him to any French courtier for a new- 
devis'd courtesy. , I think scorn to si^ : methinks I should out- 
swear Cupid. Comfort me, boy : what great men have been in 
love? 

Mofth. Hercules, master. 60 

Arm. Most sweet Hercules! More authority, dear boy, 
name more; and, sweet my chUd, let ihem be men of good 
repute and carriage. 

Moth. Samson, master: he was a man of good carriage, 
great carriage, for he carried the town gates on his back like a 
porter : and he was in love. 

Arm. O well-knit Samson ! strong^iointed Samson ! I do ez- 
eel thee in my rapier as much as thou didst me in carrying gates. 
I am in love too. Who was Samson's love, my dear Moth ? 

Moth. A woman, master. 70 

Arm^ Of what complexion ? 

Moth. Of all the four, or the three, or the two, or one of the 
four. 

Armm Tell me precisely of what complexion* 

Moth. Of the sea-water green, sir. 

Arm. Is that one of the four complexions? 

Moth. As I have read, sir ; and die best of them too. 

Arm. Green indeed is the colour of lovers ; but to have a 
love of that colour, methinks Samson had small reason for it. 
He surely affected her for her wit 80 

* tht danemg kmu : a lainifld boiM, Imown m Banki't hone, whieh wm eihlblM 
Ib LoDdoo in S.'i dij. 

M Gmn, Whj this ahoiild be tta* color of loron doii not »pp«uri imlwt ill lofoi 
hKf tbt tial of groen-fyod Joaloniy. 
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Moth. It was 80y or ; for she had a men wit 
Amu My love is most immaculate vmite and red. 
Math. Most macniate thoughts, master, are mask'd nnder 
snchooloars. 

Arm. Define, define, well-edacated infant 
Moth. My father's wit and mj mother's tongue, assist me ! 
Arm. Sweet invocation of a child ; most pretty and pathet* 
icall 

Moth. If she be made of white and red, 

Her fiuilts will ne'er be known, 90 

For blushing cheeks by faults are bred 

And fears by pale white shown : 
Then if she fear, or be to Uame, 

By this you shall not know, 
For still her cheeks possess the same 
Which native she doth owe. 
Adaagerons rhyme, master, against the reason of white and red. 
• Arm. Is there aot a ballad, boy, of the King and the Beg- 

Moth. The world was reTj guilty of such a ballad some tfiree 
ages since : but I think now 't is not to be found ; 0!r, if it were, 
it would neither serve for iStie writing nor the tune. 

Arm. 1 will have that subject newly writ o'er, that I may 
example my digression by some mighty precedent Boy, I do 
love tiiat country girl that I took in the park with the rational 
hind Costard : she deserves welL 

M&th. [AMe.'] To be whipp'd ; and yet a better love than 
my master. 

Arm. Sing, boy ; my spirit grows heavy in love. 

Moth. And that 's great marvel, loving a li^t wench. no 

Arm. 1 sav, sing. 

Moth. Forbear till this company be past 

AUff Dou, ConAW, mtd jAqmnRA. 
i Dull. Sir, the Duke's pleasure is, that you keep Costard 
safe : and yon must suffer him to take no delight nor no pen- 
ance ; but a' must fast tfiree days a week. For this damsel, I 
must keep her at the park : she is allow'd for the day-womaa 
Fare you welL 

Arm. 1 do betray myself with blushing* Maid I 

Jaq. Man? 

Arm^ 1 will visit thee at the lodge. lao 

Jaq. That 's hereby. 

« mgrtm wil. A pmmiiig allualMi to th« grMB wlthet with whieh AiUlAh liaioni 
ttmon ; tk httaig praoounoed m t.- 

9^a$iUitgamdtk$Bmg»- TboBiUadafKlBgOoplwtiusodtlwB^MEarMAid 8m 

»• da g wouum = dairy Wflmaa. 
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Amu Iknow whereitiBntiiate. 
Jaq. Lord, how wise 70a are J 
Arm. I will tell thee wonders. 
Jaq. With that face? 
Arm* I love thee. 
Jaq. So I heard 70a b9j. 
Arm. And so, hiewell. 

Jaq. Fair weather after 70a I 139 

DtUL Come, Jaqnenetta, awa7 1 iBttma Jha mud Mqumiua. 

Arm. Villain, thou shalt fast for th7 offences ere thou he 
pardoned. 

Co8t Well, sir, I hope when I do it, I shall do it on a toll 



Arm. Thou shalt he heaTil7 punished. 

Cost. I am more hoond to 70tt than 7onr fellows, for thqr 
are hat l]gfail7 rewarded. 

Arm. Take awa7 this villain ; shat him up. 

Maih. Gome, 70U transgressing slave ; awa7 ! 139 

Cast. Let me not he pent up, sir : I will fast, heing loose. 

Moth. No, sir ; that were fiat and loose : thou shalt to prison. 

Cast Well, if ever I do see the meny daTS of desolation 
that I have seen, some shall see. ^ 

Math. What shall some see ? 

Cost. Na7, nothing. Master Moth, but what the7 look upon. 
It is not for prisoners to he too silent in their words ; and there- 
fore I will sa7 nothing : I thank God I have as little patience 
as another man $ and Uierefore I can be quiet. 148 

IBetmi Moth and Outmrd, 

Arm. I do affect the ver7 ground, which is base, where her 
shoe, which is baser, guided hy her foot, which is basest, doth 
tread. I shaU be forsworn, which is a great argument of false* 
hood, if I love. And how can that be true love which is falsely 
attempted ? Love is a familiar ; Love is a devil : there is no evd 
angel but Love. Yet was Saxnson so tempted, and he had an 
excellent strength ; 7et was Solomon so seduced, and he had a 
veiT good wit Cupid's butt^haft is too hard for Hercules' dub ; 
and uierefore too much odds for a Spaniard's rapier. The first 
and second cause will not serve m7 turn ; the passado he re- 
spects not, the duello he regards not : his disgrace is to be called ^ 
bo7; but his glor7 is to subdue men. Adieu, valour! rust, 
rapier! be still, diumi for 7our manager is in love; 7ea, he 
loveth. Assist me, some extemporal god of rhjrme, for I am 
sure I shall turn sonnetist Devise, wit ; write, pen ; for I am 
for whole volumes in folio. { JM. 

w /ir«f flmfMcMMrcMtfc. AitoetaaiiScd eaiMM of qiuml, IM ToaahftOM*! 
|j Yim LOf JSr, Aet v. 8e. 4, Um 62. 
UB fOiatUU, ▲ pMt, or tbtvit, ia fenfling. 
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ACT n. 

Scene I. The tame. 

Alter fib PmoBMot Fniiee, BoiAun, Mabia, Katbabivi, Botit, Loidt, mtd 9tkm 

▲ttondaiita. 

Boyet Now, madam, summon up joxa dearest spirits : 
Consider who UieEing your father sends, 
To whom he sends, and what 's his embassy : 
Yourself, held precioos in the world's esteem, 
To parley with the sole inheritor 
Of aU perfections that a man may owe. 
Matchless Navarre ; the plea of no less weight 
Than Aqoitaine, a dowry for a qneen. 
Be now as prodigal of aU dear grace 

As Natore was in making graces dear lo 

When she did starve the general world beside 
And prodigally gave them all to yon. 

Frin. (xood Lord Boyet, my beanty, though but mean, 
Needs not the painted flourish of your praise : 
Beanty is bought by judgement of the eye, 
Not utter'd by base sale of chapmen's tongues : 
I am less proud to hear you teU my worth 
Than you much willing to be counted wise 
In spending your wit in the praise of mine. 
But now to task the tasker : good Boyet, to 

You are not ignorant, all-tellmg 6une 
Doth noise abroad, Navarre hath made a vow^ 
TiU painful study shall outwear three years, 
No woman may approach his silent court : 
Therefore to 's seemeth it a needful course, 
Before we enter his forbidden gates, 
To know his pleasure ; and in that behalf, 
Bold of your worthiness,' we single you 
As our best-moving fair solicntor. 

Tell him, the dau^ter of the King of France, 30 

On serious business, craving qtdck dispatch. 
Importunes personal conference with his grace ; 
Haste, signify so much ; while we attend, 
lake humble-visag^d suitors, his high will. . 

Boyet. Proud of employment, willingly I go. 

Prin. All pride is willing pride, and yours is so. [AABpfA 
Who are the votaries, my loving lords, 
That are vow«f ellows with this virtuous Duke ? 

' 1 dtanst z= b«ft 

« to '« = to m. 

•* Impartmus: aeeenfeed on the Moond vyllabl*. 
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Fint Lord. Lord Longa'dUe is one. 

Pvin. Kaowjoatheman? 

Mar. I know him, madam : at a marriage-feasty 40 

Between Lord Peiigort and the beanteona heir 
QC Jaqnes Faleonbndge, solemnized 
Li Normandy, saw I this |jongayille : 
A man of sovereign parts he is ^esteem'd ; 
Well fitted in arteu gloriouii in arms : 
Nothing beeomes nim ill that he would wdL 
The only soil of his fair virtue's gloss. 
If virtue's ^oss will stain with any soil, 
Is a sharp wit matoh'd with too blunt a wiH ; 
Whose edge hath power to cut, whose will still wills 50 

It should none spare that come within his power. 

Prtn. Some merry mocking lord, belike ; is 't so ? 

Mar* Thev say so most thi^ most his humours know* 

Prin. Sn<m shorMiv'd wits do wither as they grow. 
Who are the rest? 

Katlu The young Dnmain^ a well-aocomplish'd youth, 
Of all that virtue love for virtue lov'd : 
Host power to do most harm, least knowing ill ; 
For he hath wit to make an ill shape good. 
And shape to win grace though he had no wit. 60 

I saw him at the Ihike Alenqon's once ; 
And much too litde of that good I saw 
Is my report to his great worthiliess. 

Ba$, Another of these students at that time 
Was there with him, if I have heard a truth. 
Birone they call him'; but a merrier man. 
Within the limit of becoming mirth, 
I never spent an hour's talk withal : 
His eye begets occasion for his wit ; 

For every object that the one doth catch 90 

The other turns to a mirth-moving jest. 
Which his fair tongue, conceit's expositor, 
Delivers in such apt and gracious words 
That aged ears play truant at his tales 
And younger hearings are quite ravished ; 
So sweet imd voluble is his discourse. 

Frin. God bless my ladies ! are thev all in kyTe, 
That every one her own hath garnished 
With such bedecking ornaments of praise ? 79 

First Lard. Here comes Boyet. 

JRa-mttr Bonr. 

Frin* Now, what admittance, lord ? 
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Bayet. Nayane had notiee of your fair afiproaeh; 
And he and his competitors in oath 
Were all addrese'd to meet yon, gentle lady, 
Before I came. Manr, thcui mnch I have learnt : 
He rather mcttuiB to lodge 7011 in iho field. 
Like one that comes here to besiege his court. 
Than seek a dispensation for his oath, 
To let you enter his unpeopled house* 
Here comes Navarre. ( TU imOm aiMft 

AUiT Kow, LoiMAmu, BmuDT, Bnon, amd AttmOuktt, 

King, Fair Princess, welcome to the court of Navarre. 90 

Frinu <'Fair" I rive you back again; and ^^ welcome'' I 
have not yet: the roci of mia court is too h^ to be yours ; and 
welcome to the wide fields too base to be mine. 

King. You shall be welcome, madam, to my court 

Prifu I will be welcome, theoi : conduct me thither. 

King, Hear me, dear lady ; I have sworn an oath. 

Prifu Our Lady help my lord ! he 11 be forsworn. 

King, Not for the worio, fsir madam, by my wilL 

Frin. Why, will shall break it ; will and nothing else. 

King. Tour ladyship is ignorant what it is. too 

Prin, Were my lord so, his ignorance were wise, 
Where now his knowledge must prove ignorance. 
I hear your grace hath sworn out house-keeping: 
T is deadly sin to keep that oath, my lord. 
And sin to break it. 
But pardon me, I am too sudden-bold : 
To teach a teadier ill beseemeth me. 
Vouchsafe to read the purpose of my coming. 
And suddenly resolve me in my suit [amdimp&rtr. 

King. Madam, I will, if suddenly I may. no 

Frin. You will the sooner, that I were away; 
For ^ou 11 prove perjnr'd if you make me stay. 

Btr. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once? 

R08. Didnot I dance with you in Brabant once? 

Bir. I know you did. 

R08. How needless was it then to ask the question I 

Bit. You must not be so quick. 

R08. *T is long of you that spur me with such < 

Bir. Your wit 's too hot, it speeds too fast, 't) 

Bos. Not tiU it leave the rider in the mire. laa 

Bir. What time o' day? 

Bos. The hour that fools should ask. 

Bir. Now fair befaU your mask 1 

Bob. Fair fall the face it covers I 

Bir. And send you many lovers t 
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Bob, Amen, so jon be none. 

Bir, Nay, then will I be gone. 

King. Madam, vonr father here doih intimate 
The payment of a hundred thonaand crowns ; 
Being but the one half of an entire som 130 

Disbursed by my father in his wars. 
But say that he or we, as neillier have, 
Beceiv'd that sum, yet there remains unpaid 
A hundred thousand more ; in surety of the which. 
One part of Aquitaine is bound to us, 
Although not yalued to the money's worth* 
If then the King your father will restore 
But that one h^ which is unsatisft'd. 
We will give up our ririit in Aquitaine, 

And hold fsir friendship with his majesty* ^40 

But that, it seems, he little purposeth, 
For here he doth demand to have repaid 
A hundred thousand crowns ; and not demands. 
On payment of a hundred thousand crowns. 
To haye his title live in Aquitaine ; 
Which we much rather had depart withal 
And have the money by our father lent 
Than Aquitaine, so gelded as it is. 
Dear Pftncess, were not his request so far 
From reason's yielding, your fur self should make .50 

A yielding 'gainst some reason in my breast 
Ai»i fp well satisfi'd to France again. 

Fnn. Ton do theSing my father too much wrong 
And wrong the reputation of your name. 
In so unseeming to confess receipt 
Of that which luith so faithfully been paid. 

King. I do protest I never heard <^ it; 
And if YOU prove it, 1 11 repay it back 
Or yield up Aquitaine. 

Prin. We arrest your word. 

Boyet, you can produce acquittances ^ 160 

For such a sum from special officers 
Of Charies his father. 

King. Satisfy me so. 

Bof/et. So please your grace, the packet is not come 
Where that and other specialties are bound : 
To-morrow you shall have a sight of them. 

King. It shall suffice me : at which interview 
All liberal reason I wiH yield unto. 

^kadd^art, lUf Um Is to 1m undMEilooA thai : Wbkfa v« had mnob atlMr put 
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Meantime receive each weleome at my hand 

As honour withont breach of honour may 

Make tender of to thy trae worthineBs : 17a 

Ton may not come, £ur Princess, in my gates ; 

But here without you shall be so receiy'd 

As you shall deem yourself lodg'd in my hearty 

Though so denied mar harbour in my house. 

Your own good thoughts excuse me, and farewell : 

To-morrow shall we visit 3rou again. 

Priiu Sweet health and fair desires consort your grace I 

King. Thy own wish wish I thee in eyeiy^flace I [WtH 

Bir. Lady, I wiH commend you to mine own heart 

Bob. Pray you, do my conmiendations ; I would be glad to 
■ee it 181 

Bir. I would yon heard it groan. 

R08. Is the fool sick ? 

Bir. Sick at the heart 

Bob. Alack, let it blood. 

Bir. Would that do it good? 

Bos. My physic says " ay." 

Bir. Will you prick 't with your eye? 

Bob. No point, with my knife. 

Bir. Now, God save thy life ! 190 

Bob. And yours from long living I 

Bir. I cannot stay thanksgiving. [JtiiM«b 

Dum. Sir, I pray you, a word : what lady is that same? 

Boyet. The heir of Alen9on, Katharine her name. 

Dwnu A gallant lady. Monsieur, fare yon weU. [moi. 

Long. I beseech yon a word : what is she in the white ? 

Boyet. A woman sometimes, an yon saw her in the l^t 

Long. Perchance light in the light I desire her name. 

BoyeL She hath but one for herself; to desire that were a 



Long. Pray 3ron, rir, whose daughter? 

Boyet. Her mother's, I have heard. 

Long. God's blessing on your beard I 

Boyet. Good sir, be not oif ended. 
She is an heir of Falconbridge. 

Long. Nay, my choler is ended. 
She is a most sweet lady. 

Boyet. Not unlike, sir, that may be. tun Umg. 

Bir. What 's her name in the cap? 

BoytL Rosaline, by good hap. aio 

Bir. Is she wedded or no ? 

Boyet. To her will, sir, or so. 

M Pi9poimi: tht intoniiTe fNnoh BigitlTt zwlapUofttleB. 
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L] LOVERS LABOUR'S LOST. 871 

Bvr, Toa are welcome^ ar : adiea. 

Boy€t. Farewell to me, or, and welcome to yoa. {MsU Birm$ 

Mar. That laat is Birone, the merry mad-oap lord : 
Not a word with him but a jest 

Boyet. And every jest bat a word. 

Prin. It was well done of yon to take him at bis word. 

Bcyet. I was as willing to grapple as he was to board. 

Mar. Two hot sheeps, marry. 

Bayet, And wherefore not ships ? 

No sheep, sweet lamb, unless we feed on your lips. aao 

Mar. Ton sheep, and I pasture : shall that finish the jest ? 

Boyet. So yoa grant pasture for me. [QffknmgtohUtktr. 

Mar. Not so, gentle beast ; 

Hy lips are no common, though several they be. 

Bayet. Belonging to whom? 

Mar. To my fortunes and me. 

Prin. Good wits will be jangling ; bot, gentles, agree : 
This civil war of wits were mudi better os'd 
On Navarre and his book-men ; for here 't is abos'd. 

Boyet. If my observation, which ver^ seldom Ues, 
By the heart's still rhetoric disclosed with eyes, 
I/Bceive me not now, Navarre is infected. tjn 

Frin. With what? 

Bayet. With that which we lovers entitle aiffected. 

Prin. Toar reason? 

Boyet. Why, all his behavioars did make their retire 
To the court of his eye, peeping through desire : 
His heart, like an agate, wiUi your print impress'd. 
Proud with bis form, in his eye pride ezpress'd : 
His tongue, all impatient to speak and not see, 
Did stumble with haste in his eyesight to be ; 
All senses to that sense did make their repair, 240 

To feel only looking on fairest of fair : 
Hethon§^ all his senses were lock'd in his eye. 
As jewds in crystal for some pnnce to buy ; 
Who, tend'ring their own woiih from where they were glass'd. 
Did point you to buy them, along as you pass'd : 
His face's own margent did quote sndh amazes 
That all eyes saw his eyes enchanted with gases. 
1 11 give you Aquitaine and all that is his, 
An you give him for my sake but one loving kiss. 

Prin. Come to our pavilion : Boyet is dupos'd. 350 

*** «I4* * 'Mp '^^ rtiip wm proiMranMd ftllln. 

*■ «MMria<=:Mvend. Oo muu n mkI mDtni mm Uw phiMM of opporito Bwmfaig In 

nudtoUiuL 
• GoodwiU,to, Ills 
ImbyS. 
V* dkpot^d: HBOiPOflj, 



Is jwf doubtful whettm the sui»ind«r of tbii neiit wm wzifr 
» 00011100 UN of the word. 
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BayeL But to speak diat in words which his eye halih dia* 
dos'd. 
I only have made a moaih of his eye. 
By adding a tongue which I know will not lie. 

Bo9. Thou art an old love-monger and speakest skilfully. 
Mar, He is Cupid's grandfather and learns news of him. 
Bob. Then was Venus like her mother, for her falher is but 

grim* 
Boy^t* Do you hear, my mad wenches? 
Mivr. No. 

BcyeL What then, do you see ? 

Bm. Ajf our way to be gone. 

B<^f6L Yon are too hard for me. 

It 



ACT m. 

8oBKK L The MWM. 

BHiar Ajuum amd Mos. 

Arm, Warble, child ; make passionate my sense of hearing. 

Mo6h* ConcolineL labigmgi 

Amu Sweet air ! Go, tenderness of years ; take tUs key, 
give enlargement to the swain, bring him festinately hither : I 
must employ him in a letter to my love. 

Moth, Master, will you win your love with a French brawl? 

Amu How meanest thou ? brawling in Fr^ch ? 

Moth, No, my complete master : but to jig off a tune at the 
tongue's end, canary to it with your feet, humour it with turn* 
ing up your eyelids, sigh a note and sing a note, sometime 
throuffh the throat, as if you swallowed love with singing love, 
sometune through the nose, as if you snuff'd up love by smelling 
love ; with your hat penihouse-like o'er the ^op of your eyes ; 
with your arms crossed on your thin-belly doublet like a rabbit 
on a spit ; or your hands in your pocket l&e a man after the old 
painting ; and keep not too long in one tune, but a snip and 
away. These are complements, these are humours ; these betray 
nice wenches, that wo^ld be betray'd without these ; and make 
them men of note — do you note me? — that most are affected 
to these. ao 

Arm, How hast ihon purchased this ezperienoe? 

Math, By my penny of observation. 

Arm, ButO,— butO,— 

Moth. "The hobby-horse is forgot" 

* CbneoKntL ntli»pt some put, tha bogfunlnff or the bnrten, of a lODg ; or, poal 
bl7, ft oomiptod obtoleta mualoal plmaOb 

« /tfttmuWy = speedily. 

• brawi : the Bune of an old French danee. 

M Tlu ketkf-koru : a Une of an old eong well Known in &.*■ daj 
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Arm. CaUeet tiura mj love *' hobby-hone *' ? 

Mc^ No, master ; Uie hobby-hone b but a colt, and your 
lore periiape a hackney. Bat have yoa forgot your Ioyo ? 

Arm. Ahnost I had. 

Math. Negligent student ! learn her by heart 

Arm. By heart and in heart, boy. 2P 

Moth. And out of heart, master : all those three I will prove* 

Arm. What wilt thou prove ? 

Math. A man, if I live ; and this, by, in, and without, upon 
the instant: by heart you love her, because your heart cannot 
eome by her ; in heart you love her, because your hewt is in 
love with her ; and out of heart you love her, being out of heart 
that you cannot enjoy her. 

Arm. I am all diese three. 

Math. And three times as much more, and yet nothing at alL 

Arm. Fetch hither the swain : he must carry me a letter. 49 

Math. A message well sympathized ; a horse to be ambassa- 
dor for an ass* 

Arm. Ha, ha! what sayest thou ? 

Math. Many, sir, you must send the ass upon the horse, for 
he is veiy slow-gaited. But I go. 

Amn. The way u but short : away ! 

Math. As swift as lead, sir. 

Amu The meaning, pretty ingenious? 
Is not lead a metal heavy, dull, imd slow? 

Math. Minvniky honest master; or rather, master, no. 50 

Arm. I say lead is slow. 

MM^ You are too swift, sir, to say so: 

b that lead slow which is fir'd from a gun? 

Arm. Sweet smoke of rhetoric I 
He reputes me a cannon; and the bullet, that's he : 
I shoot thee at the swain. 

Math. Thump then and I flee. (JBeIi. 

Arm. A most acute juvenal ; voluble and free of grace I 

2f thy favour, sweet welkin, I must sigh in thy face : 
est rude melancholv, valour gives thM place* 
Hy herald is retum'd. ^ 

lU-0ni«r Hon wkk ConABB. 

Math. A wonder, master I here 's a costard broken in a shin* 
Arm. Some enigma, some riddle : come, thy Tenvoy ; begin* 
Cost. No egma, no riddle, no Tenvoy ; no salve in them all, 

rir: O, sir, plantain, a plain plantain 1 no Tenvoy, no Tenvoy; 

no salve, sir, but a plantain I 

•• « eonmd: VMd Jocowly for the hmd 

« r<Mwy.* a ■mtflBtfooa sad «spIufttoi7 ■tenn (orisliiaUj tlM flnt, U^ 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



874 LOVE'S LABOUR'S LOST. [AffrUL 

Amu By yirtae, tfaon enf oreest Ungfater ; thy silly thoag^ 
my spleen ; the heaving of my lungs provokes me to ridiculons 
smiling. O, pardon me, my stars I Doth the inconsiderale take 
salve for Tenvoy, and the Tenvoy for a salve ? 

M<ah. Do the wise think them other ? is not Tenvoy a salve ? 
Amu No, page : it is an epilogue or discourse, to make plain 
Some ohsenre preoedence that hath tof ore been sain. 71 

I will example it : 

The fox, the ape and the himible4)ee, 
Were still at odds, being but three. 
There 's the moraL Now the Tenvoy. 
Moth. I will add the I'envoy. Say the moral again. 
Arm. The fox, the ape, the humble-bee. 

Were still at <^ds, being but three. 
Mcih. Until the goose came out of door, 

And stay'd the odds by adding four. 80 

Now will I begin your moral, and do you follow with my Veofoy. 
The fox, the ape and the humble-bee. 
Were still at odds, being but three. 
Arm. Until the goose came out of door. 
Staying the odds by adding four. 
Moth. A good Tenvoy, ending in the goose : would yon de- 
sire more? 

Cost. The boy hath sold him a bargain, a goose, that 's flat. 
Sir, your pennyworth is good, an your goose be fat 
To sell a bargain well is as cunning as fast and loose : 90 

Let me see ; a fat I'envoy ; ay, that 's a &t goose. 

Arm^ Come hither, come hither. How did Hub argument 

begin? 
Moth. By saying that a costard was broken in a shin. 
Then call'd you for the I'envoy. 

Cost. True, and I for a plantain : thus came your ajgnment 
in; 
Then the boy's fat I'envoy, the goose that you bought ; 
And he ended the market 
Arm. But tell me ; how was there a costard broken in a slun ? 
Moth. I will tell you sensibly. 99 

Cost. Thou hast no feeling of it, Moth : I will speak that 
Tenvoy : 

I Costard, running out, that was safely within, 
Fell over the threshold, and broke my shin. 

A Pmoof « «iIm. The I mmds to hftve b««ii pitmouiiMd In mhm la S.^ diy, wblok 
tfide it Mand onongh IOm the lAttn nlutetiao, fiWM, for » poor pun. 

VI asm.* groteiqaelir natdior $aid. 

VT tkt ap«i th* kmnbU-bm, The wMit of oonformltj between Aimado and Moth here 
and below it dne to the old ooples. 

« adding fnr: heedleielj written for nieking four. 

•7 tk$ markei. ** Three women sad a gooee meke a maiket.'* Old proreit. 
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Arm. We will talk no moire of ihis matter. 

Cast. Till there be more matter in the shin. 

Amu Sirrah Coetard, I will enfranchise thee. 

Cost. O, marry me to one Frances : I smell some Fenvoji 
some goose, in tJus. 

Arm. By my sweet sonl, I mean setting thee at liberty, en* 
freedoming thy person : thoa wert immured, restrained, capti- 
vated, botind. Ill 

Cast. Tme, trae ; and now yon will be my purgation and let 
me loose. 

Arm. I give thee thy liberty, set thee from durance ; and, in 
lieu thereof, impose on thee nothing but this : bear this signifi- 
cant [giving a letter'] to the country maid Jaquenetta : there is 
remuneration ; for the best ward of mine honour is rewarding 
my dependents. Moth, follow. {Eat. 

Moth. like the sequel, I. Signior Costard, adieu. 

Cost. My sweet ounce of man's flesh I my incony Jew ! 120 

[BxUMML 

Now will I look to his remuiieration. Remuneration ! O, that 's 
the Latin word for three farthings : three &rthingB — remunera- 
tion. —" What 's the price of this inkle ? " — « One penny." — 
*^ No, 1 11 give you a remuneration : " why, it carries it Re- 
muneration ! why, it is a &irer name than French crown. I 
will never buy and sell out of this word. 

BmUr Buon. 

Sir. O, my good knare Costard ! exceedingly well met 

Cost. Pray you, sir, how much carnation nbbon may a man 
buy for a remuneration ? 

Bvr. What is a remuneration ? i^ 

Cost. Marry, sir, halfpenny &rthing. 

Bir. Why, tlien, three-fartiiing worth of silk. 

Cost I thank your worship : 6od be wi' you ! 

Bir. Stay, sUve ; I must employ thee : 
As thou wilt win my favour, good my knave, 
Do one thing for me that I sbill entreat 

Cost. When would you have it done, sir? 

Bir. This afternoon. 

Cost. Well, I will do it, sir : &re you welL 

Bir. Thou knowest not what it is. ' 140 

Cost. I shall know, sir, when I have done it 

Bir. Why, villain, thou must know first 

Cost. I will come to your worship to-morrow morning. 

Bir. It must be done this afternoon. Hark, sUve, it is but 



V* MWONy =Sii«, daliflAtai 
WMU^: ft kind of tope. 
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The Princess comes to hunt here in the paik, 

And in her train there is a gentle lady ; 

When tongues speak sweetly, then they name her name. 

And Rosaline they call her : ask for her ; 

And to her white hand see thou do conunend 159 

This seal'd-up connseL There 's thy gaerdon: go. 

Cost. Gardon, O sweet garden ! better than remoneration, a 
'leven-pence farthing better : most sweet gardon I I will do it, 
sir, in print. Grardon ! Remuneration ! [Sat, 

Bir. And I, forsooth, in love ! I, that haye been loye's 
whip; 

A very beadle to a hnmorons sigh ; 
A critic, na;f , a niffht-watch constable ; 
A domineering pedant o'er the boy ; 

Than whom no mortal so magnificent ! i 6e 

This whimpled, whining, purblind, wa3rward boy ; 
This senior-junior, giant-dwarf, Dan Cupid ; 
Regent of love-rhymes, lord of folded arms, 
The anointed sovereign of siriis and groans, 
Liege of all loiterers and malcontents, 
DrMd prince of plackets, king of codpieces. 
Sole imperator and great gennal 
Of trotting 'paritors: — O my little heifft! -^ 
And I to be a corporal of his field. 

And wear his colours like a tumbler's ho^ I 170 

What, I! Hovel I sue! I seek a wife! 
A woman, that is like a German dock, 
Still aprepairing, ever out of frame. 
And never going aright, being a watch, 
But being watch'd that it may still go right I 
Nay, to be perjured, which is worst of all; 
And, among three, to love the worst of all ; 
A whitely wanton with a velvet brow. 
With two pitehf^balls stuck in her fiu^e for eyes ; 
At, and, t^ heaven, one that will do the deed 189 

Though Argus were her eunuch and her guard : 
And I to sigh for her! to watch for her! 
To pray for her! Go to; it is a plague 
That Cupid will impose for my neglect 
Of his almighty dreadful little might 
Well, I will love, write, sigh, pray, sue and groan : 
Some men must love my lady and some Joan. (Srft 

>M m|)r<iU=«zactl7, preotnly. 

>M MtMrvffn.' * -word of thx«e •jlkblM. 

IM wiadttu: probably pettiooata, but poMlblj hariiif aa 

^** Vv^Cvrs =apparnnn, minor oStonB of wooltibtrtfoal 
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ACT IV. 
SosiiB I. The same. 

Mnier tkt PinoMB, and htr trains a ForMt«r, Bonr, EoaAum, Maka, tmd KJOEAMom 

Frin. Was that the King, that sponr'd his horse 80 haid 
Against the eteep uprising of the hiU ? 

Boyet. I know not ; bat I think it was not he. 

Prin, Whoe'er he was, he showed a mounting mind* 
Well, lords, to-day we shall have oar dispatch : 
On Saturday we will return to France. 
Then, forester, my friend, where is the bosh 
That we mnst stand and play the murderer in ? 

Far, Hereby, npon the edge of yonder ooppioe ; 
A stand where yon may make the fairest shoot lo 

Frin, I thank my beauty, I am fair that shooti 
And thereupon thou speak'st the fairest shoot 

For. Pardon me, madam, for I meant not so. 

Frin. What, what? first praise me and again say no? 
O short-liy'd pride ! Not ftar ? alack for woe ! 

For. Tee, madam, fair. 

Frin, Nay, never paint me now : 

Where fair is not, praise cannot mend the brow. 
Here, good my glass, take this for telling true: {OiMimmuf 

Fair payment for foul words is more than due. 

For. Nothing but fair is that which you inherit 20 

Frin. See, see, my beauty will be sav'd by merit I 
O heresy in 6ur, fit for these days ! 
A giving hand, though foul, shall have fair praise. 
But come, the bow : now mercy goes to kill. 
And shooting well is then accounted 01. 
Thus will I save my credit in the shoot : 
Not wounding, pity would not let me do 't ; 
If wounding, Uien it was to show my skill, 
That more for praise than purpose meant to UlL 
And out of question so it is sometimes, 30 

Olory grows guilty of detested crimes. 
When, for baae'n sake, for praise, an outward part, 
We bend to that the working of the heart ; 
As I for praise alone now seek to spill 
The poor deer's blood, that my heart means no ilL 

Bcyet. Do not curst wives hold that self HMvereignty 



!!••_, ,^ - , 

SmIm iaeh pnaompCkn. Ibis pronnna kti on mwt be 



PitaMM paaninffly teiM llM f oiwtOT with niikiiiff raSt r fUNM ihooft " I to h« 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



878 LOVERS LABOUR'S LOST. [AotIV. 

Only for praise sake, when they strive to be 
Loi^ o'er their lords ? 

Prtn. Only for praise : and praise we may afford 
To any lady that subdues a lord. 40 

Boyet. Here comes a member of the commonwealth. 

BmUr OonABD. 

Cost. Grod dig-you-den all I Fray you, which is the head 
lady? 

Prin. Thou shalt know her, fellow, by the rest that have no 
heads. 

Cast. Which is the greatest lady, the hi^est ? 

Prin. The thickest and the tallest 

Cost. The thickest and the tallest ! it is so ; troth is trae. 
An your waist, mistress, were as slender as my wit, 
One o' these maids' girdles for your waist should be fit. 50 

Are not you the chiiS woman ? you are the thickest here. 

Prin. What 's your will, sir ? what 's your will ? 

Cost. I have a letter from Monsieur Birone to one Lady 
Rosaline. 

Prin. O, thy letter, thy letter ! he 's a good friend of mine : 
Stand aside good bearer. Boyet, you can carve ; 
Break up this capon. 

Boyet. I am bound to serve. 

This letter is mistook, it importeth none here 
It is writ to Jaquenetta. 

Prin. We will read it, I swear. 

Break the neck of the wax, and every one give ear. 59, 

Bof/€t, [lUadt.] Bj heaven, that thou art fair, ib most infallible ; tme, 
that thon art beauteous ; truth itself, that thou art lovelj. More fairer 
than &ir, beautiful than beauteona, truer than truth itaelf, nave commiBer- 
ation on thj heroical vassal ! The maipianimous and most illustrate king 
Cophetua set eve upon the pernicious and indubitate beggar Penelophon ; 
and he it was that might rightly saj, Feni, mdi^ vici; whicn to annotanite in 
the vulgar, — O base and obscure vulgar 1 — videlicet, He came, saw, and 
overcame : he came, one ; saw, two ; overcame, three. Who came ? the 
king : why did he come ? to see : whv did he see ? to overcome : to whom 
came he ? to the beggar : what saw be ? the beggar : who overcame hef 
the beggar. The conclusion is victory : on whose side % the king's. The 
captive is enriched : on whose side ? the beggar's. The catastrophe is a 
nuptial : on whose side ? the king's : no, on both in one, or one m both. 
I am the king ; for so stands the comparison : thou the bc^igar; for so wit* 
nesseth thy lowliness. Shall 1 command thy love ? I may : shall I enforoe 
thy love ? I could : shall I entreat thy love % I will. What shalt thou ex« 
change for rags 1 robes ; for tittles ? titles ; for thyself % me. Thus, ex- 
pecting thy reply, I profane my lips on thy foot, my eyes on thy picture^ 
and my heart on thy every part. Thine, in the dearest design of industry, 

Don Adbiaho db Aexado. 

« Ood Oig-ftm-dtn : * nastieoocniptloii of " God giT« you good emi.*' 
" .* UMd, like tho Vmichyottiel, tor * love-Tetler. 

". TIm qwi 
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miM», which m^ wou have been B.'b word. 
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Thus doet thoa hear the Nemean licm roar $o 

'Gramst thee, thou lamb, that standest ae his prey; 
Sabmiflsive fall his princely feet before, 

And he from forage will incline to jday : 
But if thou strive, poor soul, what art thou then ? 
Food for his rage, repastore for his den. 

Prin. What plume of feathers is he that indited this letter? 
What vane ? what weathercock ? did you ever hear better ? 

Boyet. I am much deceived but I remember the style. 

Prin. Else your memory is bad, going o'er it erewhUe. 

Boyet. This Armado is a Spaniard^ that keeps here in court ; 
A phantasime, a Monarcho, and one that makes sport 91 

To the Prince and his bookmates. 

Prin. Thou fellow, a word : 

Who gave thee this letter ? 

Cast. I told you ; my lord. 

Prin. To whom shonldst thou give it? 

Cost. From my lord to my lady. 

Prin. From which lord to which lady ? 

Cost. From my lord Birone, a good master of mine. 
To a lady of France that he call'd Rosaline. 

Prin. Thou hast mistaken his letter. Gome, lords, away. 
[To Bo8.'\ Here, sweet, put up this : 'twill be thine another 

day. lExemd PHnetu amd traim, 

Boyet. Who is the suitor ? who is the suitor ? 

Bos. Shall I teach you to know? 

Boyet. Ay, my continent of heauty. 

Ros. THiy, she that bears the bow. 

Finely put off ! los 

Boyet. My lady goes to kill horns ; but, if thou marry, 
Hang me by the neck, if horns that year miscarry. 
Finely put on I 

Ros. Well, then, I am the shooter* 

Boyet. And who is your deer ? 

Bos. If we choose by the horns, yourself come not near. 
Finely put on, indeed I 

Mar. You still wrangle with her, Boyet, and she strikes at 
the brow. 

Boyet. But she herself is hit lower : have I hit her now ? no 

Bos. Shall I come upon thee with an old saying, that was a 
man when King Pepin of France was a little boy, as touching 
the hit it. 

Si/aT' ^^*^ *^^ ^^' ^^' Po*tMri]»t ifl poHibl J quoted from mim xidleolow poom 

^tkttiat btmn the bow. The monimeUtkm of mli, before Mt fortli, nrait be lemw 
bend. lBB9jet*Bspeeeh,MixeeUiMeebo7e,(tlMfoUo,10S8,pffiati«Miler,Meetir. 
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BayeL So I maj uurwBr thee with one as old, that was a 
woman when Qaeen Gnmever of Britain was a little weneh, as 
toaching the hit it 
So8. Thou canrt not hit k, hit it, hit it, 

Thoa canst not hit it, my good man. 
BcyeL An I cannot, cannot, cannot. 

An I cannot^ another can. [EmmtBM.mUEmk 

Co$t. By my troth, most pleasant : how hoth did fit it ! ^ 121 
Mar. A mark marvelloas well shot, for they hoth did hit it 
Bcyet. A mark ! O, mark hut that nudk 1 A mark, says my 
lady! 
Let the mark have a prick in 't, to mete at, if it may be* 
Mar. Wide o' Oi' bow hand! i' faith, your hand is ontN 
Coat. Indeed, a' must shoot nearer, or he '11 ne'er hit the doat 
Boyet. An if my hand be out, then belike your hand is in. 
Cost. Then will she get the upshoot by deaving the pin. 
Mar. Gome, come, you talk greasily ; your lips grow f ooL 
Cost. She 's too hard for yon at pncks, sir : chaUenge her to 

bowL 
Boyet. I fear too nmch robbing. €rood night, my good owl 

Cost. Bv my soul, a swain ! a most simple clown ! 
Lord, Lord, how the ladies and I have pat him down ! 
O* my troth, most sweet jests ! most incony vnlgar wit I 
When it comes so smoothly off, so obscenely, as it were, so fit 
Armado o' th' to side, — O, a most dainty man ! 
To see him walk before a lady and to bear her fan I 
To see him kiss his hand ! and how most sweetly a' will swear I 
And his page o' f other side, that handful of wit ! 
Ah, heavMis, it is a most pathetical nit ! 140 

Sola, sola I [ShMawUkm, Ata C9tlard,fwuims. 

ScBNS n. The iome. 

JAMir HoLOPiBxn, Ba VfJOBAgOL, «md DoUn 

Nixth. Yery reverend sport, tmly ; and done in the testimony 
of a good conscience. 

Sol. The deer was, as yon know, sanguiSf in blood ; ripe as 
the pomewater, who now hangeth like a jewel in the ear of cado^ 
the sky, the welkin, the heaven ; and anon falleth Uke a crab on 
the face of tmrOy the soil, the land, the earth. 

n* tk€ eiomt: eh* white fpot or ng in th* middle of the tenet 
M thtpm: that ie. the pin which held the eloQt to the texget 
» fnasiif = groeuT. 
>M wMOfifr = fine, deiloete. 

>M e* CA> to tid§. The to «ttfk end the fiotktr sidt were oomnwnly oppoeed phtiM la 
S.*edAy. 
« pomemav : « kfaid of apple. 
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NatJu Trtly^ MMter Hdbxfemesy the einthets are sweedy 
yaried, like a scholar at the least : bat, sir, I assuze ye, it was a 
buck of the first head. 

H6L Sir Nathaniel, haud ertdjo. lo 

Dull* T was not a hand eredo : 't was a pricket 

H6U Most barbarous intimatioii I yet a kind of insinuation, 
as it were, in via^ in way, of explication ; foMtrt^ as it were, 
replication, or rather, ostoiitoiis, to show, as it were, his inclina- 
tion, after his undressed, onpolished, nnedncated, onproned, on* 
trained, or rather, nnlettered, or ratherest, onoonfirmed &shion, 
to assert again any houud CNdo for a deerl 

DulL I said the deer was not a hand credo ; 'twas a pricket 

HoL Twice^Kwl simplicity, bis eoctua ! 
O ihon monster Ignorance, how deformed dost thon look ! ao 

NaiJu Sir, he hath never fed of the dainties that are bred in 
a book; 
he hath not eat pi^;>er, as it were ; he hath not drunk ink : his 
intellect is not replenished ; he is only an animal, only sensible 
in the duller parts : 
And such barren plants are set before us, that we thankful 

should be. 
Which we of taste and feeling are, for those parts that do fruc- 
tify in us more than he. 
For as it would ill become me to be Tain, indiscreet, or a f ool. 
So were there a patch set on leamine , to see him in a school : 
But omite hme^ say I ; being of an old father's mind, 
Many can brook the weather that love not the wind. 30 

IhM. Tou two are book-men : can you tell me by your wit 
What was a month old at Cain's birth, that 's not five weeks old 
as yet? 

H6L Dictynna, goodman Dull ; Dictynna, goodman DulL 

IhM. What is Dictynna? 

Naiik. A title to Fhcebe, to Luna, to the moon. 

H6U The moon was a month old when Adam was no more, 
And raoght not to five weeks when he came to five-score. 
Hie allusion holds in the exchange. 

l>ulL T is true indeed ; the collusion holds in the exchange. 

K6L God comfort thy ciq^Mcitf ! I say, the allusion holds in 
the exchange. 41 

l>ulL kxA I say, the poUnsion holds in the exchange ; for 
the moon is never but amonth old : and I say beside that» 'twas 
a pricket that the Princess kill'd. 

wAawrcrwl9sI4on*tb«Utir«lt. Ut., Uk* DMurlj aU th* imC of HoloteiMf'i ptdan- 

MifwtogtMii _. 
«MniM6efM=:aUlaw«U. 



ftto gMMOftUj, QMt tlM tuU pvrtlelpU f oim. 
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HoL Sir Nadianiel, will 70a hear an extemporal epitaph on 
the deaUi of the deer ? And, to humour the ignorant, call I the 
deer the Princess killed a pricket. 

Nath. Perge^ good Master Holof ernes, perge ; so it shall 
please yon to abrogate scurrility. 49 

H6U I will something affect the letter, for it argaes facility. 

The preyfnl priDcess pierc'd and prick'd a pretty plea«in^ pricket ; 

Some say a sore ; bnt not a iiore, till now made sore with shooting. 
The dogs did yell : pat l to soie, then floreliamps from thicket ; 

Or pncket lore, or elae aorel ; the jpeople nil a-hooting. 
If sore be sore, then l to aore make nft^ sores one soreL 
Of one sore I an hundred make bj adding bat one more i*. 

Nath. A rare talent ! 

DvU. [^«u^e.] If a talent be a claw^ look how he daws him 
with a t^nt 59 

HoU This is a gift that I have, simple, simple ; a foolish ex- 
travagant spirit, full of forms, figures, shapes, objects, ideas, 
apprdiensions, motions, revolutions : these are besot in ihe ven- 
tricle of memory, nourished in the womb of pia mater, and 
delivered upon the mellowing of occasion. But the gift is good 
in those in whom it is acute, and I am thankful for it. 

NaJth, Sir, I praise the Lord for you : and so mi^ my pi^ 
rishioners; for their sons are well tutor'd by yon, uid their 
daughters profit very greatly under you : you are a good mem- 
ber of the commonweuth. 69 

Hcl. MeheroUj if their sona be ingenuous, they shall want no 
instruction ; if their dauriiters be ci^Nible, I will put it to them : 
but vir sapit qui pauca JoquUur ; a soul feminine saluteth us. 

JEnttr JAQDUinTA and Cora». 

cTo^. God g^ve you good morrow, master Parson. 

MU, Master Parson, quasi pers-on. An if one should be 
pierc'd, which is the one ? 

Cost. Many, master schoolmaster, he that is likest to a hogs- 
head. 

Hoi. Piercing a hogshead ! a good lustre of conceit in a tuft 
of earth ; fire enough for a flint, pearl enough for a swine : 't b 
pretty ; it is welL So 

Jaq. Good master Parson, be so good as read me this letter : 
it was given me by Costard, and sent me from Don Armado: I 
beseech you, read it 

HoL FauttSf preeor geUda quando pecus omne sub vmbra 

• Arffsrgooii. 
» tkMUtUf: that is, alUtoimdon. 

*> nure*d: in tha foUo ptrst. The word pitret ww proooiaiiMd jntm until tha b#> 
ghuifaiff of this eontnrj. In HolofernM' next speech the folio hM ** ptnimg a hogilnad * 
V* Mtkntit = b7 Heranlee. 
^ vir tapU, ete. = he is wise who mjB little. 
« Famu, ete. =lMwtae, I pnj when the herd chews the end in the eool shade. 
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ruminaty — «nd so forth. Ah, good old Maatoanl I may 
gpeak of thee as the trayeller doth of Venice : 

Venetia, Venetia, 

Chi nan ti vede nan ti pretia. 

Old Mantaan, old Mantaan ! who andentandeih thee not, loves 
thee not Uty re, sol, la, mi, fa. Under pardon, sir, what are 
the contents ? or rather, as Horace says in his — What, my soul, 
Terses? 

Nath. Ay, sir, and very learned. 

HoL Let me hear a staff, a stanze, a yerse ; lege, domdne. 

Nath, {Reajde.'\ 

If loYB make me foiBwom, how Bhall I swear to loTef 

Ah, never faith could hold, if not to beaaty yow'd ! 
Though to myself fonwom, to thee 1 11 faithf al prove ; 

Thoee thoughts to me were oaks, to thee like osiers bow'd. 
Stndv his bias leaves and makes his book thine ejes, 

Where all those pleasures live that art would comprehend : loo 
If knowledge be the mark, to know thee shall suffice ; 

Well learned is that tongue that well can diee commend, 
Alliffnoraat that soul that sees thee without wonder ; 

Which is to me some praise that I thy parts admire : 
Thv^ye Jove's lightning bears, thy voice nis dreadful thunder. 

Which, not to anger bent, is music and sweet fire. 
Celestial as thou art, O, pardon love this wrong, 
That sings heaven's praise with such an earthly tongue. 

HaL Ton find not the apostrophes, and so miss the accent: 
let me supervise the canzonet. Here are only numbers ratified ; 
but, for the elegancy, ibcility, and golden cadence of poesy, 
caret. Ovidius Naso was the man : and why, indeed, Naso, but, 
for smelling out the odoriferous flowers of fancy, the jerks of in- 
yention? Imitari is nothine: so doth the hound his master, 
the ape his keeper, the tired horse his rider. But, damosella 
virgin, was this directed to yon ? 

c/o^. Ay, sir, from one Monsieur Birone, one of the strange 
qpieen's lords. ii8 

HoL I will overglance the superscript : ** To the snow-white 
hand of the most beauteous Lady Bos^ine." I will look again 
on the intellect of the letter, for the nomination of the party 
writing to the person written unto : ^^ Tour ladyship's in aU de- 
sired employment, Bi:^ne." Sir Nathaniel, this Birone is one 
of the votaries with the King ; and here he hath framed a letter 

* Mimhum. Not Vbgil, but Battiito Bmgnoliu, who alto wm eallad the Muitiua 
from his plaoe of birth. Ho wrote Latiii ecIoffUM, and Holofexnof quotes the begluning 
ofthollxst. 

•* F«iul/a, ole. = Voniee, Venioe, who sees thee not doos not know thee. (Ital.) 

M u^ domifuzstmd^ sir. 

us Nvm = nose. 

tu Imitan =: to ImitRte. 

uf Miomsi4ur Biroiu, eto. Another Instanee of 8.'s heedlessness. Birone was one of 
the King^t loidst of whom, moreover, Jaquenetta knew nothing, and jret again Just bo- 
flon this she has said that the letter eame from Armado. 
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to % aeqaent of the Btnmger qneen'sy which Mcidentally, or by 
the way of progrefldon, hath misoamed. Trip and go, my 
sweet; deliyer i&A pAper into the royal hand of the £ng: it 
may concern much. Stay not thy compliment ; I forgive tl^ 
duty: adieo. ij9 

Jaq. Gk>od Costard, go with me. Sir, God save your life I 

Cogt* Have with thee, my girL [SaumuCMU tmdMq. 

Nath. Sir, yon have done this in the fear of God, veiy re- 
ligiously ; and, as a certain ftUher saith, — 

HoL Sir, tell not me of the father; I do fear cdooraUe 
colours. But to return to the verses : did they please too. Sir 
Nathaniel? 

Nath. Marvellous well for the pen. 

Hoi. I do dine toniay at the Cher's of a certain popl of 
mine ; where, if, before repast, it shall please you to gratify the 
table with a grace, I will, on my privilege I have with the par- 
ents of the foresaid child or pupil, undertake your ben venfuio; 
where I will prove those verses to be very unlearned, neither 
savouring of poetry, wit, nor invention : I beseech your society. 

Nath, And thuik you too ; for society, saith the text, is the 
haminess of life. 

jBoI. And, certes, the text most in&llibly concludes it. [To 
IhUL'\ Sir, I do invite you too; yon shall not say me nay: 
fauca ver6a. Away I the gentles are at their game, and we 
will to our recreation. [Jtemai. 

Scene m. 7^ tame. 



Bir. The King he is hunting the deer ; I am coursing my« 
self : thejy have pitch'd a toil ; I am toiling in a pitch, — pitch 
that defiles : defile ! a foul word. Well, ^ set thee down, sor- 
row" I for so tfaev say the fool said, and so say I, and ay the fool : 
well poved, wit I By the Lord, this love is as mad as Ajax : 
it kills sheep ; it kills me, I a sheep : well proved again o iny 
side I I will not bve : if I do, hang me ; i* £uth, I will not C5, 
but her eye, — by this light, but for her eye, I would not love 
her ; yes, for her two eyes. Well, I do nothing in the world 
but lie, and lie in my throat. Bv heaven, I do love : and it 
hath tanght me to rhyme and to be melancholy ; and here is 

<" Aoy not tki( comvUmmtf «to. : that is, don't stop to mko eurtsiof. 
>M/rar MtoffroUf oflloMM; « abng phxMO of tho dBj,tlw niMnfaig of whieh la now 
voknown. 
Ml ben vtnmto = woleomo. (ItaL) 
>M P^uca twfte = f ow woidn. 
• kOUska^: aa aUoaloii to AJtx't alM^tar ol ihMp in bit Ibmm jmlcmtj «f 
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part of my Ajme, and here my melanchoiv* Well, she kalih 
one o' my somiets already : the down bore it, the fool sent it, 
and the ladv hath it: sweet down, sweeter fool, sweetest lady I 
By the world, I would not care a pin, if the other three were 
in. Here oomes one with a paper: Grod gi^e him grace to 
groan! [OuNteairM. 

Bmtr tkB Kim, vith upt^^r. 

King. Ay me I 

Bir. [Aside.^ Shot, by heaven I FhMeed, sweet Capid: thou 
hast thomp'd him with thy bird-bolt nnder the left pap. In 
fiuth, secrets I 21 

Kinff. [Beads.^ 

80 sweet a kiss the golden 11m gives not 

To those ftesh mommg dzops npon the rose, 
Ab thy eTe-beams, when their fresh rays have smote 

The nl^ht of dew that on mj cheeks down flows : 
Kor shines the silver mooo one half so bright 

Throngh the transpazent bosom of the deep, 
Ab doth thy fsoe thzongh tears of mine give light ; 

Thon sbm'st in every tear that I do weep : 
No drop bat as acoach doth cany thee ; jo 

80 ridest thou triamphiog in my woe. 
Do bat behold the tears that swell in me. 

And thej thy glory thioogh my grief will show : 
Bat do not love Siyself ; then thon wOt keep 
My tears for g^ssies, and still make me weep. 
O qneen of qaeens I how far dost thon excel, 
No thought can think, nor tongae of mortal telL 

How shall she know my griefs ? IH drop the paper : 
Sweet leaves, shade foUy. Who is he comes here r [m^tukk. 
What, Longaville I and reading! listen, ear. 40 

Bir. Now, in thy likeness, one more fool appear ! 

Shut Lomavills, with a paper, 

Lang. Ay me, I am forsworn ! 

Bir. Why, he comes in like a perjnre, wearing papers. 

King. In love, I hope : sweet f eUowship in sluune ! 

Bir, One dronkard loves another of the name. 

Lang. Am I the first that have been perjnr'd so ? 

Bir. I could pat thee in comfort Not by two that I know : 
Thon makest the trinmviry, the comer-cap of sodety, 
The shape of Love's Tybnm that hangs up simplicity. 

Lang. I fear these stubborn lines lack power to move. 50 
sweet Maria, empress of my love I 
Vhese numbers will I tear, and write in prose. 

tt n imnpk inf: Moented on tlM Moond gTllable. 

'^ ' • ' - pexjorsr wm eoDdeinn«d to wmt a pspor oa bis 



. , B=:peijai«r. AeonTioted 
taMMt Mttlns f oKth bb eriiM. 
« iMf't aV^Mm. The old fiOlowi et Tybua wss trtaosttlar. 
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Bir. Oy rhymes are guards on wanton Capid's hose : 
Disfigure not his slop. 
Lwhg. This same shall go. [KtmU 

Bid not the heayenly rhetoric of thine eye, 

'Gainst whom the world cannot hold aigomenty 
Fennade mj heart to this falae perjury ? 

Vows for thee hroke deserve not panishment 
A woman I forswore ; but I will prove, 

Thoa being a goddess, I forswore not thee : 60 

Myjow was earUily, thoa a heavenly love ; 

Thy grace being gain'd cnres all disgrace in me. • 
Vows are bat breath, and breath a vaponr is : 

Then thoa, fidr son, whidi on my earth dost shine, 
Exhal'st this vapour-vow ; in thee it is : 

If broken then, it is no fault of mine : 
If by me broke, what fool is not so wise 
To lose an oath to win a paradise ? 

Bir. Tliis is the liver-vein, which makes flesh a deity, 
A green goose a goddess : pure, pure idolatry. 70 

God amend us, &>d amend ! we are much out o' th' way. 

Long. By whom shall I send this ? — Company ! stay. 

[S»9t flSiA. 

Bir. All hid, all hid ; an old infant play. 
Like a demigod here sit I in the sky, 
And wretched fools' secrets heedfully o'ei^ye. 
More sacks to the mill ! O heavens, I have my wish t 

Au«r DuMAix, wUk « po^tr. 

Dnmain transf orm*d ! four woodcocks in a dish 1 

Dum. O most divine Kate ! 

Bir. O most profane coxcomb ! 

Dwnu By heaven, the wonder in a mortal eye ! 80 

Bir. By earth, she is not, corporal ; there you lie. 

Dum. Her amber hair for foul hath amber quoted. 

Bir. An ambei^olour'd raven was well noted. 

Dum. As upright as the cedar. 

Bir. Stoop, I say; 

Her shoulder is with child. 

Dum. As fair as day. 

Bir. Ay, as some days ; but then no sun must shine. 

Dum. that 1 had my wish I 

Long. And I had mine I 

King. And I mine too, good Lord ! 

Bir. Amen, so I had mine : is not that a good word ? 

Dum. I would forget her ; but a fever she 90 

Beigns in my blood and will remember'd be. 

Bir. A fever in your blood ! why, then incision 
Would let her out in saucers : sweet misprision I 



> rtmrdt = wnhfoiderj or ftelngs. 

» linu r mm. Tba Uv«r was suppoied to be the leftt of 1 
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Dum. Qnoe more 1 11 read the ode that I liave writ 
Bir, Once more I '11 mark how love can vary wit. 
Dum. [BeadsJ] 

On a di^ — alack the day ! — 

Love, whoae month is ever Kaj, 

Spied a bloMom passing fair 

Flaying in the wanton air : 

Thnmgh the velvet leaves the wind^ lOO 

All nnseen, can passage find; 

That the lover, nek to death. 

Wish himself the heaven's breath. 

Air, qnoth he, thj cheeks may blow ; 

Air, would I might triumph so I 

Bu^ alack, my hand is sworn 

Ne'er to pluck thee from thy thorn ; 

Vow, alack, for yonth unmeet. 

Youth so iqp|t to pluck a sweet 1 

Do not call it sin in me, lio 

That I am forsworn for thee ; 

Thou for whom Jove would swear 

Juno but an Ethiope were ; 

And deny himself for Jove, 

Turning mortal for thy love. 

This will I send and something else more plain, 

That shall express iot true love's fasting pain. 

O, would the King, Birone, and Longa^e, 

Were lovers too I HI, to examjde ill, 

Would from my forehead wipe a perjur'd note ; 120 

For none offend where all alike do dote. 

Long* [Advancing.'] Domain, thy love is far from charity. 
That in love's grief desir'st soeiety : 
Ton may look pale, bat I should blush, I know 
To be o^erheard and taken napping so. 

King. [Advan&ing.^ Come, sir, you blush ; as his your case 
is such; 
Ton chide at him, offending twice as much ; 
Ton do not love Maria ; Longaville 
Did never sonnet for her sake compfle. 

Nor never lay his wreathed arms athwart 130 

His loving bosom to keep down his heart 
I have been closely shrouded in this bush 
And mark'd yon both; and for you both did blush : 
I heard your guilty rhymes, obeerv'd your fashion, 
Saw sighs reek from you, noted well your passion : 
Ay me ! says one ; O Jove ! the other cries ; 
One, her hiurs were gold, crystal the other's eyes : 
[To Long."] Ton would for paradise break faith and troth ; 
[To DumA And Jove, for your love, would infringe an oath, 
what will Birone say when that he shall hear 140 
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Faith 80 infriiig«<l> wliieh gach seal did swear ? 
How will he scorn ! how will he spend his wit 1 
How will he triumph, leap and laugh at it ! 
For all the wealth that ever I did see, 
I would not have him know so much hy me. 

^«r. Now step I forth to whip hypocrisy. iDmmdkig 

Ah, good my liege, I pray thee, pardon me ! 
Grood heart, what grace hast tho^ thus to reprore 
These worms for loving, that art most in love ? 
Yonr eves do make no coaches ; in your tears 150 

There is no certain Princess that appears ; 
You 11 not he periur'd ; 'tis a hateful thine ; 
Tush, none hut nunstreb like of sonneting! 
But are you not asham'd ? nay, are you not, 
All three of you, to he thus much o'ershot ? ^ 
You found hu mote ; the King your mote did see ; 
But I a heam do find in each of three. 

0, what a scene of foolery have I seen, 

Of sig^ of groans, of sorrow and of teen I 

me, with what strict patience have I sat, 160 
To see a king transformed to a gnat ! 

To see great Hercules whipping a gig, 
And profound Solomon to tune a jig. 
And Nestor play at push-pin with the hoys. 
And critic Timon laugh at idle toys ! 
Where lies thy grief, O, tell me, good Dumain ? 
And, gentle Longaville, where lies thy pain ? 
And where my liege's ? all ahout the hreast ; 
A caudle, ho ! 

King, Too hitter is thy jest 

Are we hetray'd thus to thy over-view ? 170 

Bit. Not you to me, hut I hetray'd hy you : 

1, that am honest ; I, that hold it sin 
To hreak the vow I am engaged in ; 

1 am hetray'd, hy keeping company 

With men-like men, of strange inconstancy. 

When shall you see me write a thing in rhyme? 

Or groan for love ? or spend a minute's tbne 

In pruning me? Wlien shall you hear that I 

Will praise a hand, a foot, a face, an eye, 

A gait, a state, a brow, a breast, a waist, 180 

A leg, a limb ? 

King. Soft ! whither away so fast ? 

A true man or a thief that gallops so ? 

»• mart. This word II printodmoatwlM In tUf line. 8w Ibe HilRttesliOB to Mm* 
Adp About Notkinf, ud tb« note on Moth, Act I. Se. li. 
Vi f«m= lorrow, Tvntion ; mare tautology for rbjme's Mk« 
Mi fif = * kind of top. 
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Bit. I post from love: good loyer, lei me go. 

Ailtr JAQunsRA amd Oo«au>. 

Jaq, God bless the King ! 

King. What present hast thou there ? 

Cost. Some certain treason. 

King. What makes treason here ? 

Cott. Nay, it makes nothing, sir. 

King. If it mar nothing neither, 

Hie treason and yon go in peace away togethej. 

Jaq. I beseech yoor grace, let this letter be read : 
Our parson misdoubts it ; 't was treason, he said. 189 

Kxng. Birone, read it over. [QMmgktmtktpofmr 

Where hadst thou it? 

Jaq. Of Costard. 

King. Where hadst thou it ? 

Cott. Of Dun Adramadio, Don Adramadio. 

King. How now I what is in you? why dost thou tear it ? 
Bit. A to^r, my liege, a toy : your grace needs not fear it 
Long. It did move him to passion, and therefore let 's hear it 
Dum. It is Birone's writing, and here is his name. 

Bit. [To CoBtard."] Ah, you whoreson loggerhead! you 
were bom to do me shame. 
GuiltT, my lord, guilty ! I confess, I confess. aoo 

King. What? 
Bir. That you three fools lack'd me fool to make up the 



He, he, and you, and you, my liege, and I, 
Are pick-purses in love, and we deserve to die. 
O, dismiss this audience, and I shall tell you more. 

Dum. Now the number is even. 

Bir. True, true ; we are four. 

Will those turtles be gone ? 

King. Hence, sirs ; away ! 

Cost. Walk aside the true folk, and let the traitors stay. 

(JBbmhI Cutard tmd Jmtmnttta, 

Bir. Sweet lords, sweet lovers, O, let us embrace ! 

As true we are as flesh and blood can be : 210 

Hie sea will ebb and flow, heaven show his face ; 

Toung blood doth not obey an old decree : 
We cannot cross the cause why we were bom ; 
Therefore of all hands must we be forsworn. 

King. What, did these rent lines show some love of thine ? 

Bir. Did they, quoth you? Who sees the heavenly Bosaline^ 

*M «««<#=« pMty of foar at table. 
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That, like a rude and savage man of Inde, 

At the first opening of the gorgeous east, 
Bows not his vassal head and stracken blind 

Kisses the base ground with obedient breast ? 290 

What peremptory eagle-sighted eye 

Dares look upon the heaven of her brow, 
That is not blinded by her majesty ? 

King. What seal, what fury hath inspired thee now ? 
My love, her mistress, is a gracious moon ; 

She an attending star, scarce seen a light 
Bir. My eyes are then no eyes, nor I Birone : 

O, but for my love, day would turn to night I 
Of all complexions the cull'd sovereignty 

Do meet, as at a fair, in her fair dieek, 230 

Where several worthies make one dignity, 

Where nothing wants that want itmlf doth seek. 
Lend me the flourish of all gentle tongues, — 

Fie, painted rhetoric I O, she needs it not : 
To things of sale a seller's praise belongs, 

She passes praise ; then praise too short doth blot 
A withered hermit, fivescore winters worn. 

Might shake off fifly, looking in her eye : 
Beauty doth Tarnish age. as if new-bom, 

And gives the crutch the cradle's infancy : 240 

O, 't is Uie sun that maketh all things shine. 

King. By heaven, thy love is bliusk as ebony. 
Bvr. Is ebony like her ? O wood divine ! 

A wife of such wood were felicity. 
O, who can give an oath ? where is a book ? 

That I may swear beauty doth beauty lack. 
If that she learn not of her eye to look : 

No &ce is fair that is not full so black. 
King. O paradox 1 Black is the badge of hell. 

The hue of dungeons and the suit of ni|^t ; 250 

And beauty's crest becomes the heavens welL 

Bir. Devils soonest tempt, resembling spirits of light 
O, if in black my lady's brows be deck'd, 

It mourns that painting and usurping hair 
Should ravish doters with a false aspect ; 

And therefore is she bom to make black fair. 
Her favour turns the 6ishion of the days. 

For native blood is counted painting now ; 
And therefore red, that would avoid dispraise. 

Paints itself black, to imitate her brow. 960 

Dum, To look like her are chimney-eweepers black. 

Long. And since her time are colliers counted bright 
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King. And Ethiopes of their sweet eomplexioii crack. 

ifum. Dark needs no candles now, for dark is light. 
Bir. Your mistresses dare never come in rain. 

For fear their colours should be wash'd awaj. 
King. 'T were good, jours did ; for, sir, to tdl you plain, 

I 'U find a fai^ face not wash'd to-day. 
Bir. I '11 prove her fair, or talk till doomsday here. 

Kinff. No devil will friffht thee then so much as she. 270 
Dum. I never Imew man hold vile stuff so dear. 

Lang, Look, here 's thy love : my foot and her &ee see. 
Bir. O, if the streets were paved with thine eyes, 

Her feet were much too dainty for such tread ! 
Dum. O vile ! then, as she goes, what upward lies 

The street should see as she walk'd overhead. 
Kinff^ But what of this ? are we not all in love ? 

Bir. Nothing so sure ; and thereby all forsworn. 
King. Then leave this chat ; and, good Birone, now prove 

Our loving lawful, and our faith not torn. 280 

Dum. Ay, marry, there ; some flattery for this eviL 

Long. O, some authority how to proceed ; 
Some trioks, some quillets, how to cheat theDeviL 

Dum. Some salve for perjury. 

Bir. " 'T is more than need. 

Have at yon, then, affection's men at arms. 
Consider what you first did swear unto, 
To fast, to study, and to see no woman ; 
Flat treason 'sainst the kingly state of youth. 
Say, can vou mst ? your stomachs are too young ; 
And ahstmence engenders maladies. 290 

And where that you have vow'd to study, lords, 
In that each of you have forsworn his book, 
^X^an you still dream and pore and thereon look ? 
(For when would you, my lord, or you, or you. 
Have found the ground of study's excellence 
Without the beauty of a woman's face ? 
From women's eyes this doctrine I derive; 
They are the ground, the books, the academes 
JProm whence doth spring the true Promethean fire. 
\ Why, universal plodding poisons up 300 

The nimble spirits in the arteries. 
As motion axid long-during action tires 
The sinewy vigour of the traveller. 
Now, for not boking on a woman's face, 
Ton have in that forsworn the use of eyes 
And study too, the causer of your vow ; 
For where is any author in the world 

M* tnek a lalk tmlj, botii. 
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Teaches such beauty as a woman's eye ? 

Learning is but an ad jnnct to oorself , 

And where we are our learning likewise is : 310 

Then when onrselves we see in ladies' eyes. 

Do we not likewise see our learning there ? 

O, we have made a vow to stady, lords, 
V And in that vow we have forsworn our books. 
r For when would yon, my liege, or yon, or youy 

In leaden contemplation have found out 

Such fiery numbers as the p rompting eres 

Of beauty's tutors have ennch'd you with? 

Other slow arts entirely keep the brain ; 

And therefore, finding barren practiseis, 310 

Scarce show a harvest of their heavy toil : 

But love, first learned in a lady's eyes, 

Lives not alone immured in the brain ; 

But, with the motion of all elements. 

Courses as swift as thought in every power. 

And gives to every power a double power. 

Above their functions and their offices. 

It adds a precious seeing to the eye ; 

A lover's eyes will gaze an eagle blind ; 

A lover's ear will hear the lowest sound, 330 

When the suspicious head of theft is stopp'd : 

Love's feeling is more soft and sensible 

Than are the tender horns of cockled snails? 

Love's tongue proves dainty Bacchus gross in taste : 

For valour, is not Love a Hercules, 

Still climbing trees in the Hesperides ? 

Subtle as Sphinx ; as sweet and musical 

As bright Apollo's lute, strung with his hair : 

And when Love speaks, the voice of all the gods 

Make heaven drowsy with the harmony. 340 

Never durst poet touch a pen to write 

Until his ink were temper'd with Love's sighs ; 

O, then his lines would ravish savage ears 

t plant in tyrants mild humility. 
I women's eyes this doctrine I derive : 
sparkle kill the right Promethean fire ; 
are the books, the arts, the academes. 
That show, contain and nourish all the world : 
Else none at all in ought proves excellent. 
Then f ooLs you were &ese women to f orswear, 350 

«» tht Buptfidu : that to. the ganl«iis of the HMperidflB. 

•M Hwh wmiun*9 <yet. it will be obterred that this peenge ooeon ■nlwhmHiny 
firioe in thto tpeeoh, at line 207 and line 846. Neglect hee left eridenoe of the levlaiao 
ef the pla/. one peaMge to lozelj that which was meant to be leplaced bj the othtb 
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Or keepii^ what ib flworn, joa will prove fools. 

For wisdom's sake, a word that all men love. 

Or for love's sake, a word that loves all men. 

Or for men's sake, the authors of these women. 

Or women's sake, hy whom we men are men. 

Let OS once lose our oaths to find ourselves, 

Or else we lose ourselves to keep our oaths. 

It is religion to he thus forsworn, 

For charily itself fulfils the law, 

And who can sever love from charity?/ 360 

King. Saint Cupid, then ! and, solSiers, to the fieldl 

Sir. Advance your standards, and upon them, lords ; 
PeQ-mell, down imh them I but be first advis'd. 
In conflict that you get the sun of them. 

Long. Now to pkin-dealing ; lay these glozes by : 
Shall we resolve to woo these girls of France? 

King. And win them too : therefore let us devise 
Some entertainment for them in their tents. 

Bvr. First, from the park let us conduct them thitter; 
Then homeward every man attach the hand 370 

Of his fair mistress : in the afternoon 
We will with some strange pastime sobMse them. 
Such as the shortness of the time can shape ; 
For revels, dances, masks and merry hours 
Forerun fkir Love, strewing her way with flowers. 

King. Awbj^ away I no time shall be omitted 
That will betime, and may by us be fitted. 
Bir. AUons / aUons / Sow'd cockle reap'd no com; 

And justice always whirls in equal measure : 
Lightwenchesmay prove plagues to men forsworn; 380 

If so, our copper buys no better treasure. [Jtewn. 

ACT V. 

ScSNB I. Tk€ Mome. 
Jamr HoLarBim, Sim NAnuMXiL, mud JHtUm 

HcL Saiu ^pMd miiffi4At. 

Nath. I praise Grod for you, sir : your reasons at dinner have 
been sharo and sententious; pleasan t without scurrility, witty 
without affection, audacious without impudency, learned without 
opinion, and strange without heresy. I did converse this quon' 
aam day with a companion of the King's, who is intituled, nom- 
inated, or called, Don Adriano de Anmido. 

•M f«f (Ac fiM. ItwM Ml adTuitefttin btttttojin th« daya of arehmi and of eloM qmr* 
Im. to bATttlM gallon TOUT bttek. Tbors U um a pnaniiic aUiukm Im*. 
t StiKf , tlo. lno««li 1« M food u a ftait 
* 9iiMMlMisoiio,etrteiB. 
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EdIL Nopi honUn&m tanquam te: ha» humor is lofly, hit 
disconrae peremptoiy, his tongae filed, hb eye ambitions, hu gait 
majestical, and nis general behavioar yain, ridienloas, and thra> 
sonicaL He is too picked, too spruce, too aif ected, too odd, as 
it were, too peregrinate, as I may call it. 12 

Nath. A most ningiilar and choice epithet 

fJwwfff iMtf kit fwMi b9ok- 

HoL He draweth oat the thread of his verbosity' finer than 
the staple of his argument. I abhor such fonatical phantashnes, 
such insociable and point-derise companions; such rackers of 
orthography, as to speak dauty fine, when he should say dcubt ; 
detf when he should pronounce debt^ — d, e, 6, ^, not dy6ft: he 
depeth a calf, eattf; half, hattf; neighbour vacatur nebour; 
neigh abbreviated ne, Tbds is abhominable, — which he would 
call abbominable : it insinuateth me of insanie : ne inieUigiB^ 
damine ? to make frantic, lunatic. 32 

Nath. L(ma DeOy hone intelUgo. 

H6L Bons? hone for hene^ Prisdan a littte scratched, 'twill 
serve. 

Natk. Videme quis venit ? 

Hoi. VideOi et goAideo. 

Mni€r Auu]»o, Mon, md Oo0EAB». 

Amu Chirrah! (SVMM. 

H6L QtKire chirrah, not sirrah? 

Arm. Men of peace, well encountered. 50 

Hoi. Most military sir, salutation. 

Moth. [Atide to Costard.'] They have been at a great feast 
of langoa^, and stoFn the scraps. 

CotL O, they have liVd long on the alms-basket of words. I 
marvel thy master hath not eaten thee for a word ; for thou aft 
not so long by the head as honorifieabilitndinitatibns : thou art 
easier swallowed than a flap-dragon. 

Moth. Peace ! the peal begins. 

Arm. [To HoL] Monsieur, are you not lettered ? 39 

Math. Yes, yes ; he teaches boys the horn-book. What is a, 
b, spelt backward, with the horn on his head? 

Hoi. Btij puerUia^ with a horn added. 

Math. .Rx, most sUly sheep with a horn. Ton hear his learn- 
ing. 

HoL Quisy quia, thou consonant ? 

* Jfcvi AowrfiMfn, tte. I Imow the msa u well m I know 70a. 
n fM imtatigiM, dtmim f = do Yoa not midmtend, tlr ? 
» j:4ntti>io,6oiMiM«awor=PxmiMtoOod,IiaiidentNidcood(tlia«li»wdl). 
M VSduiK, 0*0. DoyomMwhoooniatt And Holof«niM lopliM, I mo and njoleo. 
• Quart, ttto. = wherefoxo, oto. Holof •nut, who to a prototype of the modan pbo 
Miie reformen, protetts egftintt the pronaneifttlon of j m «4. 
M kom^book. The old ipeUinf-boolEf had thin hom eoven to pvotoot Iht ktBfm. 
«• pmeritia = boyhood. 
<■ QiM=who. 
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Mcth* The third of the fiye vowels, if 70a repeat them ; or 
the fifth, if L 

Hcl, I will repeat them, — fl^ a, «, — 

Math. The sheep: the other two concludes it,— 0, u. 49 

Arm, Now, by the salt wave of the Mediterranenm, a sweet 
touch, a qmck venue of wit! snip^ snap, quick and home! it 
rejoiceth mj intellect : true wit ! 

Moth. CMIer'd by a child to an old man ; which is-wit^d. 

H6L What is the figure? what is the figure? 

2£oth* Horns* 

HoU Thou disputest like an infant : go, whip tlqr gig* 

Mirih. Lend me your horn to make one, and I wUl whip about 
your infamy tircfam dreOj — a gig of a cuckold's horn. 58 

C09L An I had but one penny in the world, thou shouldst 
have it to buy gingerbread : hold, there is the very remunera- 
tion I had of Uiy master, thou halfpenny purse of wit, thou pig^ 
eon-egg of discretion. O, an the heavens were so pleased th^ 
thou wert but my bastard, what a joyful father wonldst thou 
make me I Oo to ; thou hast it ad dunghill, at the fingers' ends, 
as thev say. 

jE[<JL O, I smell false Latin ; dunghill for %inguem. 

Arm, Arts-man, preambulate, we will be singuled from the 
barbarous. Do you not educate youth at the charge-house on 
the top of the mountain ? 

Hoi. Or manSj the hilL 70 

Arm. At your sweet pleasure, for the mountain. 

HU. I do, sans question. 

Arm, Sir, it is the King's most nreet pleasure and affection 
to congratulate the Princess at her pavilion in the jposteriors of 
this day, which the rude multitude ciUl the afternoon. 

Sol. The posterior of the dav, most generous sir, is liable, 
congruent and measurable for the afternoon : the word is well 
enlled, chose, sweet and apt, I do assure you, sir, I do assure. 

Arm, Sir, the King is a noble gentleman, and my. familiar, I 
do assure ye, very go^ friend : for what is inward between us, 
let it pass. ** I do beseech thee, remember thy courtesy; I be- 
seech thee, apparel thy head : " and among other important and 
most serious designs, and of great import indeed, too, but let that 
pass : — for I must tell thee, it will please )ub gra>ce, b^ the world, 
sometime to lean upon my poor shoulder, and with his royal fin- 
ger, thus, dally with my excrement, wid^ my mustachio ;' but, 
sweet hMrt, let that ]>ass. By the world, I recount no fable : 
some certain special honours it pleaseth his greatness to impart to 

» drmm etna =: uoimd wUtnt, 

*• mtfutm = ftlM nail ; ad migtum «spCMMd tb* hiclMft flnlah. 
*^ Ida b$9Mek tkttj tlo. Thii Annado npnMnit tn« king m ngrlBS to him, 1»7 way 
9i ihowlBf how fiUBiUtf ttMj wwt, trtn in fh« midft ot important bufinan. 
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Armadoy a soldier, a man of travel, that halih seen die world; 
but let that pass. The very all of all is, — but, sweet heart, I 
do implore secrecy, — that the King would have me present llie 
Princess, sweet chuck, with some delightful ostentation, or show, 
or pageant, or antique, or firework. Now, understanding that 
the curate and your sweet self are good at such eruptions and 
sudden breaking out of mirth, as it were, I have acquainted yon 
withal, to the end to crave your assistance. 

HoL Sir, you shall present before her the Nine Worthies. 
Sir, as concerning some entertainment of time, some show in the 
posterior of this day, to be rendered by our assiBtants, at the 
King's command, and this most gallant, illustrate, and learned 
gendeman, before the Princess : I say none so fit as to present 
the Nine Worthies. io3 

Nath. Where will yon find men worihy enou^ to present 
them? 

Hoi. Joshua, yourself ; myself or thu gallant gentleman, Ju- 
das Maccab»us ; this swain, because of his great limb or joint, 
shall pass for Pompey the Oreat ; the page, Hercules, — 

Amu Pardon, sir ; error : he is not quantity enough for that 
Worthy's thumb : he is not so big as the end of his club. 109 

HoL Shall I have audience? he shall present Hercules in 
minority : his enter and exit shall be strangling a snake ; and I 
will have an apologv for that purpose. 

Moith. An exc^ent device ! so, if any of the audience hiss, 
you may cry, ''Well done, Hercules 1 now thou cmshest the 
snake ! " tha^ is the way to make an oifenoe gracious, thou^ 
few have the grace to do it. 

Arm. For the rest of the Worthies?— 

HoL I will play three myself. 

MoiUu Thrice-worthy gentleman I 

Amu Shall I tell yon a thing? lao 

HoL We attend. 

Amu We will have, if this fadge not, an antiqoe. I beseech 
/ou, follow. 

HoL Vidy goodman Dull ! thou hast spoken no word all this 
while. 

DulL Nor understood none neitilier, sir. 

HoL Allans / we will employ thee. 

Dull, I 'U make one in a dance, or so ; or I will play 
Od. the tabor to the Worthies, and let them dance the hay. 129 

HoL Most dull, honest Didl I To our sport, away ! [Jftwf. 



« Nim Wortkits, Tli«7 wore HMfeor, Alenadar, CMar, JMbiut, www, iinau jbm- 
Mbew, Arthur, ChariwiMisne, and Oodfrey of B<mUl<m. Funpey uid Omnhm tn l» 
* — -■«■. 

na=awaj(«iMomfliigly). (Ital.) 
Mas go. (KT 
ft roUiddBg boifltaroiu daaeo, tong obioloCo. 
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ScBNS IL The tame, 
mutr (Ac PinoBf, KiXHABm, Bobausi, mud Maha. 

Prim. Sweet hearts, we shall he rich ere we depart. 
If fairings come thus plentifully in : 
A lady wall'd ahout with diamonds ! 
Look yon wluct I have from the loving Ein^. 

jBos. Madam, came nothing else along with that ? 

Prin. Nothing hat this I yes, as much love in rhyme 
As would he cramm'd up in a sheet of paper, 
Writ o' hoth sides the leaf, margent and all, 
That he was fain to seal on Cupid's name. 

Soi. That was the way to inake his godhead wax, ip 

For he hath heen five thousand years a boy. 

Kath. Ay, and a shrewd unhappy gallows too. 

Bob, Tou 11 ne'er he friends with him ; he kiU'd your sister. 

Kaih, He made her melancholy, sad, and heavy ; 
And so she died : had she heen light, like you, 
Of such a merry, nimble, stirring spirit. 
She- might ha' been a grandam ere she died : 
And so may you ; for a light heart lives long. 

JSoB. What 's your dark meaning, mouse, of this li|^t word ? 

Kaih, A light condition in a beaaty dark. 20 

Bos. We need more light to find vour meaning out 

KcUh. You 11 mar the light by taking it in snuff ; 
Therefore 1 11 darkly end ue argument 

Mas. Look, what you do, you do it still i'. th' dark. 

Kath. So do not you, for you are a light wench. 

Bos. Indeed I weigh not you, and therefore light. 

Kath. You weigh me not ? O, that 's you care not for me. 

Bos. Great reason ; for '' past cure is still past care." 

Prin. Well bandied both ; a set of wit well pla/d. 
But, Rosaline, you have a favour too : 30 

Who sent it ? and what is it ? 

Bos. 1 would you knew : 

An if my face were but as fair as yours. 
My favour were as great ; be witness this. 
Nay, I have verses too, I thank Birone : 
The numbers true ; and, were the numbering too^ 
I were the fiurest goddess on the ground : 
I am compared to twenty thousand fairs, 
O, he hath drawn my picture in his letter ! 

Prm. Anv thing like? 

Bos. Much in tbs letters ; nothing in the praise. 40 

tt t aUm mszwrn ^ g w ee, 0— Mtoly to moB to the fritow^ whieh wn €Mily WMhad 
vbtB tlw plnue mum Ib roga^ 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



898 LOV^S LABOUR'S LOST. [AorY. 

PHfu BeaateooB as ink ; a good conclusion. 

KiUh. Fair as a text B in a copy-book. 

Bos. 'Waare pencils, ho ! let me not die joxa detytor. 
My red dominical, my golden letter : 
O that your &ce were not so full of O's ! 

KoM. A pox of that jest ! and I beshrew all shrews. 

Prin. But, Katharine, what was sent to you from fair D» 
main? 

KfUh. Madam, this glove. 

Prin. Did he not send yon twain ? 

Kath. Tes, madam, and moreover 
Some thousand verses of a faithful lover, 50 

A huge translalion ol hypocrisy, 
Vilely compiled, profound simplicity. 

Mar. This and these pearls to me sent Longaville : 
The letter is too long by half a mile. 

Prin* I think no less. Dost thou not wish in heart 
The chain were longer and the letter short? 

Mwr. Ay, or I would these hands might never part 

Prin. We are wise girls to mock our lovers so. 

jBos. They are worse fools to purchase mocking so. 
That same Birone I H torture ere I go : 60 

O that I knew he were but in by the week ! 
How I would make him fawn and beg and seek. 
And wait the season and observe the times, 
And spend his prodigal wits in bootless rhymes, 
And shape his service wholly to my bests. 
And make him proud to make me proud that jests ! 
So piersaunt-like would I o'ersway his state 
That he should be my fool and I his fate. 

Prin. None are so surely cauff ht, when they are catch'd. 
As wit tnm'd fool : folly, in wisdom hatched, 70 

Hath wisdom's warrant and the help of school 
And wit's own grace to grace a learned fool. 

Boa. The blood of youth bums not with such excess 
As gravity's revolt to wantonness. 

Ma/r. Folly in fools bears not so strong a note 
As foolery in the wise, when wit doth dote ; 
Since all the power thereof it doth apply 
To prove, by wit, worth in simplicity. 

Prin, Here eomes Boyet, and mirth is in his face. 
AitfT Bonr. 

BoyeL O, I am stabb'd with laughter ! Where 's her grace f 

«yiill ^ 0'«. KalliariiM wm pitted with nmll-pox, m w« tM by h«r mplj. 

« «Amcrf . Ar«w, Uke «no nowadays, rhymed perfectly with O. 

^ pwrHDMi-lifet =pieroiiig-Uke. See the note on pitn§d, Aet IV. Se. 2, line SL 
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Ftin. Thy news, Boyet? 

B<n/et. Piwpare, madam, prepare I Zt 

Arm, wenches, arm ! encoonters mounted are 
Against your peace : Love doth approach disgois'd, 
Ajnned in arguments ; you 11 be suxpris'd : 
Muster your wits ; stand in your own defence ; 
Or hide your heads like cowards, and fly hence. 

Frin. Saint Denis to Saint Cupid ! What are they 
That charge their breath against us? say, scout, say. 

Boyet Under the cool sLmIc of a sycamore 
I thought to dose mine eyes some half an hour i ^ 

When, lo I to interrupt my puipos'd rest, 
Toward that shade I might oehold addrest 
The King and his companions : warily 
I stole into a neighbour thicket by, 
And orerheaid what you shall overhear ; 
That, by and by, disguis'd they will be here. 
Their herald is a pr^;hr knavish page. 
That well by heart ham conn'd his embassage : 
Action and accent did they teach him there ; 
<< Thus must thou speak," and ''thus thy body bear : ** too 

And ever and anon they made a doubt 
Pifesence majestical would put him out ; . 
'^ For," quoth the King, '' an angel shalt thou see ; 
Tet fear not thou, but speak audaciously." 
The boy replied, ^ An angel is not evil; 
I should have fear'd her had she been a devil." 
With that, all laugh'd and dapp'd him on the shoulder 
Making the bold wag by their praises bolder : 
One nmb'd his elbow thus, and fleer'd and swore 
A better speech was never spoke before ; no 

Another, with his finger and his thumb. 
Cried, ''Vial we wiU do't, come wh«t will come;'' 
The third he capered, and cried, ''All goes well;." 
The fourth turn d on the toe, and down he f elL 
With that, they all did tnmUe on the ground, 
With such a zmIous laughter, so profound, 
That in this spleen ridiculous appears. 
To check their folly, passion's solenin tears. 

Prin, But what, but what, come they to vidt us ? 

BayeL They do, they do ; and are apparell'd lliua 
like Muscovites or Russians, as I guess. 
Their purpose is to parle, to court and dance ; 
And every one his love-feat will advance 

m na=:awv(Itel.); like "go It'* 

ui|M#-/Ml. Not Improbably A ni^priatte toft-Mil. 
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Umto Ilia terenl mistreM, which thejr 11 know 
By favoon several which they did bestow. 

Frin. And will they so ? the gaUants shall be task'd ; 
For, hidies, we will every one be mask'd ; 
And not a mafi'of them shall have the grace, 
Despite of soit, to see a lady's face. 

Hold, RoeaUne, this favour thou shalt wear, ip 

And then the King will court thee for his dear ; 
Hold, take thou tms, my sweet, and give me thine, 
So shall Birone take me for Bosaline. 
And change yon favours too ; so shall your loves 
Woo contrary, deceiv'd by these removes. 

Bos. Come on, then ; wear the favours most in sight 

Kath. But in this changing what b your intent ? 

Frin, The effect of my intent is to cross theirs : 
They do it but in mocking merriment ; 

And mock for mock is only my intent 140 

Their several counsels they unbosom shall 
To loves mistook, and so be meck'd withal 
Upon the next occasion that we meet, 
With visages display'd, to talk and greet 

Sos. But shall we dance, if they desire us to *t ? 

Frin. No, to the death, we will not move a foot ; 
Nor to their penn'd speech render we no grace, 
But while 't is spoke each turn away her face. 

Boyet Why, that contempt will kiU the speaker's heart. 
And quite divorce his memory from his part 150 

Fnn, Therefore I do it ; and I make no doubt 
The rest will ne'er come in, if he be out 
There 's no such sport as sport by sport o'erthrown, 
To make theirs ours and ours none out our own : 
So shall we stay, mocking intended game. 
And Ihey, well mock'd, depart away with shame. 

B<n/et, The trumpet sounds : be mask'd ; the maskers come. 

BhUt BlaokHaoon wUk wmrie: Mora : (Ac Km. Bimbb, LMraATOxa, mid Dmuoi, m \ 

Rmuimt AaWn, ami mash$d. 

Math. AU hail, the richest beauties on'the earth! — 

Boyet. Beanties no richer than rich taffeta. I 

Math. A holy parcel of the fairest dames 160 

[ 21k« I^uUet fam rtd^ tadb !• Aton 

That ever tnm'd their — backs — to mortal views ! j 

Bir. [Aside to Math."] Their eyes^ villain, their eyes. ' 

Math. That ever tum'd their eyes to mortal views ! *- 

Out- 
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Boyet, Tnie ; <mt indeed. 

Moth. Oat of your favoun, heayenlj spiritB, TOQehiaf e 
Not to behold — 

Bir, [Aside to Math.'] Once to behold, rogue. 

Moth, Once to behold wiUi your annrbeamed eyes, 
with your son-beamed eyes — 170 

BoyeL They will not answer to that epithet ; 
Tou were best call it ^ daaghter-beamed eyes." 

Moth, They do not mark me, and that brings me oat. 

Bir. Is this yoor perf ectness ? be gone, you rogae I [Exit mml 

Ros, What woold these strangers r know their minds, Boyet: 
If they do speak our langaage, 'tis oar will 
That some plain man recoant their porposes : 
Enow what they woold. 

BoyeL What woold yoa with the Princess ? 

Bir. Nothing bat peace and gently visitation. tSo 

Bos. What woold they, say they ? 

Boyet* Nothing bat peace and gentle visitation. 

Bob, Why, that they have ; and bid them so be gone. 

Boyet. She says, yoo have it, and yoo may be gone. 

King. Say to her, we have measor'd many miles 
To tread a measore with her on this grass. 

Boyet. They say, that they have measor'd many a mile 
To tiead a measore with yoo on this grass. 

Bos. It is not so. Ask them how many inches 
Is in one mile : if they have measor'd many, 190 

The measore then of one is easily told. 

Boyet. 11 to come hither yoo have measor'd miles, 
And many miles, the Princess bids yoo tell 
How many inches doth fill op one mile. 

Bir. Tell her, we measore them by weary steps. 

BoyeL She hears hersell 

JBos. How many weary steps, 

Of many weary miles yoo have o'ergone, 
Are nomber'd m the travel of one imle ? 

Bir. We nomber nothing that we spend for yoa : 
Oor doty b so rich, so infinite, 200 

That we may do it still withoot accompt 
Voochsaf e to show the sonshine of yoor face, 
That we, like savages, may worship it 

Bos. Ify face is hot a moon, and dooded too. 

King. Blessed are doods, to do as sodi doods do I 
Voochsaf e, bright moon, and these thy stars, to shine, 
Those doods remov'd, opon oor watery eyne. 

Bos. O vain petitioner ! beg a greater matter; 
Thoa now reqpiest'st bat moonshine in the water. 
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King. Then, in onr meunre do bnt yvmchBafe one change. 
Thou bid'st me be^ : this begging is not strange. an 

Boa. Flay, mane, then ! Nay, you most do it soon. 

Not yet I no dance ! Thus change I like the moon. 

King. Will you not dance ? How come yon thns estranged ? 

jBos. Ton took the moon at full, bat now she *s changed. 

King. Yet still she is the moon, and I the man. 
The mosic j^ys ; voochsale some motion to it. 

Bos. Oar ears vouchsafe it. 

King. Bat year 1^ should do it. 

Bos. Since yon are strangers and come here by chance, 
We 'U not be nice : take hands. We will not dance. 330 

King. Why take we hands, then ? 

jBos. Only to part friends : 

Cartsy, sweet hearts ; and so the measore ends. 

King. More measure of this measure ; be not nice. 

Bos. We can afford no more at such a price. 

King. Prise you yonrselYes : what buys your company ? 

Bos. Tour absence only. 

King. That can never be. 

Bos. Then cannot we be bought : and so, adieu ; 
Twice to your visor, and half once to you. 

King. If you deny to dance, let 's hold more chat 

Bos. In private, then. 

King. I am best pleased with that. 350 

Bir. White-handed mistrees, one sweet word with thee. 

Prin. Honey, and nulk, and sagar ; there is three. 

Bir. Nay then, two treys, and if you grow so nice, 
Methefflin, wort, and malmsey : well run, dice 1 
There s halfHi<lozen sweets. 

Prin. Seventh sweet, adieu : 

Since you can coe, I '11 play no more with you* 

Bir. One word in secret. 

Frin. Let it not be sweet 

Bir. Thou grievest my galL 

Prin. Gall ! bitter. 

Bir, Therefore meet. 

Dwn. Will yoa vouchsafe with me to change a word ? 259 
Mar. Name it. 
Dtm. Fair lady — 

Mcvr. Say yoa so 7 Fair lord,-* 

Take that for your fair lady. 
*M Jfert^ gfm .* Ml oUl^fefUoiMd drittk ooataliiliig homy, wm =z rafltnantod bMr 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 
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Dum, Please it yoa, 

Ab maoh in private, and 1 11 bid adieu. [niy mmmtm i«nv<. 

Ka^ Wliat, was your vizard made withoat a tongue ? 

Long. I know the reason, lad;^, why ^ou ask. 

Kath, O for your reason ! quickly, sir ; I long. 

LiMff. You have a double tongue witbin your mask, 
And would afford my speechless vizard half. 

Kath. y eel, (juodk the Dutchman. Is not veal a calf ? 

LiMff. A calf, fair lady I 

Kath. No, a fair lord calf. 

Long. Let 's part the word. 

Kath. No,I11notbeyourhalf : 359 

Take all, and wean it ; it may prove an ox. 

Long. Look, how you butt yourself in these sharp mocks ! 
Will you ffive horns, chaste lady? do not so. 

Kath. Then die a calf, before vour horns do grow. 

Long. One word in private with you, ere I die. 

KoM. Seat sofdy then ; the butcher hears you cry. 

Boi^ The tongues of moddnff wenches are as keen 

As is the razor's edge invisiUe, 
Cutting a smaller hair than may be seen. 

Above the sense of sense ; so sensible a6o 

Seemeth their conference ; Iheir conceits have wings 
Fleeter than arrows, buUets, wind, thought, swifter things. 

JS08. Not one w<nrd more, my maids ; break off, brei^ off. 

Bir. By heaven, all diy-beaten with pure scoff I 

King. Farewell, mad wenches ; you have simple wits. 

Prin. TwcQlyjulieuB, my frozen Muscovits. 

Are these the breed of wits so wonder'd at ? 

Bot^ Tapjers they are, with your sweet breaths pufTd out 
Bob. Well-liking wits they have ; gross, gross ; fat, fat 

Prin. O poverly in wit, kingly-poor flout ! 270 

Will they not, think you, hang themselves to-night ? 

Or ever, but in vizards, show their faces ? 
This pert Birone was out of countenance quite. 

Bos. O, they were all in lamentable casee I 
The King was weeping-ripe for a sood word* 

Prin. Birone did swear himself out of all suit 
Mar. Dumain was at my service, and his sword : 

No point, quoth I ; my servant straight was mute. 



mfmtktksDmiektnmn, It wm Um fMhkm In &.*■ daj to tfdlenlt Um Ihileli pranim- 
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404 LOVE'S LABOUR'S LOST. [Act V. 

Kath. Lord IxmgaTille said, I came o'er his heart ; 

And trow 70a what he called me ? 
Prin. Qaahn, perhaps. 280 

Katfu Tes, in good faith. 
Prin. Go, sickness as thoQ art! 

S08. Well, hotter wits have worn plain statate-cape. 
Bat win yon hear ? the King is my love sworn. 

Frin, And quick Birone hath plighted faith to me. 
KiUh. And Longaville was for my service horn. 

Mar. Domain is mine, as sure as hark on tree. 

Baj^ Madam, and pretty mistresses, give ear : 
Immediately they will again he here 
In their own shapes ; for it can never he 
They will digest this harsh indignity. 290 

Frin. Win they retom ? 

BayeC They wiU, they will, God knows, 
And leap for joy, thoogh th^ are lame with blows : 
Therefore change favours ; and, when they repair. 
Blow like sweet roses in this summer air. 

Frin. How blow ? how blow? speak to be ondentood. 

Boifet. Fair ladies mask'd are roses in their bud ; . 
Dismask'd, their damask sweet commixture shown, 
Ajre angeb vailing doads, or roses blown. 

Frin. Avannt, perplexity ! What shaU we do, 300 

If they return in their own shapes to woo ? 

Bos. Good madam, if by me you *U be advis'd, 
Let *s mock them still, as wen known as disguis'd : 
Let ns complain to them what fools were hc^, 
Disgois'd like Muscovites, in shapeless gear ; 
And wonder what they were and to what end 
Their shaUow shows and prologue vilely penned 
And their rough carriage so ridiculous, 
Should be presented at our tent to us. 

BayeC Ladies, withdraw : the gallants are at hand* 310 

Frin. Whip to our tents, as roes run o'er land. 

[&BfiMl fVMMiM, BMaKm, Kmkmim, m 
Jto — r <r ik$ Km, Boon, Lohcatiiu, mud DoMAVf im t km r ^fnp t r kakiu. 

King. Fair sir, God save you 1 Where 's the Princess ? 
Bayet. Gone to her tent Please it your majesty' 
Command me any service to her thither ? 
King. That she vouchsafe me audience for one word. 
Boyet. I win ; and so win she, I know, my lord. [J 

Bir. This fellow pecks up wit as pigeons pease, 



>*■ «f«rtii<-capt. Ouw ware pramibedbjUw for pMBOBf under a «vtehiiuk. 
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Bonn n.] LOVE'S LABOUR'S LOST. 405 

And utters it affain when God dodi plaase: 
He is wifs pedler, and retails his wares 

At wakes and wassails, meetings, markets, fairs; 3J0 

And we that sell by gross, the Lord doth know, 
Have not the grace to grace it with sach shofw. 
This gallant pins the wenches on his sleeve % 
Had he been Adam, he had tempted Eve ; 
' He can carve too, and lisp : whj, this is he 
That Idss'd his hand away in courtesy ; 
This is the 1^ of f <nm, monsieor the nice, 
That, when he plays at tables, chides the dice 
In honourable term^ : nay, he can sing 

A mean most meanly ; and in ushering 3jo 

Mend him who can : the ladies call hmi sweet ; 
The stairs, as he treads on them, kiss his feet: 
Thu is the flower that smiles on every one. 
To show his teeth as white as whales bone ; 
And consciences, that will not die in debt. 
Pay him the due of honey-tongned Boyet 

King. A blister on his sweet tongue, with my heart. 
That put Armado's page out of his part ! 

Bir. See where it comes! Behaviour, what wert thou 
TlQ this madman showed thee ? and what art thou now ? 349 

Jtt-MKr <A«PiiiKns,iM*«rMlftyBoTir; Roiauhb, Maiu, «im( KAXBAim. 

King. All hul, sweet madam, and fair time of day ! 

Prin. << Fair " in '< aU hail " is foul,.as I conceives; 
King. Construe my speeches better, if you may. 

Ptin. Then wish me better ; I will give you leave. 
King. We came to visit you, and purpose now 

To lead you to our court ; vouchBaf e it then. 
Prin. This field shall hold me ; and so hold your vow : 

Nor God, nor I, delights in penur'd men. . 
King. Rebuke me not for that which you provoke : 

The virtue of your eye must break my oath. 350 

Prin. Tou nickname virtue ; vice you ahould have spoke ; 

For virtue's office never breaks men's troth. 
Now bv my maiden honour, yet as pur6 

As the unsullied lily, I protest, • 
A world of torments though I should endure, 

I would not yield to be your hdtase's guest ; 
So much I hate a breaking cause to be 
Of heavenly oaths, vow'd with integrity. 

*• tmrv = BMlu tlgna riinlSsuil of ftflantiy. 9m M$fr$ Wkwf qf Wfarf wr, Aol L 
Be. S, Um 48. 

«t A mttm = A Moond. 

«• wteiM. TlM old nneoBtmotod fonn of tho poMewivo oMt: adimrikblo} tbli 
whAto't bono wM mllj tbi tooth of eiio walnu. 
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King. O, 70a hsTe Hyed in des ol mtiop here, 

Unieen, niiTuited, much to wa shame. 360 

Prin, Not so, mj lord ; it is not so, I swear ; 

We hftTe had pastimes here and pleasant game : 
A mess of Rnssians left as bat of Iftte. 

King. How, madam 1 Rnssians ! 

Prin, Ajj in tratli, my lord ; 

Trim gaDants, fall of eoartship and of state. 

Ra$. Madam, speak troe. It is not aa, my lord : 
My lady, to the manner of the days, 
In eoaxtesy gires andeserring praise. 
We four indeed eonironted were with four 
In Bosoan haUt: here they stay'd an hoof, 570 

And talk'd apace; and in that hoar, my lord. 
They did not bless as with one happy word. 
I dure not call them fools ; bat this I think, 
When th^ are thirsty, fools woald fain have drink* 

Bir, TioB jest is dry to me. Fair gentle sweet, ^ 

Toor wit makes wise things foolish : men we greet» p . 

With eyes best seeing, heayen's fiery eye, 
By light we lose light : yoar capacity 
Is of that nature that to yoar hage store 
Wise things seem foolish and rich things bat poor. 580 

.Bos. lids proves you wise and rich, for in my-eye, *- 

Bir» I am a fool, and fall of poverty. 

Bob. Bat that yoa take what doth to yoa belong, 
It were a fiuilt to snatch words from my tongue. 

Bir. O, I am yours, and all that I possess ! 

Bos. All the fool mine ? 

Bir. I cannot give you less. 

B08. Which of the vi£ards was it mi yon wore ? 

Bir. Where? when? what vizard? why demand yoa this ? 

JBos. There, then, that vizard ; that superfluous case 
That hid the worse and show'd the better face. 590 

King. We are descried ; they 'U mock us now downright 

Dum. Let us confess and turn it to a jest 

Prin. Amaz'd, my lord ? why looks your highness sad ? 

Baa. Help, hold his brows I he 11 swoon ! Why look yoa 
paler. 
8ea-sick, I think, coming from Muscovy. 
Bir. Thus pour the stars down phigues for perjury. 

Can any face of brass hold longer out? 
Here stand I : lady, dart thy skifi at me ; 

Braise me with scorn, confound me with a flout; 
Thrust thy sharp wit quite through my ignorance ; 400 
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Cat me to pieces with thy keen eoneeit ; 
And I will wish thee neyer more to dance. 

Nor never more in Bosfldan habit wait 
O9 never will I trust to speeches penn'd, 

Nor to the motion of a schoolboy's tongae. 
Nor never come in vizard to my friend, 

Nor woo in rhyme, like a blind harper's song I 
Taffeta phrases, silken terms precise, 

Three-piled hyperboles, sprace affection, 
Figores pedantical ; these summer-flies 410 

Have blown me full of maggot ostentation : 
I do forswear them ; and I here protest. 

By this white glove, — how wlute the hand, God knows ! — 
Henceforth my wooing mind shall be ezpress'd 

In russet yeas and honest kersey jioes : ^ 
And, to begm, wench, — so God help me, la ! — 
My love to thee is sound, sans crack or flaw. 

Mas, Sans sans, I pray you. 

Bir. Yet I have a trick 

Of the old rage : bear with me, I am sick; 
1 11 leave it by degrees. Soft, let us see : 420 

Write, '' Lord have mercy on us " on those three ; 
They are infected ; in their hearts it lies ; 
They have the plague, and caught it of your eyes ; 
These lords are visited ; yon are not free, 
For the Lord's tokens on you do I see. 

Frin. No, they are free that gave these tokens to us. 

Bir, Our states are forfeit : seek not to undo vol 

Rob. It is not so ; for how can this be true. 
That you stand forfeit, being those that sue ? 

Bir. Peace ! for I will not have to do with you. 430 

B09. Nor shall not, if I do as I intend. 

Bir. Speak for yourselves ; my wit is at an end. 

King. Teach us, sweet madam, for our rude transgression 
Some &ir excuse. 

Frin. The fiurest is confession. 

Were not you here but even now disguis'd ? 

King. Madam, I was. 

Frin. And were you well advis'd ? 

King. I was, fair madam. 

Frin. When you then were bere^ 

What did you whisper in your lady's ear? 

^ evneett: a pcrfsot riiyHM to waU in S.'i d»7 

«M kmtrMu : a trfayllabl* Momtod on the seoond, ts In IMhu and (Hutdm, AtH I> 
Se. 8, IlB« ISl : «^«elto» to • qiuidrlqrU«ble rlqming with Mf«iu*.it-M». 

at &IM = without. (Fr.) 

«■ *' Lord ham mereff on m.*' Thto wia written on the doocf of hoOMt iafocted with 
thopkfuo. 
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King* That more than all the world I did respeet her. 

Prin. When she ahall challenge this, you will rejeot her. 440 

King, Upon mine honour, no. 

Frin. Peace, peace ! forbear : 

Tour oath once broke, 70a force not to forswear. 

King, Despise me, when I break this oath of mine. 

Prin, I wOl: and therefore keep it Rosaline, 
What did the Russian whisper in your ear ? 

Bos, Madam, he swore that he did hold me dear 
As precions eyesight, and did value me 
Above this world ; adding tiiereto moreover 
That he would wed me, or else die my lover. 

Prin, God give thee joy of him ! the noUe lord 450 

Most honourably doth uphold his word. 

King. What mean yon, madam ? by my life, my troUiy 
I never swore this lady such an oath. 

Bob, By heaven, you did ; and to confirm it plain, 
Tou save me this : but take it, sir, again. 

Ktng. My faith and this the I^cess I did give : 
I knew her by this jewel on her sleeve. 

Prin. Pardon me, sir, this jewel did she wear; 
And Lord Birone, I thank him, is my dear. ^ 
What, will vou have me, or your pearl again ? 46a 

Bir. Neither of either ; I remit both twain. 
I see the trick on 't : here was a consent, 
Knowing af orehand of our merriment. 
To dash it like a Christmas comedy : 
Some carry-tale, some please-man, some slight zany, 
Some mumble-news, some trencher4aiight, some Dick, 
That smiles his cheek in years and knows the trick 
To make my lady laugh when she 's dispos'd, 
Told our intents before ; which once disclos'd, 

The ladies did change favours : and then we, 470 ' 

Following the signs, woo'd but the sign of she. I 

Now, to our perjury to add more terror, | 

We are again forsworn, in will and error. 1 

Much upon this it is : and might not yon (fV JBUfA 

ForestaUonr sport, to make us thus untrue? I 

Do not you know my lady's foot by the squier, 

And laugh upon tiie apple of her eye? 
And stand between her back, sir, and the fire, 

Holding a trencher, jesting merrily ?, 
Tou put our page out : go, you are allow'd ; 480 

Die when you ^nll, a smodc shall be your shroud. 

«* squier = fqnin = Miau*. To know th« iMigfh of a womia'i teol it •■ oM 
phiBM for itandrng high In hor lATor. 
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Yoa leer iux>ii me, do 700? there 's an eye 
Wounds like a leaden sword. 

Bayet, Foil merrily 

Hath this brave.manage, this career, been run. 

Bir. ho J he is tilting straight ! Peace ! I haye done. 

Mmier CotiABD. 

Welcome^ pore wit ! thou partest a fair fray. 

Cost. O Lord, sir, they would know 
Whether the three Worthies shall come in or no. ^90 

Bir. What, are there bat three ? 

Cast. No, sir ; bat it is Tara fine. 

For every one porsents three. 

Bir. And thpee times thrice is nine. 

Cost Not so, sir; under correction, sir; I hope it is not so. 
Toa cannot beg as, sir, I can assore yoa, sir; we know what 

we know: 
I ho^ sir, three times thrice, sir, — 

Btr. Is not nine. 

Cof^. Under correction, sir, we know whereantil it doth 
amoant 

Bir. By Jove, I always took three threes for nine. 

Cast O Lord, sir, it were pity yoa shoald get year living by 
reckoning sir. 

Bir. Howmacftisit? 500 

Cast. O Lord, sir, the parties themselves, the actors, sir, will 
show whereantil it doth amount : for mine own part, I am, as 
they say, bat to porsent one man in one poor man, Pompion the 
Great, sir. 

Bir. Art thoa one of the Worthies ? 

Cast. It pleased them to think me worthy of Pompion the 
Grreat : for mine own part, I know not tbe degree of the Worthy, 
bat I am to stand for him. 

Bir. GU>, bid them prcmare. 509 

Cast, We will tarn it nnely off, sir ; we will take some care. 

[ReU. 

King. Birone, they will shame as ; let them not approach. 

Bir. We are shame-proof, my lord : and 't is some pdliey 
To have one show worse than the Sling's and his company. 

King. I say they shall not come. 

Frin. Nay, my good lord, let me o'errale yoa now : 
That sport best pleases that doth least know how ; 
Where zeal strives to content, and the contents 
Dies in the zeal of that which it presents : 

^htgm: fbobirmbta«d(«hatlf,tli«0Mtodjor«hMA),ftomthtkliii,fiorthtayM 
of tiM tdniaifltntlott of tiMir ««tel«. 
» ccnumu = ooBUafe : noklMtly mode phml for zliyaio^t nko. 
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Their form confounded makes most lonn in mirtli. 
When great things labooring perish in their birth. 520 

Bir. A right description of our sport, my lord. 

AUifAmxADO. 

Arm. Anointed, I implore so much expense of thy royal 
sweet breath as will utter a brace of words. 

[ Ckmiotraes tptat vriA tki Kmg, mud diU ff in him ^ j w y i f. 

Frin. Doth this man serre God? 

Bir, Why ask you ? 

Prin. He speaks not like a man of God's making. 

Amu That is all one, my foir, sweet, honey monarch ; for, I 
protest, the schoohnaster is exceeding fantaencal ; too too vain, 
too too Tain : but we will put it, as they say, to jfbrtuna de la 
ffuerra. I wish you the peace of mind, most royal couplement! 

(JBBft. 

King, Here is like to be a good presence of Worthies. He 
presents Hector of Tioy; the swain, Pomp^ the Great; the 
parish curato, Alexander ; Armado's page, Hercules ; the ped- 
ant, Judas Maccab»us : 

And if these four Worthies in their first show Umve, 
These four will change habits, and present the other five. 

Bir, There is five in the first show. 

King, You are deceived ; 't is not so. 

Bir. The pedant, the braggart, the hedge^ nest, the fool aott 
the boy: 
Abate throw at Novem, and the whole world again 540 

Cannot pick out five such, take each one in his vein. 

King. The ship is under sail, and here she comes amain. 

JOnUr OoflTABD, for Pomp€9» 

Cast. "IPompeyam," — 

Bayet. Ton lie, you are not be. 

Cose. " I Pompey am," — 

B&yeL With libbard's head on knee. 

Bir. Well said, old mocker : I must needs be friends with 
thee. 

Cast. ^^ I Pompey am, Pompey sumamed the Big," — 

Dum. The Great 

Cast. It is, "Great," sir: — 

" Pompey sumamed the Great; 
That oft in field, with targe and shield, did make my ioe to 
sweat: 549 

And travelling along this coast, I here am come by chance, 
And lay my arms before the legs of this sweet lass of France." 
If your ladyship would say, " Thanks, Pompey," I had done. 

■• /brHma dt la guem =: forton* of war. (Spaa.) 

<M Nbvtm 1= iiin«: a nme at die* in which me importaDt throws wen nine and tfa 
M Uhbatd't := leopaid^s. The kwee-oaiM of One old annor wero often wrong ht tnte 
the form of leopaide* heads. 
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Prin. Great tibanks, great Pontpey. 

Cost. T is not 80 much worth ; but I hope I was perf eet : 
I made a little fault in <' Great" 

Bir. My hat to a halfpenny, Pompey proves the beet Worthy. 

BnUf SB Natbamul, ybr AUxtmitr, 

Nath. ''When in the world I livU I was the worid's com- 
mander; 
By east, west, north, and south, I spread my eonqnering .might: 
My scQtcheon plain declares that I am Alisander," — 

Bayet Tour nose says, no, yon are not; for it stands too 

ri^t 560 

Bir, Yoor nose smells ''no" in this, most tendernmielling 



Prin. The conqueror is dismayed. Proceed, ffood Alexander. 

Nath. "When in the world I liVd, I was Uie worU's com- 
mander, " — 

Bayet Most true, 'tis right; you were so, Alisander. 

Bir. Pompey the Great, — 

Cost Tour servant, and Costard. 

Bir. Take away the conqueror, take away Alisander. 

Coit. [To Sir Ilath,'] O, sir, you hare overthrown Alisander 
the conqueror! Tou will be scrap'd out of the painted doth 
for this : your lion, that holds his polkoe sitting on a close- 
stool, will be given to A jax : he will be the ninth Worthy. A 
conqueror, and af card to speak I run away for shame, Alisander. 
l^Nath. reHrea."] There, an 't shall please you ; a foolish mild 
man; an honest man, look you, and soon dsish'd. He is a 
marvellous good nei|^bour, futh, and a very good bowler : but, 
for Alisander, — ahw, you see how 'tis, — a little o'erparted. 
But there are Worthies arcoming will speak their mind in some 
other sort 

Prin. Stand aside, good Pompey. 

JbiMr HoLomm,/«r Judaa, amd MoTa,>br fiivailcf. 

BoL "Great Hercules is presented by this imp, 580 

. Whose club kill'd Cerberus, that three-headed cam$ ; 
And when he was a babe, a child, a shrimp, 

Thus did he strangle serpents in his fitamis. . 
Quoniam he seemeth in minority, 
JSrgo I come with this apology." 

[^AHde,'] Keep some state in thy exit, and vamsL itutkntim 
" Judas lam," — 

Dum. A Judas! 

•o too right. Al«xand«r'i bMd had a twiik 
"** pmnt$4 cloth = om», hanginp. 

M fom turn, eto. Al«ZMider*t wigiitMiMW wh an aniMl Hon Mated In a ehalr. Jm 
Ajux thno is a eoana pun on a JakM. 
•w o*trpart§d: a woid lika ofar>wii^ttd : Ills part was too mvoh for him. 
M cMti=:dof. NUMMsrbaiid, 9Maiam =: whanfM*. frf0=:tlisrifors(al^lAt> 
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ffU. Not Iscariot, sir, -« 
" Judas I am, ydiped Maocabnos." 5^ 

Dum, Judas Maccabaras dipt is plain Judas. 

Bir. A Idssiiig traitor. How art thou prov'd Judas ? 

RoL « Judas lam," — 

Dum, The more shame for you, Judas. 

HoL What mean YOU, sir ? 

Bof^ To make Judas hang himself. 

HU. Begin, sir ; you are my elder. 

Bir. Well foUoVd : Judas was hang'd on an elder. 

S6L I will not be put out of countenance. 

Bir. Because thou hast no face. 600 

MoL What is this? 

Boyet. A cittern-head. 

Dum. The head of a bodkin. 

Bir» A Death's &ce in a ring. 

Lang. The &ce of an old Roman coin, scarce seen* 

BayeL The pommel of CsBsar's falchion. 

Dvm. The eanr'd-bone fiice on a flask. 

Bir. Saint Greorge's half-cheek in a brooch. 

Dum. Ay, and in a brooch of lead. 

Bir. Ay, and worn in the c^ of a tooth-drawer. 6to 

And now forward ; for we haYC put thee in countenance. 

ff(d. Tou haYC put me oat of countenance. 

Bir. False ; we haYC giYen thee faces* 

HoL But you haYc ontlac'd them alL 

Bir. An tibou wert a lion, we would do so. 

Boyei. Therefore, as he is an ass, let him go. 
And so adieu, sweet Jude ! nay, why dost thou stay ? 

Dum. For the latter end of his name. 

Bir. For the ass to the Jude ; give it him : — Jud-as, aws^ I 

HoL This is not generous, not gentle, not humble. 6ao 

Boyet. A Ught for Monsieur Judas ! it grows dark, he may 
stumble. [iw. tuim, 

Frin. Alas, poor Maccabiens, how hath he been baited ! 

Bnitr Abiia»o, fur Skier* 

Bir. Hide tlnr head, Achilles : here comes Hector in arms. 
Dum. Thou^ my mocks come home by me, I will now be 

merry. 
King. Hector was but a Troyan in respect of this. 
Boyet. But is this Hector ? 
King. I think Hector was not so dean-timber'd. 
Long. His leg is too big for Hector's. 
Dum. More cal^ certain. 



•* n eUtem^ketui. AU fiMM joeoM eoiBpuiio&f an raggttfetd by tht ftdaat'i 
ikBll-liki Um lookinc out of a h^lmtot. 
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JBcyeL No ; he is best indued in the smalL 6y> 

Bir. This eannot be Hector. 

Dum. He 's a god or a punter ; for he makes faoes. 

Amu *^ The annipotent Mars, of huices the ahnigfaly. 
Gave Hector a gift," — 

Dum. A gilt nntmeg. 

Bir. A Iraion. 

Lon^, Stock with doves. 

Dum. No, doren. 

Arm. Peace! — 
" The annrootent Mars, of huices the ahnigfalj, 640 

Gave Hector a gift, the heir of Ilion ; 
A man so breathed, that certain he would fight ; yea 

I From mom till night, out of ius pavilion. 
I am that flower," — 

Dum. That mint 

Lang. That colnmUne. 

Arffu Sweet Lord Longaville, rein thy tongoe. 

Long. I most rather give it the rein, for it rons against 
Hector. 

Dum. Ay, and Hector 's a greyhoond. 

Arm. The sweet waMnan is dead and rotten ; sweet chncks, 
best not the bones of the buried : when he breathed, he was a 
man* Bat I will forward with my device. [To the Frinoets.^ 
Sweet royalty, bestow on me the sense of heuinff. 

Ftin. Speak, brave Hector : we are much delighted. 

Arm. I do adore thy sweet grace's slipper. 

Bof^ [Aside to Dtm.] Loves her by the foot 

Dwn. lAiide to Boyet.} He may not by the ysrd. 

Arm. '< This Hector far snrmoonted Hannibal," — 

CofL The party is gone, fellow Hector, she is gone ; she is 
two months on her way. 

Arm. What meanest thoa ? 660 

CosL Faith, unless von play the honest Troyan, the poor 
wench is cast away : she 's quick ; the child brags in her bdly 
already 'tis yours. 

Arm. Dost thoa infsmonize me among potentates ? thoa 
Shalt die. 

Co$t. Then shall Hector be whipp'd for Jaqaenetta that is 
qnidc by him and hanged for Pompey that is dead by him. 

Dum. Most rare Pompey ! 

Bcyet. Benowned Pompey ! 

Bir. Greater than g r oa t, great, g r oa t, great Pompey ! Pom- 
pey the Hose ! 671 

Dum. Sbctor trembles. 

«• «iiA« MPMil, ^ of Uf kf , of 
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Bir. Pompqr is moTed. More Ates, more Ates ! stir them 
on ! stir them on ! 

Dum. Heetor will challenge him. 

Bir. Ay, if he have no more man's blood in 's belly than will 
sap a flea. 

Arm. By the north pole, I do challenge thee. 

Cost, I will not fight with a pole, like a northern man: 1 11 
dash ; I 'U do it by the sword. I bepray yon, let me borrow 
my arms again. 68i 

Dwnu Room for the incensed Worthies ! 

Cost. 1 11 do it in n^ shirt 

Dunu Most resolate Pompey ! 

Moth. Master, let me take yon a batton-hde lower. Do yoa 
not see Pompey is oncasin^ for the combat? What mean yoa? 
Yoa will lose year reputation. 

Arm. GenUemen snd soldiers^ pardon me ; I will not eom- 
bat in my shirt 

Dum. Ton may not deny it: Pompey hath made the chal- 
lenge. 691 

Arm. Sweet bloods, I both may and wilL 

Bir. What reason have yoa for 't ? 

Arm. The naked troth of it is, I have no shirt ; I go wool- 
ward for penance. 

Boyet. Trae, and it was enjoined him in Some for want of 
linen : since when, 1 11 be sworn, he wore none bat a diahekmt 
of Jaquenetta's, and that he wears next his heart for a favoor. 

JbicrMnoAUL 

Mer. God save yoa, madam I 

Prin. Welcome, Mercade ; 700 

Bat that thoa interropt'st oar merriment 

Mer. I am sony, madam; for the news I bring 
Is heavy in my tongue. The Eing,yoar &ther — - 

Prin. Dead, for my life I 

Mer. Even so ; my tale is told. 

Bir. Worthies, away ! the scene begins to dead. 

Arm. For mine own part, I breathe free breath. I have seen 
the day of wrong throng^ the little hole of discretion, and I will 
right myself like a soldier. [Emmu WmUt$. 

King. How &res your majesty ? 710 

Prin. Boyet,. prepare ; I will away to>night 

King. Madam, not so ; I do beseech you, stay. 

Prin. P^nepare, I say. I thank yoa, gradoas lofds» 
For all year nir endeavoars ; and entreat, 
Oat of a new-sad soal, that yoa voochsaf e 
In year rich wisdom to excuse or hide 

<N ivMlwortf = with tlM woolni of Um ontor | 
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Tlie libenJ oppoBitioii of our spirits^ 

If over-boldly we hare borne oorselTes 

In the convene of breath : your ffenUenesB 

Was guilty of it FareweU, worttiy lord I 720 

A heavy heart bears not a nimble tongae : 

Ezeose me so, coming too short of thuks 

For my great suit so easily obtained. 

King, The extreme hayste of time eztremdy forma 
All causes to the purpose of his speed. 
And often at his very loose decides 
That which long process coold not arbitrate : 
And though the mooming brow of progeny 
Forbid the smiling courtesy of love 

The hely soit which ban it would conrinee, .730 

Yety since love's argoment was first on f oot. 
Let not the dond ol sorrow jostle it 
From what it pnrpos'd ; since, to wail friends lost 
Is not by much so wholesome^yrofitable 
As to rejoice at friends bat newly f oond. 

JPrin. I onderstand yon not : my griefs are double. 

Bir. Honest plain words best pierce the ear of grief 1 
And by these badges understand the King. 
For your foir sakes have we neglected time, 
Flay'd foul play with our oaths : your beauty, ladies^ 740 

Hadi much def orm'd us, fashioning our humours 
Even to the opposed end of our intents : 
And what in us hath seem'd ridiculous, «- 
As love b full of unbefitting strains, 
All wanton as a child, skipping and vain, 
Form'd by the eve and therefore, like the eye^ 
Full of strange uu^ms, of habits and of forma. 
Varying in subjects as the eye doth roll 
To every varied object in his glance : 

Which parti-coated presence of loose love 750 

Put on by us, if, in your heavenly eyes, 
Have misbecom'd our oaths and gravities. 
Those heavenly eyes that look into these faottsy 
Suggested us to make* Therefore, ladies. 
Our love being yours, the error that love makes 
Is likewise yours : we to ourselves prove false, 
By being once false far ever to be true 
To those that make us both, — fair ladies, you: 
And even that falsehood, in itself a sin, 
Thns purifies itself and turns to grace. 760 

Frtn. We have receiv'd your letters full of love ; 
Tour favours, the ambassadors of love : 
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Andy in oor maiden oooncil, rated them 

At ooortship, pleasant jeet and oonrtesjr. 

As bombast and as lining to the time : 

Bat more devoat than this in our respeets 

Have we not been ; and therefore met joor loves 

In their own &shiony like a merriment. 

Dum. Our letters, madam, show'd much more than jest 

Lang. So did our looks. 

Bos. We did not qnote them so. 770 

King. Now, at the latest minnte of the noor. 
Grant ns yonr Iotos. 

Prjn. A time, methinks, too short 

To make a world-withont-end bargain in. 
No, no, my lord, your grace is perjnr'd much. 
Fall of dear gniltmess ; and therefore this : 
If for my love, as there is no saeh eaase, 
Yoa will do anght, this shall yoa do for me: 
Yoor oath I will not trost ; bat go with speed 
To some f oriom and naked hermitage, 

Remote from all the pleasures of the worid ; 780 

There staj until the twelve celestial signs 
Have brought about the annnal reckoning. 
If this austere insoeiaUe life 
Change not your offer made in heat of blood ; 
If frcwts and fasts, hard lodging and thin weeds 
Nip not the gandv hloesoms of your love, 
But that it bear this trial and last love ; 
Then, at the expiration of the year. 
Come challenge me, challenge me by these deserlSy 
And, by this virgin palm now kissing thine, 790 

I will be thine; and till that instant shut 
My woeful self up in a mourning house, 
Raining the tears of lamentation 
For the remembrance of my Anther's deallL 
If this thou do deny, let our hands party 
Neither intitled in the other's heart 
King, If this, or more than this, I would deny. 

To flatter up these powers of mine with resty 
The sudden hand of death close up mine eye ! 

Hence ever then my heart is in thy breast 800 

Bir. And what to me, my love? and what to me ? 

Sag. Tou must be purged too, your sins are rank, 
Tou are attaint with faults and perjury : 
Therefore if you my favour mean to get, 

i«6«iii6«t-ifiil«r: tfaatk,tht«oolor«otlaiiwitli whtoh olottii in 
•boat ttM hipt Md ahovl4«fl. 
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A twelvemonth shall joa spend, and never rest. 
Bat seek the weaxy beds of people sick. 

Dum, But what to me, mj love ? but what to ma ? 
A wife? 

Kath, A beard, fair health, and honestv ; 
With three-fold love I wish jon all these three. 810 

Dum, O, shall I sav, I thank yon, gentle wife ? 

Kath, Not so, my lord ; a twelvemonth and a day 
1 11 mark no words that smooth-f ac'd wooers say : 
Gome when the King doth to my lady oome ; 
Then, if I have mndi love, I '11 give you some. 

Dum. 1 11 serve thee true and faithfolly till than. 

Kath. Tet swear not, lest ye be forsworn again.. 

Lang. What says Maoria ? 

Mar. At the twelvemonth's end 

1 11 change my Uack gown for a faithfol friend. 

Long. 1 11 stay with patience ; bat the time is long. gjo 

Mar. The liker yon ; few taller are so yonng. 

Bir. Studies my lady ? mistress, look on me ; 
Behold the window of my heart, mine eye. 
What homble suit attends thy answer there : 
Impose some service on me ror thy love. 

Mo§. Oft have I heard of yon, my Lord BironOi 
Before I saw yon ; and the world's large tongoe 
Proclaims yon for a man replete with mocks, 
Full of comparisons and wounding floats. 
Which you on all estates will execute 830 

That lie within the mercy of your wit. 
To weed this wormwood from your fruitful brain. 
And therewithal to wid me, if yoa please. 
Without the which I am not to be won. 
Ton shall this twelvemonth term from day to day 
Visit the speechless sick and still converse 
With groaning wretches ; and your task shall be, 
With all tibe fierce endeavour of your wit 
To enforce the pained impotent to smile. 

Bir. To move wild lauffhter in the throat of death? 840 

It cannot be ; it is impoemole : 
Mirth cannot move a sool in agony. 

Bos. Why, that 's the way to dioke a gibing spirit^ 
Whose influence is begot of that loose grace 
Which shaUow laughing hearers give to fools : 
A jest's prosperity lies in the ear 
Of him that hears it, never in the tongue 

m You tkaa tki$ twthtmonsh, tie. Thii MpttitioD of tta« inbrtBaMof BomUm'B 
I If AooMltH do* to •tnlMHMH on tiM tctWhi of tbe plaj. 
S7 
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Of him that maket it: then, if sickly ears, 

Deaf d with the damours of their own dear groans, 

TVHl hear your idle scorns, eontinne then, 850 

And I will have yon and that fault withal ; 

Bat if they will not, throw away that spirit. 

And I shall find yon empty of that fauut, 

Big^t joyful of your reformation. 

Bir. A twelvemonih I well ; hefall what will befall, 
1 11 jest a twelvemonth in a hospitaL 

Prin* [^To ihs KingJ] Ay, sweet my lord; and so I take 
my leave. 

King. No, madam ; we will bring yon on yonr way. 

Bir. Oar wooing doth not end like an old play ; 
Jack hath not Jill : these ladies' coortesy 860 

Midit well have made onr sport a comedy. 

King. Come, sir, it wants a twelvemonth and a day, 
And then 'twill end. 

Bir, That 's too long for a play. 

tU-mm Ahum. 

Arm, Sweet majesfy, voachsale me, — 

Prin. Was not that Hector ? 

Dwnu The worthy knight of Troy. 

Amu I win kiss thy royal finger, and take leave. I am a 
votary ; I have vow^d to Jaqoenetta to hold the ploagh for her 
sweet love three years. Bat, most esteemed greatness, will yoa 
hear the dialogae that the two learned men have compiled in 
praise of the owl and the cackoo? it shoold have followed in 
the end of oar show. 87s 

King, Call them forth qoicUy ; we will do sa 

Arm. Holla! approach. 

This side b Hiems, Winter, this Ver, the Spring; the one main- 
tained by the owl, the other by the cackoo. Ver, begin* 

TnSovB. 

8prmg, 

When daisies pied and yiolets bine 

And Udj-emockfl all sQyer-white 
And cnckoo-lmds of yellow hue 

Do paint the meadows with delight 880 

The cnckoo then, on every tree, 
Mocks married men ; for thns sings he, 

Cuckoo ; 
Cnckoo, cnckoo : O word of fear, 
Unpleasing to a married ear 1 

•n taJf'tmoeki, TIm hmm of • while fl«ld4oww, called alM HftTflowir aaA Oen 
tvbary-beU t growing In OMMiMiMiiif the iBMdawa, it tooki Uke linea hltMhtng 
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When Bhepherdf pipe on oaten etniwe 
And merry larks are ploughmen's elockSy 

When turtles tread, «nd rooks, and daws, 
And maidens bleach their summer smockf. 

The eackoo then, on every tree, gM 

Mocks married men ; for thns sings he, ^^ 

Cnckoo; 

Cuckoo, cuckoo : O word of fear, 

Unpleasing to a married ear! 

ITmIst. 

When icicles hang by the wall 
And Dick the shepherd blows his nail, 

And Tom bears logs into the hall 
And milk comes froien home in pail, 

When Uood is nipp'd and ways be lout 

Then nightly sings the staring owl, qoo 

Tu-whoo; 

Tu-whit, tu-whoo, a merry note. 

While greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 

When all aloud the wind doth blow 
And coughing drowns the parson's saw. 

And birds sit brooding in the snow 
And Marian's nose looks red and raw, 

When roasted crabs hiss in the bowl. 

Then nightly sings the staring owl. 

Tu-whoo ; 910 

Tu-whit, tu-whoo, a merrr note^ 

Whfle greasy Joan doth seel the pot. 

Arm, The wmla of Merenry are harsh after the songs of 
ApoUo. Ton that way : we this way. I J 



> Ami = oool, by itinlag and ikioUDiag. 
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